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  The Making of Murder on Moloka‘i


  


  I began writing Murder on Moloka‘i in 1995. The book went though more than twenty complete drafts before it was published almost a decade later in 2004. The early drafts ran as long as 75,000 words, or close to four hundred pages. The finished product, barely 40,000 words and two hundred pages. Obviously, a lot was condensed and cut. This was done in an attempt to create a spare and compact novel. Though the bulk of the deleted material no doubt deserved to be cut, some passages that developed the character of Kai Cooke and the atmosphere of his life and his Hawai‘i were also sacrificed. Not to mention an entire subplot concerning another case Kai was working when the Moloka‘i investigation began. Some of this material appears below, along with brief explanations as to where and how it would have fit into a longer book. While most excerpts have never appeared in print before, readers familiar with Murder on Moloka‘i may recognize some passages in their earlier guises. I have resisted the temptation to edit. The following pages are presented not as finished work, but as drafts. My purpose is rather to suggest other directions the novel might have taken and the various steps in the creative process.


  


  


  I: Early Beginnings: First draft, 1995


  


  The first draft of Murder on Moloka‘i represents my earliest conception of the character of Kai Cooke (originally called “Keahi”). My fledgling emulation of the hard-boiled school of Hammett and Chandler can be seen in phrases like “heavy assignment,” and trailing people “who might be trouble,” and “protecting [one’s] flesh.” Kai’s Smith & Wesson begins here as a .38 snub-nose hammerless revolver, but later becomes a .357 Magnum. Note the emphasis on the gun itself. Soon l realized what set Kai apart from other fictional PIs was not his firearm, but his surfboard. In recent years more gumshoes who surf have appeared, but none to my knowledge for whom wave riding is so central to every aspect of their character. In this draft, Kai says his firm’s name–Surfing Detective–is merely a gimmick, whereas in later versions he tells us riding waves actually helps him solve cases. Finally, the lines below about his logo and his being mistaken for a celebrity did make it into book at the end of chapter one.


  


  


  o n e


  (1995 draft)


  


  I keep a .38 snub nose revolver in the trunk of my car, unloaded. It’s a hammerless Smith and Wesson, which when carried can be drawn and fired quickly. No private detective in Hawai‘i is licensed to carry a concealed weapon. Being caught with one earns two years in jail. So when I go out on a heavy assignment, when I’m tailing someone who might be trouble, I weigh the benefits against the risks. Is protecting my flesh worth doing a couple years’ time? Or, does staying out of jail merit taking a slug? It’s a delicate balance. My job is full of delicate balances.


  I’m Keahi Cooke. My business card says: “CONFIDENTIAL INVESTIGATIONS–ALL ISLANDS.” Next to these words is my company logo–a lone surfer riding a wave. The same logo has appeared in the Honolulu yellow pages for the past six years. The surfer has nothing to do with my present occupation. I chose it as a gimmick to help clients remember me, and to recall my feats as a long board champion. I use the word “champion” broadly. When twenty-five, nearly a decade ago, I placed third in a local contest up at Pipeline. The trophy still sits on my Maunakea Street office, a little tarnished. Nonetheless, the gimmick has worked. Potential clients often ask, “Are you the surfing detective?”


  My notoriety also has it drawbacks. Hardly a week goes by without a crank call. Celebrity seekers, bleary-eyed from reruns of Hawaii Five-0, sometimes phone my office for Jack Lord. This mystifies me. With sun-bleached hair and brown eyes I look nothing like Lord, nor from the reruns I’ve seen did he ever surf. I also get calls for Magnum P.I. When I was working late one night a breathy female voice asked if I was Tom Selleck. I forced myself to choke out, “No.”


  As I was saying, the .38 snubnose can get me out of trouble, but also get me into it. Therefore, I use the revolver sparingly.


  


  


  II: New Beginnings: People are like waves


  


  In 1998 the Jellinek & Murray Literary Agency of Honolulu circulated the first version of Murder on Moloka‘i offered to publishers. This version begins with Kai expounding his view of human nature (“People are like waves”) and introducing himself and his Surfing Detective agency. In subsequent drafts this three-page monologue was dismantled, revised, and moved to various other places in the book, finally coming to rest in chapter ten. In its original form the monologue shows how Kai’s character evolved from the early drafts to the finished product. Notice that he starts now with waves, rather than guns. And while his gun does appear later, it rides in the car with his surfboard, the fragrance of whose coconut-scented wax he much prefers to the gunmetal and machine oil odor of the Smith & Wesson. He also says that using the word surfing in his firm’s name is “no gimmick,” in contrast to the first draft. And there is less hard-boiled talk than before.


  


  


  o n e


  (1998 draft)


  


  People are like waves. On the surface they may appear turbulent or calm, but what really matters lies below. The most beautiful glassy tube, you see, can be the most dangerous. Under that luminous green barrel hides a jagged reef–just inches beneath the surface–that can rake the unsuspecting surfer like a cheese grater. Mushy beach break may pose less risk, but for Pure Stoke can’t match the awesome tube.


  Like waves, people present themselves in many guises. Whether surfing or working a case, I keep my eyes open. Check out da reef, brah! I scan the sea for saw-toothed coral. I survey the soup for uncharted boulders. I also scout the telltale fin of the tiger shark. Otherwise, by now I’d be a dead surfer. And a dead detective.


  When I’m working I pack a .38 snub-nose revolver by my surfboard wax in the trunk of my Impala. The gunmetal and machine oil smell of the Smith & Wesson, magnified by the Hawaiian sun, almost reeks beside the sweet, coconut-scented paraffin. The blue black .38–gunmetal stink and all–is a necessary evil of my job. Me, I prefer the tropical scent of the surfboard wax.


  I bought the hammerless .38 because I can draw and fire it quickly. My fast draw has drilled dozens of make-believe men at the Koko Head Range, and one flesh and blood man in the streets of Honolulu. The latter was an “armed and dangerous” (but not too smart) escaped con, trying to settle a score. It’s a case I’d just as soon forget, since he nearly landed me in prison, if not at the undertaker.


  Problem is, no private detective in Hawai‘i is licensed to carry a concealed weapon. Getting caught with one earns the unlucky P.I. two years in jail. So when I go out on a heavy assignment, when I’m tailing someone who might be trouble,


  I weigh the benefits against the risks. Is protecting my hide worth doing a couple years’ time? Or does staying out of jail merit taking a slug? It’s a delicate balance. My job is full of delicate balances.


  I’m Kai Cooke. Kai in Hawaiian means “sea.” I was named after my Uncle Kaipo, an expert waterman who sailed Polynesia in a double-hulled koa canoe. My business card says “SURFING DETECTIVE” and “Confidential Investigations–All Islands.” Above these words is my company logo–a longboard rider with toes on the nose. This “hanging ten” surfer is a thing of beauty: back gracefully arched, knees bent slightly, arms cantilevered behind for balance, gauzy ocean spray enveloping board and surfer like a white lace curtain. Radical.


  An artist friend modeled the logo after an unknown wave rider at the Banzai Pipeline. My surfer logo has appeared in the Honolulu yellow pages for the past six years. This is no bogus gimmick. I really do surf. In fact, it wouldn’t stretch the truth too much to call myself a longboard champion.


  Well, former champion. When I was twenty-five, nearly a decade ago, I placed third in a local contest at Makaha. The infamous Makaha “bowls” were cranking up in the final round to twelve feet. And higher. Boards were snapping like toothpicks. I got lucky. One teeth-rattling ride positioned me to win it all. Then on the wave of the day–the wave of my life–I kicked out to rescue a fellow surfer hit by his board going over the falls. Neither of us won first prize. But my third-place trophy, tarnished by the years, still sits in my Maunakea Street office and holds special meaning.


  More to the point, the surfer logo has worked. Potential clients may forget my name, but not the Surfing Detective.


  


  


  III: Chapters One though Four: The Deadbeat Dad


  


  Once Kai’s “People are like waves” monologue was removed from the first pages of the 1998 draft, the revised first chapter began with the discarded subplot mentioned above. This subplot involves a deadbeat dad named Leonard Souza whose wife has retained the Surfing Detective to collect delinquent child support. Souza has not only failed to support his own children, but has also taken up with barely a child himself, cohabiting with her in a rusting fishing boat at the Ala Wai Yacht Harbor in Honolulu. The confrontation that results when the PI serves papers on the deadbeat was intended as a day-in-the-life vignette. But it was thought to draw away too much attention from the main plot. The piece was later published as a short story entitled “Hijinks Aboard the Hokulani” in Spirit of Aloha(March/April 2008), the in-flight magazine of the now defunct Aloha Airlines, and in a double issue of Hawai‘i Review: A Special Tribute to Ian MacMillan(Vol. 28-9; No. 1-2; 2008). Note that in this early draft Kai was not merely hanaied, as in the published version, but is part-Hawaiian. And that his attorney friend is named not Tommy, but Harry.


  


  


  o n e


  (1998 draft, revised)


  


  Wednesday, October fourth. Six a.m. Ala Wai Yacht Harbor.


  I was on a stake out by Waikiki’s famed Ilikai Hotel, atop whose aqua towers Jack Lord posed for the opening sequence of Hawaii Five-O. In my memory I could almost see the famous cascading wave that started the show and hear the drum roll and twanging guitars of The Ventures, as Lord’s character, Detective Steve McGarrett, turned steely eyes to the camera.


  My assignment this morning lacked the glamour of most of McGarrett’s. (Glamour would arrive later in the day.) I was tracking a deadbeat dad named Leonard Souza. Souza and his seventeen-year-old girlfriend, a high school truant named Lei, were shacking up in a fishing boat called the Hokulani. A friend of the truant girl aboard had told me she was pregnant. That’s why she didn’t return to school.


  Wackos. Where do they all come from? And slimy deadbeats. The Hokulani, it turned out, wasn’t even Souza’s. From what I could gather, the dilapidated boat’s absentee owner allowed him to live on board in exchange for making repairs. He and his seventeen-year-old baby-sitter got themselves a love nest, though a foul one, rent free. I could see no evidence from my stakeout position of any repairs to this rust bucket.


  In my lap lay the manila envelope I had come to put into Souza’s hands. It contained a court order–more precisely, a “Motion and Affidavit for Post-Decree Relief”–compelling him to appear at Family Court. A year behind on his child support payments, Souza had violated the terms of his divorce decree.


  Several days of turning over rocks led me here to the yacht harbor at this ungodly hour, hoping to catch Souza off guard and deliver the affidavit. I was being cagey because his former wife had warned me in pidgin: “Leonard like beef.” Meaning: If provoked, he could get nasty.


  Mrs. Souza, his ex, was my client. I should never have taken her on. She couldn’t afford my hourly minimum. She called me daily, sometimes twice a day. But how could I not feel sorry for her? She and her three kids were about to lose their home. So I made my habitual mistake.


  “Avoid getting emotionally involved,” all my P.I. training taught me. Trouble is, I’m a soft touch. My father’s missionary ancestry and my mother’s Hawaiian aloha compel me to lend a hand to every hard luck case that knocks at my door. Though my parents died long ago, their influence remains. Thus, I’ve helped my share of penniless clients and gotten sucked into some unprofitable, not to mention dangerous, cases.


  Serving papers on hostile deadbeats like Souza can be a dicey business. My favorite strategy is to play dumb: I don’t mention what’s in the envelope until it’s safely in the bad guy’s hands.


  Though I’d never admit to deliberately misleading anyone, sometimes my subjects get the mistaken idea that they’re about to win the lottery or receive a check from an anonymous benefactor or a reward for a good deed done long ago but not forgotten. Once the court order has been duly served, I mention this disagreeable fact on my way out. By the time any tempers flare, I’m heading for the surf.


  Aside from an occasional glitch, this strategy works. Usually.


  


  


  two


  (1998 draft, revised)


  


  Soon the rising sun cast its mango hue on two snapshots Mrs. Souza had given me: one of her ex-husband, the other of the baby-sitter.


  Leonard Souza was a scurvy looking fish with salt-n-peppa whiskers and shadowy circles under his charcoal eyes, the kind of scum you’d want to keep miles from your sister or daughter or girlfriend. Lei’s picture, autographed in her feminine teenaged hand “To Mr. & Mrs. Souza,” must have been taken at her junior prom. She wore an orchid corsage, frilly mauve dress, and an innocent smile. On her beauty-shop bun perched a rhinestone crown. Queen for a day. She was girlishly slim, with the telltale curves of a blossoming woman. Her pimple-faced boyfriend stood two inches shorter than his queen. From the nervous look in his eyes, she was obviously too much for him. Way too much.


  I looked up. Nothing doing on Souza’s boat. To stave off hunger and tedium I sucked on my favorite “crack seed,” a local delicacy. “Sweet Li Hing Mui” is a pungent, sweet-sour plum seed that puckered my lips with such intense flavor that I quickly forgot my appetite and boredom.


  Glancing again at the morning paper, I flipped to the weather page to check out the waves. Despite the confused shark at Laniakea who once mistook me for his lunch, I ride my longboard every chance I get. Surfing relieves the stresses of detective work and helps me explore the delicate balances that make up my job.


  Sherlock Holmes had his pipe–I have my surfboard. Floating on the glassy sea, scanning the blue horizon for the perfect wave, sometimes I drift into a kind of trance. Then I can disentangle the most intricate web. When my wave finally rolls in, an instinct takes over. In one fluid motion I swing my board around, stroke like the wind, and rise. Slip-sliding down the thundering cascade–perched on a thin slice of balsa and foam–I find a precarious balance.


  That’s what surfing (and my job) is all about: balance.


  The Advertiser forecast waves in Waikiki at two to three feet. Elsewhere, a paltry flat to one. To Waikiki I would go, once I served the affidavit on Souza.


  Then I remembered a nine o’clock appointment with a woman from Boston whose name escaped me. I don’t usually forget client names, but she had been referred during a long and rambling phone message from an attorney friend of mine.


  “Oh, Kai, Ms. So-and-so from Boston may stop by . . . ,” Harry had said offhandedly, as if he wasn’t sure she would. Then he added cryptically: “If she shows, you’ll be damn glad she did.”


  Whatever Harry’s meaning, I was stuck with the appointment. Surfing would have to wait.


  I glanced up again at the Hokulani, portholes still black as night. A typical stakeout. Sometimes I sit for hours sucking on my sweet sour crack seed. But as I said, balance is the name of the game. Watching and waiting have to be as active as my moves, or I might miss something. Inevitably, when my vigilance slips, the case gets bungled. When my guard goes down, things turn dangerous.


  So I stayed alert as I flipped pages in the Advertiser–from that chilling story about the plunging death from a mule of Sara Ridgely-Parke–to the sports pages, checking the baseball playoff scores and sumo standings from Japan.


  After glancing at those alluring ads for tires and Korean hostess bars that follow sports–“ONO PUPUS & EXOTICGIRLS!”–I turned to the business section and checked out an artist’s sketch of a proposed Moloka‘i resort called “Kalaupapa Cliffs.” The resort loomed grand and blindingly white, an art deco Taj Mahal with marble spas and meandering pool and hundreds of ocean-view suites. “Kalaupapa Cliffs” promised to be a luxury palace designed for the super rich. Like we really need one more of those! Because of a technicality concerning the building site, the Moloka‘i resort’s construction awaited a vote of the Land Zoning Board.


  Still no movement on Souza’s boat. The climbing sun sent bars of intense light between Waikiki high-rises, illuminating the drowsy harbor in jailbird stripes. Would Souza and his girl never crawl out of bed?


  


  I started to worry that this stakeout might drag on into my nine o’clock appointment with the woman from Boston. It was now nearly seven thirty. An hour and a half had gone by and, although other fishing boats chugged one by one out to sea, on the Hokulani nothing had happened. Nothing.


  If Souza didn’t show his scurvy face pretty soon, I might have to start something.


  


  


  three


  (1998 draft, revised)


  


  At twenty past eight, my patience wearing thin, a naked yellow bulb inside the slanting cabin of the Hokulani finally flashed on. Through the two portholes I saw movement. Tossing my crack seed into a planter of fragrant lauwa‘e ferns next to my teal Impala, I grabbed the manila envelope and strolled down the dock toward the rusty hulk.


  My Dockers shorts, polo shirt, new pair of Raybans, and rubber zoris would have fit in well with the yachting crowd–had they been out of bed yet.


  I wear a number of such outfits for protective coloration, trying not to stand out. At six feet even (well, almost) and one eighty, I have a fairly deep chest and well-developed shoulders and arms from surfing. Despite my year-round tropic tan, my skin looks light for a hapa. I seem to have inherited my sandy-haired father’s fair complexion and my brown-eyed mother’s Hawaiian soul. Truth is, she was one quarter Hawaiian, which makes me only one eighth.


  So that Souza wouldn’t get instantly suspicious, I folded and slipped the envelope containing the affidavit into my back pocket.


  “‘Morning,” a sun-burned crewman said, mopping the deck of a spotless cabin cruiser.


  “Howz’it?” I smiled and walked on. Beneath my feet that lime green sea lapped between planks in the dock. Sleek sailboats and motor yachts graced the countless slips.


  Striding across the dock planks I wondered what Harry had said that Boston woman’s name was. His message on my answering machine had been vague about why he referred her. Though I would have rather spent the morning surfing three footers in Waikiki, I began to feel curious about this potential case. I don’t get many clients from Boston.


  The closer I got to Souza’s listing craft, the worse it looked by comparison to its pristine neighbors. Soon I was standing near the two portholes that had appeared pitch black from my car. Now they were transparent. I caught a glimpse of the girl, who bore faint resemblance to her photo as prom queen. She wore only bikini panties and a sheer nightgown that stopped half way down her thighs. She was reed thin with little upturned breasts. The rounded bulge in her tummy confirmed what her high school friend had confided.


  Behind the girl I saw the dark, whiskered man slipping on soiled denims and a black t-shirt with sleeves ripped out. Flecks of yellow-grey riddled his patchy beard and oily hair.


  Scum. That’s what flashed through my mind when I laid eyes on this cradle-robbing deadbeat. Even if Mrs. Souza could pay me nothing (a distinct possibility), I would relish busting up his scuzzy little boat party.


  Since neither the girl nor Souza seemed in any hurry to leave their tiny cabin, I had to do something soon or stand up the woman from Boston.


  The Hokulani’s sloping aft deck offering neither boarding plank nor ladder, I climbed aboard over a gunwale onto the badly caulked teak. Two fishing poles mounted in chocks on either side of the stern had lines out in the water. One pole bobbed. On deck lay a long, hooked gaffe. The gaffe gleamed in the sun the like chrome bumper of my Impala and looked razor sharp.


  I tapped on the cabin door. No answer. Though I’m a veteran at serving papers, a few butterflies fluttered in my stomach. I wouldn’t exactly call this fear, just adrenaline. I knocked on Souza’s door again.


  Silence in the cabin.


  “Hello!” I announced in perfect mainland English. “You’ve got a nibble on one of your lines.”


  The door opened and Souza swaggered out. He looked grubbier than his photo and he smelled rank, like stale sardines. A jagged scar, not visible in the snapshot, slanted up over his left eyebrow like a bent apostrophe. He’d been in a few beefs, all right. But despite my butterflies, he didn’t scare me. I could handle him, though laying him out wasn’t part of my job.


  “Eh, brah!” Souza snarled. “What you doin’ on my boat?”


  “So sorry,” I replied like a high-toned yachtsman. “Thought you might have a bite.”


  He eyed me suspiciously. The bobbing pole went slack. Souza had lost his fish.


  “What do you catch in this harbor?” I pointed to the murky, lime-green water.


  “Kokala–Puffer Fish,” he replied grudgingly. “Why you like know?”


  I glanced on deck again at that gleaming, razor-sharp gaffe.


  “Bettah get off da boat, eh?” Souza said. “My insurance no cover you.” He turned toward the cabin.


  “Another nibble!” I shouted. When he looked back at his poles I reached into my pocket and put the envelope in his hands.


  “What dis, brah?” His coal eyes smoldered.


  I glanced toward the dock, mapping my escape. Instinctively, my knees bent and my feet shifted, ready to jump. Once Souza saw the manila envelope he knew.


  “Fuckah!” he shouted. “You Fuckah!” He dropped the envelope on the deck and, sure enough, grabbed that vicious looking gaffe.


  Before I could leap onto the dock, he swung the gaffe. The fastest way out was over the stern. Bail out, brah! Bail!


  I dove down into the murky harbor as far from the boat as I could. But the gaffe came flying in after me, catching my right ankle. A sharp pain shot up my leg. I struggled under water, my polo shirt clinging like a wet blanket. My new Raybans sank into the murk. I kicked off my zoris and swam beneath the surface as long as my breath would hold. Behind me trailed a thin stream of blood. Hungry sharks? I wondered.


  Coming up for air, I looked around to get my bearings. The Hokulani lay thirty feet away. My rubber zoris bobbed nearby on the water like two planks adrift. Souza glared at me from the stern.


  “Fuckah!” He waved the court order angrily. The long legal pages flapped in the air.


  I dove down deep and swam under water again. When I rose for another breath the rusty boat looked smaller, less menacing. Souza was nowhere in sight. I swam on the surface to the nearest dock, patting my shorts for my wallet and keys. Luckily neither had gone south with my sunglasses.


  Climbing onto the dock planks I limped barefoot and dripping to my car. The zoris I simply left floating by the Hokulani. My bleeding ankle stung. Like a shallow coral cut, the wound thankfully went just beneath the surface.


  At the harbor’s edge I glimpsed again those aqua towers of the Ilikai Hotel where Jack Lord flashed his steely eyes at the opening of Hawaii Five-0. I tried to recall if his Detective McGarrett ever served papers on a deadbeat or got attacked by a gaffe. Doubtful. Or did I miss that episode?


  I checked my watch. Quarter to nine. Fifteen minutes till my appointment. It would take me nearly that long in traffic to drive–soaked and bleeding–to my Maunakea Street office. Then ditch my sodden clothes.


  I wished I’d never agreed to meet with that woman from Boston.


  


  


  four


  (1998 draft, revised)


  


  My Impala crawled along the waterfront on choked Ala Moana Boulevard past the soaring Aloha Tower. Both long white hands of the tower’s Big Ben-like clock, a dozen stories above the harbor, pointed to a black Roman nine.


  Beneath the Aloha Tower the nautical flags of a Norwegian cruise ship–crimson, mustard yellow, and navy blue–barely rippled in the slack trades. My clothes dripped like wet laundry begging for the spin cycle. The beach towel I always carry for surfing lay under me drenched, not doing much to keep the driver’s seat beneath it from growing soggier by the minute. Blood trickled from my stinging ankle. Damn that Souza!


  I wasn’t too happy about the salt water and blood dripping in my Impala. It’s sort of a classic.


  I bought the teal blue ‘69 Chevy from a widow whose late husband purchased it new at Aloha Motors, a defunct dealership formerly on the site of the Hawai‘i Convention Center. With less than 50,000 original miles, the Impala’s three hundred horse V–8 still really rocks. And with the back seat removed, my longboard slides right in.


  Wheeling the Impala downtown between steel and mirror office towers that hid all but a sliver of the grass green Ko‘olau Range, I wondered again about the woman from Boston. What did Harry mean: “If she shows, you’ll be damn glad she did”? Despite my six years in the business I still feel a little queasy when meeting new clients. You never know what you’ll get.


  I turned onto Maunakea Street, a slice of old Honolulu bordering Chinatown’s teeming, mismatched buildings and pungent aromas. Along the half mile the two-lane drag runs makai, or seaward, from Foster Botanical Gardens to the harbor, Maunakea intersects notorious Hotel Street–a strip of raunchy bars, porno houses, flea bag hotels, prostitutes, and drug dealers.


  The boys in blue at the HPD sub-station try occasionally to weed out these bad elements, but they always spring back like the flamboyant night-blooming cereus up the street at the botanical gardens. Me, I don’t mind. You’d be surprised how helpful these neighbors can be on certain cases.


  Maunakea Street’s hodgepodge of crumbling buildings brought to mind that young “Ecofeminist” attorney who had tragically lost her life on Moloka‘i. What would she have thought of my funky digs? This is not the part of town where you’d expect to find a P.I. with ambitions. Truth is, a half dozen years back when I was just starting out I had higher expectations. My first office in a swankier part of town–Bishop Street, no less–cost me most of what I could make. But that’s another story. When I figured out I was giving up too much wave riding just to keep an address, I moved here to Maunakea.


  Things are simpler now. These days I maintain only two rules for business: don’t starve and don’t get drilled. Oh, and a third rule for pleasure: Plenny time fo’ surf!


  At five minutes to nine I pulled into my garage, then hobbled shoeless and dripping along the crumbling sidewalk toward my office. Not wanting to keep a prospective client waiting, I started to jog. Ouch! My ankle stung. I slowed again to a hobble. Given the stares of passersby, I must have been a sight–even in this neighborhood. A homeless man curled on yellowed newspapers by a bankrupt cigar shop peered at me, rubbed his pink eyes, then spit in my direction. The urine reek of his grimy clothes quickened my halting pace up Maunakea.


  My office is easy to find above the corner shop called Fujiyama’s Flower Leis. Mrs. Fujiyama owns a decaying pre-war building at Maunakea and Beretania Streets that boasts dazzling ornaments of an Oriental cast–two-headed dragons, serpents, wild boars, and ancient Chinese characters spelling some (to me) mysterious message in red. The walls are riddled with enough cracks to keep a journeyman plasterer busy for months. The second, or top floor is divided into five tiny offices. Mine, the roomiest of the bunch, is a twelve-by-twelve cubicle with a window overlooking Maunakea Street.


  Trailing drops of sea water into the flower shop, I searched among the refrigerated display cases for the woman from Boston. Plenty of ginger, plumeria, tuberose, pikake, and orchid leis, but no sign of her. The vivid floral scent of the shop raised the hair on the back of my neck–making me feel sort of spiritual, or just plain lolo.


  Mrs. Fujiyama’s establishment offers my clients both wonderful fragrances and a degree of anonymity. They can browse leisurely among the perfumy leis, then slip unnoticed upstairs. If detected, they can pretend to be patronizing one of the four other tenants: a free-lance editor, bookkeeper (who’s never in), passport photographer, or Madame Zenobia, a psychic. I wonder sometimes if any of these businesses are fronts, though I’ve never bothered to check.


  Fortunately, Mrs. Fujiyama didn’t see me trail sea water across her scuffed brown linoleum. But her youngest lei girl, a Filipino college student named Chastity, did.


  “Eh, Mr. Cooke,” said Chastity, stringing a pale yellow plumeria lei, “You’re so wet!”


  “Dawn-patrol surfah.” I winked and headed up the orange shag stairs past the glass bead curtain and locked door at Madame Zenobia’s, who seldom does readings before noon.


  The smoky veneer hallway was empty by my door that says “SURFING DETECTIVE” beneath the graceful longboard rider hanging ten–as on my business cards. I unlocked the two dead bolts and the heavy mahogany door creaked open. I put in this solid wood door and the dead bolts myself because Mr. Fujiyama, when he built these offices, used hollow-core doors with cheap knob-locks. The locks were a joke. A common kitchen knife could spring them. As for the hollow-core doors, a little keiki–a mere child–could easily punch a fist through.


  The musty smell of the office floated through the opened door even before I stepped inside. But after my morning’s swim, the familiar whiff and disorder of the place felt reassuring. Atop a filing cabinet across from my battleship grey desk stood a tarnished trophy: Third Place–Classic Long Board–Makaha. My faded glory.


  When I was twenty-five, nearly a decade ago, I won this trophy in a local contest at Makaha. The infamous Makaha “bowls” were cranking up in the final round to fifteen feet. And higher. Boards were snapping like toothpicks. I got lucky. One teeth-rattling ride positioned me to win it all. Then on the wave of the day–the wave of my life–I kicked out to help a fellow surfer hit by his board going over the falls. Neither of us took home first prize that day. But the third place trophy, tarnished now by the years, still sits above my filing cabinet.


  I checked my watch again. Five after nine. Maybe the woman from Boston would be a few minutes late? I opened my lone office window, releasing the stale air, and took a quick look for her down on Maunakea Street. The sharp, competing smells of kim chee, espresso, rancid garbage, hot malasadas, and ginger leis wafted in.


  Across from the flower shop stood an old porno theater, recently converted to a Christian radio station. Last week I’d watched the new owners take down from the marquee two spicy titles–“Hot Rackets” and “Debbie Does It Again”–replacing them with “JESUS COMING SOON.” Nearby an old porno buff, unaware of the theater’s conversion, hustled to the ticket booth with visions in his X-rated mind of the man from Nazareth I shudder to contemplate. Whatever the faithful inside told him, the porno buff stalked away dejected with fists thrust in his pockets like lead weights. He was upset. Plenny upset.


  Now by this converted theater I saw no cab and no woman who looked like she came from Boston. I surveyed the surrounding businesses: Leong’s Dry Cleaning, Taka’s Antiques, and C & K Diner, where a buck fifty buys you a Spam musubi plate lunch. Near C & K’s take-out window I spotted two more homeless men leaning on grocery carts piled high like container ships with worldly belongings, but no client.


  Unlocking the filing cabinet that displays my tarnished longboard trophy, I pulled from the bottom drawer a pair of old Levi’s I wear for dirty work and a Town & County Surf t-shirt. My soaked clothes–underwear and all–I shed into a heap on the dusty linoleum. From the back of the file drawer I reached for a moldy hand towel and dried myself, hoping the woman from Boston didn’t show while I was stark naked.


  Three taps sounded at my door.


  


  


  IV: Chapter Three: Paniolo Johnny Kaluna


  


  I would be remiss if I did not provide at least one example of how editors can enormously improve a book. My wife, Charlene, read and commented on every draft. And Kirsten Whatley tightened the book into its final form. The finished product is much better because of their efforts, and those of specialist editors. Ku‘ualoha Ho‘omanawanui, Puhi Adams, Rodney Morales, and Scott Burlington, as mentioned in the acknowledgements, played a significant role in giving Murder on Moloka‘i an authentic island feel. Ku‘ualoha, an Assistant Professor of English at the University of Hawai‘i at Manoa who holds the only faculty position dedicated to Hawaiian literature anywhere in the world, transformed the character of Johnny Kaluna. In chapter three when Kai meets Johnny, we are introduced to a genuine paniolo, or Hawaiian cowboy, who looks, speaks, and acts the part. It was not so in the first draft, before Ku‘ualoha’s magic touch. As can be seen in the excerpt below, the panilolo’s name was originally Moreno, not Kaluna, he spoke in “proper” mainland English, rather than island pidgin sprinkled with Hawaiian phrases, and though he looked like a cowboy, he lacked such island touches as a red palaka shirt and skin tanned reddish brown like koa. Notice too that Kai himself spoke in formal English, rather than responding in kind to Kaluna’s pidgin. The result was a formal and stilted exchange between the two men that Ku‘ualoha helped to make more authentic. Mahalo!


  


  


  “Mr. Moreno?” I called.


  No answer.


  I looked at my watch. It was 7:30, the time we had appointed for our meeting. I heard a vehicle and walked back outside. It was a Jeep pickup, the bed filled with hay bails. A mustached man in a cowboy hat climbed out, skin tanned deeply like cherry wood. His jeans were worn white around the thighs–not fashionable faded, but really worn. A pair of riding boots and a western shirt with pearl buttons rounded out the effect. This man looked like apaniolo. We stood in the mist and introduced ourselves.


  “Mr. Cooke?” He extended his right hand, his dark brown hair curling under the brim of his cowboy hat.


  “Mr. Moreno, where are your mules?” I shook his hand.


  “Gone to a west Moloka‘i ranch,” he said. “Gone until the lawyers draw up new papers.”


  “New papers?”


  “Liability waivers for our mule riders to sign.” His almond eyes looked wary. “Ever since that accident we’ve been temporarily shut down.”


  “Too bad,” I said.


  “Are you a lawyer, Mr. Cooke?”


  “No, I’m a private investigator,” I replied. “Don’t worry, my client has no interest in suing your tour company.”


  Moreno seemed relieved. “There’s not much work for me while we’re shut down, except driving to the ranch twice a day to feed and water the mules”


  “Tell me about the accident.”


  “It was the worst day of my life,” Moreno said. “The young lady, Sara, she fell about three hundred feet into a gorge. There was a doctor in the party, but he couldn’t do a thing. Not eve help Coco.”


  “Who’s Coco?


  “A mule.” Moreno’s eyes glistened. “A damn good mule. Not like him to stumble. I buried him right by the trailhead. You’ll see the wooden cross when we hike down.”


  “You buried the mule yourself?”


  “He was my favorite.” Moreno blinked, then rubbed his moist eyes. “Come on in.” He motioned me toward the barn.


  “I’ll get you the doctor’s name and the others.”


  We walked into the tack room with the saddles and blankets and harnesses hanging on the wall. From the drawer of a small, dusty desk Moreno pulled out a guest book and opened it to a date in early September.


  “This is the day,” he said. “There were four riders besides the young lady who died. None of them seemed to know the others. One was the doctor. And there were two more men and a woman.”


  “May I copy their names and addresses?”


  “Sure.” He handed me the dusty book. The doctor whose name was Benjamin Ganjo kept his office in Honolulu. The woman, Heather Linborg, lived on Maui. The second man, Milton Yu, gave an address on the Hamakua Coast of the Big Island. And the third man, Emery Archibald, listed only “Island Fantasy Holidays, Glendale, CA.”


  “What can you tell me about these four people?” I asked Moreno.


  “That was a month ago,” he said. “Usually I forget customers’ faces after that long, but the accident, you know, kind of riveted me.”


  “I understand.”


  “The woman, Heather, was a nice-looking blond. Very nice. And young. In her twenties.”


  “Did she talk much with Sara?”


  “Not that I recall,” Moreno said. “Heather talked mostly with the local Chinese man, Milton Yu.”


  “What about this Archibald? Did he talk with Sara, or act strangely around her?”


  “Oh, he talked with her, I’m sure. But no differently than anybody does on a mule ride. Just visited with her, if you know what I mean.”


  “And the doctor?” I asked.


  “Same thing,” Moreno said. “That Dr. Ganjo was on the heavy side. I gave him my biggest mule.”


  “Did the doctor make any attempt to help Sara when she fell?”


  “There was no use,” the mule guide said. “We couldn’t reach her in the gorge.”


  I pulled out the photo Adrienne had given me of J. Gregory Parke and showed it to Moreno. “Have you ever seen this man?”


  Moreno’s almond eyes squinted. He twitched his mustache.


  “Yeah, I’ve seen him.”


  “You have?” I was stunned, but tried not to show it.


  “He rode to Kalaupapa a day or two before the accident.”


  “Can you verify that?”


  “By the guest book.” He turned back one page to the day before Sara’s fatal ride. “Here are the names. You can look for yourself.”


  Sure enough, on the list was “J.G. Parke.” Could Adrienne have a case after all?


  “Can you remember anything about Parke?” I asked Moreno.


  “He’s in his fifties, I’d say. Turning grey. Quiet. He seemed preoccupied,” the mule guide said. “Didn’t take much interest in the tour.”


  I put away the photo. “Can we hike down the trail now to see where Sara fell?”


  “Sure.” He took out a cash box. “Do you want to pay now or later?”


  “Now is fine.” I pulled out my wallet and handed him some bills.


  “Sorry, I have to ask,” Moreno said, “but I’ve got few customers since the accident, except hikers.”


  “No Problem.”


  


  


  


  V: Chapter Ten: Mauna Kea Takes Kai’s Parents


  


  In chapter ten Kai interviews witness Heather Linborg on Maui, then flies to the Big Island along the Hamakua Coast to interview another witness, Milton Yu. Through the airplane’s windows the PI watches Maui’s Hana Highway curve along the coast, reflects on his conversation with Lingborg, and then, as the Big Island comes into view, he spots Mauna Kea, Hawai‘i’s tallest mountain, which he describes as “cloud shrouded and dominating.” In the earlier versions of the novel, seeing Mauna Kea prompted him to reflect on the accidental death of his parents on this mountain and how it changed his life. This excerpt contains details of Kai’s childhood and his motivation for becoming a private detective—namely, to vindicate his father from causing the accident.


  


  


  (cut from)


  ten


  


  At a few minutes past noon the Hilo-bound DC-9 rumbled over Kahului Bay. As the crowded liner banked southeast along Maui’s Hana coast, I had a moment to contemplate Heather Linborg. I couldn’t get over her lie. Or her gold bikini.


  Below the climbing jet, fabled Hana Highway coiled along the twisting coastline. Deep emerald canyons of bamboo, breadfruit, and flowering ohi‘a were pierced by silver dagger waterfalls. I could see a sampling of the winding road’s six hundred curves and hairpins, and fifty-odd bridges, knowing them all first-hand. As we glided over this craggy, foam-washed coast with majestic Haleakala towering in the distance, I wondered if the Maui masseuse had served Parke in her professional capacity–a mere rub down?–or in some more personal way. That she knew him at all seemed ominous.


  Remote Hana Bay soon drifted under our wings, a tranquil azure pond bringing an end to Maui. Then nothing but sea green, a shade darker than Heather Linborg’s eyes. The plane crossed the twenty-mile ‘Alenuihaha (“great billows smashing”) Channel to the island of Hawai‘i. As I recalled from a boat passage once with my parents, this channel between Maui and its southern neighbor can get pretty wild. Today’s flight was smooth. Not a single bump.


  Soon the Big Island, twice the land area of all other Hawaiian islands combined, loomed ahead at its northern tip, the lush mountainous spine of North Kohala. The Maui masseuse slipped from my thoughts as we flew along Kohala’s windward coast. What a view! Over on the lee slopes, fleetingly visible through cotton white clouds, lay the rolling green pastures of Parker Ranch. Down among the coastal lava beds sprawled the oceanfront fairways and velvet greens of the Mauna Kea and Waikoloa golf resorts. And on the windward side, directly beneath us, soaring sea cliffs were pierced by more silvery cascades.


  As the jet descended south along the Hamakua Coast, where soon I would interview Milton Yu, groves of kukui stood out like lime-green swatches against the darker green cliffs. The fire-orange flowers of African tulip trees dotted the landscape like a pointillist’s canvas. Above these flamboyant trees rose Mauna Kea. I grimaced at the sight of this tallest mountain in Hawai‘i–cloud-shrouded and dominating.


  Mauna Kea, you see, took my parents’ life. Their light plane crashed into the mountain when I was only eight. I can never look at Mauna Kea without thinking of them and how my fate suddenly and irrevocably changed. The accident report blamed pilot error. I never believed it.


  The sky had been clear. My father was an experienced, careful pilot who knew every inch of Big Island terrain. Though the report exonerated the airplane’s manufacturer and the firm from whom he leased it, I suspected some of the “investigators” had ties to these two entities. In any case, I received compensation from neither. A modest life insurance policy became my only legacy.


  I had been an only child. Now I was alone. My cousin Alika’s family, the Kealoha’s of the North Shore, welcomed me into theirohana and treated me as their own. But since I was a shy boy raised in town and accustomed to the hallowed halls of Punahou, I had trouble adjusting to an unfamiliar public school. My grades fell. Through lengthy family negotiations I was too young to understand, it was decided that I would attend private school in California and live with the family of my father’s brother, Orson T. Cooke of Pasadena.


  I grew up with three sandy-haired cousins who looked like my brother and sisters. No one outside the family’s rambling Tudor on a hillside cul-de-sac off Orange Grove Boulevard knew I was part Hawaiian. I spoke little pidgin. I shed my “Island-style” ways. Gradually I became a Californian.


  Ironically, it was California–not Hawai‘i–that kindled my passion for surfing. Cousin Matthew Cooke and I haunted our favorite spots: Malibu, Rincon, County Line, Trestles. After graduating from preppy Ridgecrest Academy, we trekked south to California Surfside College–a liberal arts school perched on Sunset Cliffs at Point Loma–boasting four of the best breaks in San Diego. At “Cal Surf,” as students fondly dubbed our college, we clocked more hours in the water than in the classroom. I had a blast–until my father’s life insurance ran out.


  I quit the pricy beach-side school (against my Uncle Orson’s advice) and joined the Army, after a recruiter promised me duty at Fort DeRussy in Waikiki. Shibai. Didn’t happen. I spent my whole tour stateside. When discharged I returned to San Diego intending to complete my degree with Army money at Cal Surf. Instead I partied and rode waves. Cousin Matthew, by then a management trainee at Acme Casualty, landed me a job as a claims adjuster.


  I never did finish college. Claims work taught me volumes, however, about human nature. I witnessed more half-truths, deception, and outright fraud than I care to remember. This glimpse into the darker side prepared me–better than any classroom–for my later occupation.


  People are like waves. Despite appearances, look out for what lies below.


  Insurance investigation sharpened my instincts for sham. When I finally returned to Hawai‘i I began gathering evidence on my parents’ accident. Someday I will put all the pieces together. Though the statute of limitations may have expired, though I may never win a dime from the guilty parties, at least I will vindicate my father. Anyway, nothing could compensate for what I lost.


  


  


  VI: Chapter Eleven: Toes on the Nose at Rock Piles


  


  Before meeting his client Adrienne Ridgely for drinks at sunset at the Halekulani in Waikiki in chapter eleven, Kai paddles out to a surf break called Rock Piles. He’s getting nowhere with the case at this point, or with his long-distance girlfriend, Niki, who lives in Los Angeles. Out in the water he’s able to sift through the various pieces of the puzzle, and to contemplate the sad state of his love life. As part of the original conception of the series, I’ve tried to include scenes in each book showing Kai surfing and reflecting on his cases, and his life. “Sherlock Holmes had his pipe: I have my surfboard,” says Kai in Murder on Moloka‘i. In the cut paragraphs below, while he does mention his client, a suspect he’s about to interview, and a previous case, he focuses mainly on surfing itself—its dangers and rewards.


  


  


  (cut from)


  eleven


  


  Sunday afternoon before meeting Adrienne I looked at dismal apartments for rent, made more dismal by the fact that Niki hadn’t popped into town for weeks. Later I tried calling her, but again got only her answering machine. Rather than break the good news that I might see her soon in Los Angeles, I decided to just drop in at her apartment in Marina Del Rey near the L.A. airport. If she was home, we’d have a surprise reunion. If not, the drive wasn’t much out of my way.


  Buoyed by the thought of seeing Niki I squeezed in a surf session before sunset at Rock Piles, offshore of the Ala Wai yacht harbor where I had tangled with that scurvy deadbeat, Leonard Souza. Rock Piles can be an especially good spot in summer–with hollow peaks and occasional tubes breaking over a shallow coral reef–but boards washed against the harbor’s lava rock jetty can end up in splinters, not to mention surfers who ride them.


  Surfing, like any sport, has its hazards. One wrong move on a winter swell at Waimea Bay, for instance, can ruin your whole day. The wave rider who wipes out on a smoking thirty-foot wall may stay under the white water for not seconds, but entire minutes. Or hours. The surfer’s body floats ashore, or is never seen again. It depends. No one knows exactly why the drowned ones disappear, except maybe the sharks.


  I was once asked to find the remains of such an unlucky waterman, a Californian reported missing after getting hammered one big December day at Waimea. His fractured board had rolled in, but not his corpse. It proved an eye-opening case, convincing this middle-aged longboarder to leave those North Shore titans alone.


  Straddling my board at Rock Piles, waiting for one of those lovely peaks to form up, I puzzled over the case of Sara Ridgley-Parke. So far, no witness had admitted to seeing Sara fall, though each was covering up something. Only Archibald had been in a position to observe Sara’s plunge. Would the travel agent shed light on the mystery? In Los Angeles I would soon find out.


  Before long I spotted a clean set rolling in, swung my board around, and blissfully forgot Archibald. On the peaking left break, I planted a rail and turned hard to stay ahead of the curling lip. Trimming to a smooth plane, I cross-stepped forward gingerly, aping the tip-riding logo on my office door. Toes on the nose!


  Just as my pinkies reached the tip, my longboard suddenly pearled (nose-dived) and I flipped hulihuli, head over heels. My board shot tail-first from the soup like a missile. Fortunately, it didn’t hit me in the chops. I felt a big yank on my ankle as the ten foot leash snapped tight.


  My caroming surfboard and I were safe, spared today from the lava rock jetty. But I had taken an embarrassing spill. Especially for a former champion.


  Later I recouped. A few ripping good rides put me in the mood for dinner with Adrienne. At five o’clock I carried my board home, showered, dressed, and then walked back to the Halekulani.


  


  


  VII: Chapter Twelve: Kai’s Shark Bite


  


  The centrality of surfing to his character is brought home through Kai’s frequent surf sessions, his surfboard always riding next to him in his car, and his using surfing as a metaphor for life and a way to solve problems and cases. But his ever-present badge of belonging as a surfer is the crescent of sixteen welts on his chest. He was attacked, as he tells us, one morning at Laniakea. A tiger shark bit him once and swam away. Kai unveils his shark bite in each book, typically in intimate moments. Below is one of those moments–cut from chapter twelve of Murder on Moloka‘i–in which Kai accompanies his client, Adrienne Ridgely, to her room after drinks at the Halekulani Hotel. Following this is the sequel to the scene where he reminisces about his evening with her.


  


  


  (cut from)


  twelve


  


  Sometime during that evening, I forget exactly when, we ordered from room service Mumms champagne and a pupuplatter of seared ‘ahi, fried mozzarella, and sesame chicken in ginger sauce. Emboldened by the Mumms, Adrienne explored with tentative fingertips the crescent of pink welts on my chest. Each of the sixteen raised teeth marks she touched slowly, methodically–one at time.


  “Oh, you poor thing!” She stood back and gazed at the half moon-shaped bite. “You poor thing.”


  I let it pass.


  Adrienne wasn’t the first woman to touch my shark “trophy,” but her warm, soothing caress penetrated like deep heat–down to that dark secret place where I had filed away and forgotten the attack. Her touch on those scars felt more intimate than our love making. Why? I had no wish to relive that morning at Laniakea. Being able to remember is a useful skill; being able to forget is better. For real. Otherwise, how could I ever surf again?


  After the champagne and pupus, I left the Halekulani at about three, stumbling back to my apartment through the drowsy, moonlit streets of Waikiki.


  Five hours later I dragged myself aboard a crowded DC-10 bound for Los Angeles. It was Monday, October 9. Booking the flight only the day before, I found myself sandwiched in the cramped middle section of the coach cabin. Bummahs. Every time I tried to snooze, another passenger crawled over me to stretch or use the lavatory and I awoke with an aching head and a guilty conscience.


  My Technicolor dreams featured gauzy images of slender, supple Adrienne, her baby soft skin luminous in the buttery Waikiki moonlight. I tasted again her sweet, coconut milk kiss–her deeply passionate kiss. This cool, crisp, headstrong woman from Boston had shown yet another side.


  Two aspirin eased the throb at my temples, but did nothing for my nagging conscience. Here I was only hours from seeing Niki and I’d just slept with another woman.


  


  


  VIII: Chapter Twelve: La Casa Nova


  


  Later in chapter twelve, after interviewing witness and suspect Emery Archibald at his Glendale, California travel agency, Kai visits the apartment of his girlfriend, Niki, in Marina Del Rey, near the Los Angeles airport. Niki is not at home, but her other boyfriend is–an airline pilot named Jacoby. This is a sad revelation for Kai, but his just desserts, as he himself admits. Since he has just spent the night with his client, he is in no position to blame Niki for seeing someone else. The scene of his encounter with Jacoby that runs two pages in the published novel, extends to nearly six in the earlier drafts and contains numerous details and nuances cut from the book. Why was the scene cut? Perhaps because it develops Kai’s character more than it contributes to the solution of the crime.


  


  


  twelve


  (longer version)


  


  By ten that morning I was driving down Glenoaks Boulevard back to the Red Lion hotel. I gathered my things, checked out, and headed for L.A. International, retracing my path on the now less choked Ventura and San Diego Freeways. My flight to Honolulu departed at two, so I had plenty of time to surprise Niki and, if she was home, call the airline to extend my stay another day. Having gained little from the business part of this trip, I would at least redeem the pleasure part.


  Mid-morning freeway traffic barreled along at seventy-plus. Some lolomaniac in a Buick cut in front of me, nearly forcing my rented Taurus onto the shoulder.


  L.A. freeways always shatter my nerves. I scanned the radio for some soul-soothing Hawaiian music–Brothers Cazimero, Makaha Sons, Iz, Sistah Robi, Keali‘i Reichel, Cecil & Kapono, and da kine–predictably finding none. I settled instead for a call-in talk show hosted by an eloquent British man. Coincidentally, the topic was raising the California speed limit to seventy-five. Bad idea.


  Not surprisingly, some callers were all for it. “Cars are better built today,” they said. “Freeways are safer,” etc. I wasn’t buying it. Some callers sounded pretty brash. Others were huhū–very upset.


  I tried to imagine such a talk show broadcast in the islands. Callers would be more soft-spoken, I imagined, if not more humble. In Hawai‘i being loud and opinionated is not necessarily considered a virtue.


  More brash voices battled on that L.A. talk show. Later. I switched off the radio and mulled over my perplexing case: Adrienne doesn’t speak to her sister for five years, then upon her death inherits everything. She blames the accident on Sara’s ex-husband, but has hardly a shred of evidence. Parke’s visiting Kalaupapa the day before Sara’s fall looks suspicious, but how in the world could he have killed her? Only one witness, Milton Yu, admits to knowing J. Gregory Parke. Another witness, Heather Linborg, though she denies it, probably knows him as well. But none of this, so far, leads anywhere. If Yu and Linborg did conspire with Parke, the same problem: how could they have committed murder with a mule?


  Maybe Adrienne simply had too vivid an imagination. Maybe she felt guilty about her sister’s death. It was hard to tell. I was beginning to wonder which was the bigger puzzle: the case or the client? I decided to put the whole thing out of my mind for next few blissful hours that I hoped to spend with my ‘ono wahine, Niki.


  


  Before reaching the LAX airport turnoff, I left the San Diego Freeway at Venice Boulevard and drove west to Pacific Coast Highway. Descending jets hung in the airport’s glide paths like glinting beads. I pulled into a Chevron station and topped off the Taurus, then drove through a McDonald’s for a Quarter Pounder with cheese and a shake. Just thinking about seeing Niki again had made me hungry. Yes! And the two thousand miles of ocean between Adrienne and me had begun to assuage my guilty conscience. Besides, Niki and I had never pledged undying faithfulness. We’d only known each other six months.


  I sped along the Coast Highway toward Niki’s condo, balancing my burger and shake. My pulse quickened. My heart thumped. I got crazy just thinking about my fun-fun-fun California blonde. Less than a mile’s drive south brought the back bay of Marina Del Rey, a pleasure boat harbor only two miles from the airport and lined with yachts, trendy restaurants, and swanky condos.


  Marina Del Rey is a lively place. In these condos, among sun-tanned boaters, reside pilots and flight attendants from the many airlines that serve LAX. Most are young and single and on the prowl, the married ones having moved to inland suburbs to raise their families. Niki lived in such a condo called La Casa Nova. Though flight attendants frequently share their apartments, Niki had told me she lived alone, preferring privacy and quiet to catch up on sleep after long night flights.


  La Casa Nova I’d never seen, but she had described it to me in such detail that I easily found the rambling stucco buildings across from the bay-front “Chowder House” restaurant with a dozen slips filled with yachts. I parked my car and approached the condominium on foot. Its wrought iron security gate, as I expected, was locked. Since I wanted to surprise Niki, I didn’t use the intercom. I waited for a resident to come along with a gate key.


  Within minutes two arm-in-arm lovers, both in airline uniforms, strolled up as if walking on air. The bleach blonde woman and her glazed-eyed pilot were oblivious to me. The gate opened and I followed them in. They never looked back, beating a hot path to their apartment.


  The lushly landscaped La Casa Nova consisted of a several stuccoed wings built around a pink, heart-shaped swimming pool. Nice touch. The effect reminded me of a Japanese “love hotel.” From Niki’s letters, I recalled that her apartment was“309-F.” I wandered the grounds until I found the “F” wing, huffed up outdoor stairs to the third floor, then hurried past the first few doors. My pulse was racing when I reached “309-F.” To drive Adrienne Ridgely and her case far from my mind, I chanted a love mantra: Niki–Niki–Niki. When Niki’s door eventually opened, I was sure my face would reveal nothing but Pure Stoke at seeing my ‘ono wahine.


  Imagining the totally out of control scene that would soon take place in Niki’s condo–Ho!–I knocked on “309-F” and listened with anticipation to oddly heavy footsteps approaching the door. A smile tightened on my face. “Niki–Niki–Niki.” I uttered the mantra under my breath. The dead bolt cranked and the door swung open. My smile fell.


  Standing before me was not my lovely Niki, but a pink-eyed, stubble-cheeked airline pilot in his mid-forties who looked as if he had just crashed-landed on an overnight flight. His pilot’s uniform was wrinkled, his ruddy face was shadowed by those mostly gray whiskers, and his eyes on closer inspection appeared not just pink, but bloodshot.


  “Who are you?” I asked, more than a little curious.


  “Captain Jacoby,” he said in a gravelly, brusque voice. “Who the hell are you?”


  I glanced inside the dark and disordered apartment. “Where’s Niki?”


  “Flying to Denver.” The bedraggled pilot looked me up and down. “Why do you want to know?”


  “Niki is . . . .” I hesitated. “She’s an old friend.”


  “Yeah, I’ve heard that one before,” he smirked.


  The more this rumpled pilot talked, the less I liked him.


  My fists involuntarily clenched. Like beef?


  “Niki doesn’t pick up guys on airplanes anymore,” the pilot glowered. “She’s mine.”


  “What makes you think she picked me up?” I shot back.


  “Look, you’re not the first lovesick puppy to come sniffing after her.” His stance spread. His arms hung loose, ready to fight.


  “Lovesick puppy!” I puffed up my chest. About to swing on him, suddenly I saw myself being played like a chess pawn. The image looked comical. What a stupid gremmie I’ve been! I began to feel more sorry for this red-eyed pilot than for myself. After all, my worries about Niki were over. His worries, well, had maybe just begun.


  “How long have you two been a couple?” I asked in a more conciliatory tone, expecting to hear:“Only a month . . . .” Or a few days, more or less.


  “A year this November.” The pilot’s fists remained clinched.


  “Ayear?” Suddenly I lost my wind. So she’s been sleeping with the two of us all along? The whole six months I’ve known her?


  “When did you meet Niki?” Captain Jacoby kept in his fighting stance.


  “On Maui,” I said wistfully. “Long ago–so long I can’t recall.”


  The pilot relaxed his stance and grinned. I was no longer a threat. “Who should I tell her stopped by?”


  “Never mind.” I turned and started walking down the stuccoed hall. “She probably wouldn’t remember me anyway.”


  


  


  


  IX: Chapter Thirteen: Surfing at Canoes


  


  When Kai lands in Honolulu after his brief trip to Los Angeles, he returns to his studio apartment and finds a Star-Bulletin story about a missing fisherman, who turns out to be the victim’s assistant, Baron Taniguchi. In earlier drafts, however, Kai goes surfing at Canoes to unwind. This nearly three-page interlude contains Kai’s painterly description of a sunset in Waikiki. Though an amateur painter at best, he tries to convey the glow on the water that he also feels inside himself. The last line containing “Missing Fisherman’s Tackle Found” is the point where the passage would have connected to the published version.


  


  


  (cut from)


  thirteen


  


  My plane landed in Honolulu at five. I knew only one way to clear my head. I rode a shuttle into Waikiki, dumped my bag in my apartment, then toted my longboard to the beach. The sun hung low over the teal horizon–slipping slowly toward the surf.


  I paddled out by the Moana Surfrider to that fabled wave-riding spot called Canoes. Catamarans, outriggers, and booze cruise boats having already cast off for their sunset sails, the beach lay empty except for a few late swimmers near shore. The ocean and air temperatures were the same–about eighty A warm bath.


  As the sun dipped into amber tinted surf, the shimmering sea actually glowed. When I gazed toward Diamond Head, luminous in the flood of golden light, the rolling swells next door at Queens reflected like mirror. Only a few dapples on the liquid glass from a Trade Wind breeze proved I wasn’t dreaming.


  As this amber calm settled on the lineup, I became one small figure on a vast impressionist canvas of glowing ocean and surf and sky–a sunset scene rendered in warm, passionate hues worthy of Renoir or Monet. Awesome. To me, each wave rolling in was an incredible gift. Sets of two and three welled up over the reefs, each comber luring a half dozen surfers. The swell rose slowly, feathering rather than breaking top to bottom. Despite the crowds, I got some nice rides.


  When the sun’s amber arcs faded into a pearly twilight, it was time to head in. Pau. The next set looked promising, but I let the first wave go by. Several surfers paddled for it. The second wave came and lured those missed the first. I let the second one go by too.


  Only a pair of us remained for the third wave. I stroked hard and dropped in, feeling my board scoot forward in a rush. Rising to my feet, I noticed I had company. The other guy suddenly dropped in right in front of me. Hey, you! I had every right to knock him off his board. Instead I gave him stink eye and turned into a broken section of the wave. When I glanced back he was walking the nose when his board pearled and shot tail-first–Look out!–into the air.


  The wave was mine. It reformed and I rode it all the way in.


  Longboard dripping under my arm I stepped with light feet up Waikiki Beach–stoked from my last ride–toward the grand, white-columned Moana Hotel, home for forty years of radio’s “Hawaii Calls.” All along the beach, oceanfront bars and restaurants were hopping. The aromas of rum and coconut milk and pineapple filled the air. Slack key guitars twanged. A Hawaiian singer crooned in falsetto that classic kitsch tune still haunting me from my breathless evening with Adrienne: “Moonlight and you in blue Hawaii . . . .”


  The song’s effect was different now. Melancholy, it made me feel. And lonely.


  Returning to my flat at the Waikiki Edgewater, I took Niki’s photo in her string bikini at Sunset Beach from the night stand and slid it face down into the drawer. My California blonde . . . . I wasn’t angry anymore. I just preferred not look at her.


  “Good-bye, Niki,” I said. “We had fun.”


  My eyes moistened a little, but not for long . . . . Later, as I mechanically went through my ritual of reading Honolulu’s two daily papers, a story caught my eye. Missing Fisherman’s Tackle Found.


  


  


  X: Chapter Twenty-Four: North Shore Surfing


  


  Before his fateful interview with the prime suspect in Sara Ridgley-Park’s murder, Kai says: “With six hours until the interview with Dr. Goto, I did something not every detective would understand. I drove to the North Shore and went surfing.” The next line puts Kai in an elevator to the doctor’s office. No further mention of the North Shore or surfing. In earlier drafts Kai recounts his surf session in detail and tells us about his Hawaiian cousin Alika, his surfing mentor. Alika plays a more prominent role in Wipeout!, where his knowledge of big wave riding aids Kai in solving the case. Here Alika appears in an interlude, rather than in the central action.


  


  


  (cut from)


  twenty-four


  


  With six hours until the interview with Dr. Goto, I did something not every detective would understand. I called cousin Alika, grabbed my longboard, and headed for the North Shore.


  Someone might reasonably ask, “Considering all that hung in the balance, how can you paddle out into the blue?”


  My answer: “This is how I survive.”


  At Sunset Beach Alika and I stroked hungrily into the lineup. A shoulder-high swell was forming up nicely into hollow, right-breaking peaks. Not bad for October.


  I don’t usually trouble Alika with the details of my cases. He is a tall, sinewy, soft-spoken Hawaiian whose focus on surfing is nearly complete. Like his father, my namesake Uncle Kaipo, Alika is a born waterman. He has managed to live his entire thirty-eight years on the North Shore, working as a life guard, coral diver, chef, spear fisherman, and surfing instructor. He and his wife, Malia, and their two keiki still reside with the Kealoha ‘ohana who, as I said, first adopted me when my parents died.


  Alika knows all the North Shore breaks as well as anyone, but Sunset Beach is his special place. Out here he is my mentor. And on these waves, sometimes you need one.


  Sunset can be a very intense, complex break with a quickly changing lineup, wicked rip currents, and a dangerous shallow coral reef. You don’t want to go out here unless you really know what you’re doing. Too often I hear surfers from town or the mainland boast, “I’m going to ride Sunset (or Pipeline or Waimea) just to say I did it.”


  My response is always the same: Sit on the beach and watch the veterans. Where do they paddle out? Where do they sit in the lineup and take off on the wave? How do they battle the soup and deal with the rip? And when their session is over, where do they paddle in to shore? Until you can answer these questions, you’re not ready to get wet.


  There is a big difference, you see, between waves in town and in the country. A four foot swell at Sunset is equivalent to about six feet at Waikiki. The reason for this is that country waves are thicker and carry more water. And are more unpredictable. Due to their larger mass and erratic nature, when country waves break they can peak up suddenly and dramatically. Nearly doubling in height. Regardless of the surf forecast, bigger than anticipated sets may abruptly loom on the horizon and break far outside. As the boiling white water rolls in, all you can do is “duck dive” or “turn turtle.” After a set or two crashes in front of you, you’re totally gassed.


  Welcome to the North Shore!


  The rips and unpredictable swells at Sunset that present problems in winter were fairly under control today. Or so it appeared. This was October when the North Shore can be flat as a lake. But we got lucky. A consistent four feet. And as we soon discovered–higher.


  “Outside!” Alika pointed on the horizon to an ominous swell–a rogue wave–more than twice the size of any we’d seen. This maverick was deep forest green and peaking fast. Ho, brah!


  We paddled like scared gremmies. Arms throbbing. Adrenaline pumping. The wave’s towering face was nearly vertical when we got there. Too late to drop in. Way too late. With one last gasp I paddled straight up over the top.


  “Swoosh!” went the curling lip, blowing back a white gauzy spray that hit me like hard rain. “Boom!” The wave exploded. Lucky I wasn’t sucked over the falls, I consoled myself. Then I looked around. Where’s Alika? He was gone. Had he eaten it and got washed into the reef? This could be bad. Very bad.


  Then in the distance near shore I saw the tiny figure of a surfer ripping on the very rogue wave that had almost pummeled me. Alika. Impossible!


  “You miss one good wave, brah,” my cousin said as he paddled back–stoked–into the lineup. When I asked him how he caught it, he patted me on the back and simply said: “Show you bumbye.” In other words, soon enough.


  Between sets later that afternoon we sat on our boards contemplating a thousand tiny sunbeams on the dappled sea. My eyes got so accustomed to these dancing lights that the ocean surrounding them began to look black as midnight. An optical illusion, no doubt. But the apparent blackness of the sea got me thinking. Suddenly I had a strong premonition about the Moloka‘i case.


  Gazing across the inky water at a coconut palm on shore, I imagined one of its nuts falling and spewing sweet liquor on the sand.


  Like that fallen coconut, this case was about to crack wide open.


  


  


  XI: Chapter Thirty-Two: Wrap Up


  


  After Kai visits Adrienne in hospital on the last page of the book, he heads for Waikikiand goes surfing—feeling restored, balanced, and free. In earlier drafts, the ending wrapped up two additional strands in the novel: The case of deadbeat dad, Leonard Souza, and Kai’s long distance relationship with Niki. Not to mention one last call (and one last joke) from his offbeat attorney friend, Tommy Woo. This wrap up, comprising about two pages in draft, was condensed into one paragraph in the published book. This is another example of sacrificing details of Kai’s life and work for the sake of a fast-moving read.


  


  


  (cut from)


  thirty-two


  


  Later that Friday morning I drove to my Maunakea Street office and called Mrs. Souza.


  First, she gave me the bad news: Her deadbeat ex-husband was up to his old tricks–threatening her by phone and loitering on her property, despite a restraining order. Though the last person on earth I felt like confronting again was Leonard Souza–especially brandishing his gleaming serrated blade–I told her I would be right over.


  Then Mrs. Souza gave me the good news: My presence was not required. She had called the police several times. Finally they arrested her ex for violating the restraining order.


  With the scourge of Leonard Souza off my hands, I headed back to the Waikiki Edgewater with one thing on my mind.


  Go surf, brah!


  Inside my apartment the red light on my answering machine blinked. Whoever the caller was I didn’t want to know. I slipped on my board shorts, peeked under the bandage on my tender shoulder, then headed out the door.


  When I stepped into the hall and was about to lock up, curiosity got the better of me. What the heck? I walked back inside and pushed the blinking red light. Two messages:


  “Hey, Kai,” said the wry, sardonic voice, “did you hear the one about the Chinese, Filipino, and Hawaiian astronauts?” Tommy Woo.


  “You told me that one already, Tommy,” I thought aloud.


  After a punch line still too politically incorrect to repeat, Tommy said: “Seriously, how about spaghetti this Monday–same old place?”


  Yes, dinner with Tommy. Long overdue. I would call him back later.


  The second message went like this:


  “Well, hello there . . . ,” said the coy and sexy voice. “Guess who?”


  It was Niki–my California girl.


  “Good news!” She sounded excited. “My request to change flight bases from L.A. to Honolulu was approved . . . .” A pause for effect. “Isn’t that great!”


  Niki’s prepared little speech went on. Fun-fun-fun. I peered at the STOP button on the answering machine that if pushed would kill the message. Then I wondered: What happened to her airline pilot? Had Captain Jacoby flown the coop? Had he returned to a wife and kids in some inland suburb far from Marina Del Rey?


  “Anyway . . . ,” Niki hesitated, sounding slightly guilty, “we’ve really got to talk. Sorry I’ve been so slow in returning your calls. It’s these damn flights to Indianapolis . . . .”


  I punched STOP. Niki’s voice cut off.


  Within minutes I was paddling out to the fun little breakers at Canoes. My left shoulder throbbed when I stroked and the first splash of salt water stung. Soon the frothing soup from an inside set tore off the bandage. The sun streamed down on the open wound. By the time I had paddled outside to the lineup, my shoulder felt numb. No fear. No pain.


  Sitting on my longboard waiting for a good set to roll in, my mind roamed. I wondered what I would say to Niki. Actually, I knew what I would say to her. How to say it was the question.


  Then I thought about the hui. Someday I would no doubt hear again from Manny Lee, if not from his moke pals. But not right away. The hui, and Manny especially, was in hiding. Everyone had crawled under a bush, trying to avoid the media and the Feds.


  And I had gone surfing–not to recollect this bizarre case like Sherlock Holmes puffing on his pipe–but to restore the balance in my life. After all, I am the surfing detective. I had been a detective, only, for too long.


  It was high time to catch a wave.


  


  


  XII: Epilogue


  


  In the following epilogue that was deleted from the published book, Kai explains the meaning of the figurines he found on the Kalaupapa trail in chapter five and he recounts his somewhat melancholy last days with Adrienne — and how her image and voice still haunt him. The epilogue may have disappeared because it effectively ends the relationship between the PI and his client, whereas the published version leaves open the possibility of them continuing to see each other.


  


  


  Epilogue


  


  Two last points require brief explanation to close the case:


  First: If you are still wondering about those tiny religious figurines by switchback 16 on the Kalaupapa trail, Sara’s lovesick ex-husband, J. Gregory Parke, repeatedly denied putting them there. So did Rush McTower, who surprisingly returned my call. On a hunch I phoned Johnny Kaluna on Moloka‘i and asked if he’d seen anyone hiking down the trail to tend the shrine. There was a long silence. Then the paniolo confessed. Kaluna himself had placed the figurines, rosary beads, and maile lei there. For Sara or his mule, he didn’t say. The red roses, he claimed, he knew nothing about. They remain a mystery.


  Second: My client remained in the islands nearly a month after her release. Adrienne gave me a bonus for uncovering the hui conspiracy behind her sister’s accidental death. On that bonus we spent three long weekends together on Maui, Kaua‘i, and, her favorite, Moloka‘i. Though she thoroughly enjoyed her tropical vacation, as she called it, Adrienne concluded she would always be only a sojourner in the islands. She was a New Englander through and through. Boston was her home.


  By the time she left in early November I was impossibly hung on her. We kept in touch for a while by phone and email. But as each month passed, we talked less. The five thousand miles and six time zones that separated us eventually took their toll.


  I still half expect her to knock on my office door one dewy, fragrant morning–glacier eyes beaming–with some new bizarre case for me to solve. Once I thought I heard her voice calling to me through the door.


  But I was only dreaming.
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