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Prologue

He could not believe his good fortune, or so he
thought. The hunger he carried with him since morning gurgled and
cried out for all that was spread before him on the table. With a
handful scoop he popped a half dozen fresh shrimp, the cold taste
soothing his mouth. He gathered up abalone sashimi and plopped it
on top of a crisp won ton for his personal sushi. Woozy, he shook
his head, as he swallowed, still famished. Chicken wings marinated
in soy and sherry sauces were sucked in slurps, with the greasy
bones thrown to the ground. Tasting through every dish on the
table, he grabbed with both hands, alternating, stuffing his face.
His head burned with the temperature he carried all week. Food was
medicine. The more consumed, he believed, the quicker he would
heal. Then, he saw the koa calabash bowl, the food filled within;
this special treat must be for him. Memories of childhood flooded
his mind and brought a smile to his face. He sensed a presence.
Around the table, he imagined his parents, brothers and sisters,
the warmth of family. His mother handed him the bowl, and said,
“Eat and enjoy, my son, this is special for you. Aloha wau ia ‘oe,
e ka‘u keiki.”Someone, a stranger, shouted, “Hey, if you don’t
mind…”

He heard no more. Death had come to the buffet.

 


Recipes within

Lomilomi Salmon Wraps

Poi Pudding

Li Hing Mui Vinaigrette/

Blanched Tomato & Japanese Cucumber Salad

Lava Flow Cocktail

Banana Papaya Sauce

Pirate Zest Marinade

Seared big-eye Ahi with Artichoke-Caper Polenta * Crystallized
Ginger Chicken

Poisson Cru served with Patacones

Blue Hawai‘i Cocktail .

Pineapple Bomber Cocktail * Crusted Mahimahi
with Crab Bisque

Hearts of Palm & Portuguese Sausage
*Pistel Kona Coffee Rubbed Steaks

With Marsala Wine BBQ Sauce *Asian Crab Crusted Mon’chong

Sweet Chili Beurre Blanc * Monte au Beurre *
Mango Jubilee * Kālua Pig Out

Aloha Brunch Bread Pudding * Liliko‘i Bars
.

Mauna Kea Chevre and Mango Quiche

Wasabi Cream Sauce * O’s Bistro’s Ahi Loco
Moco
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#5 Lei-‘O-Manō, shark teeth war club
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Probably the only place on Earth where
graffiti is accepted as sacred. . .




Chapter
1

Paradise Waypoint

A chalkboard weather report posted at the entry gate
announced the atmospheric conditions on my arrival: “78° feels 85°
– 65% humidity— scattered clouds—Fair is foul, foul is fair.”
Considering what I am here to do, I would have said: ‘Fare is fowl,
the fowl is fair.’

I hover at the carousel at the Kona International
Airport on the Big Island of Hawai‘i. My luggage and camera
equipment from my L.A. flight should momentarily come spitting out
from behind hidden doors. At the same time my father’s plane from
Chicago is arriving, exact to the schedule we planned. AI Flight
45239. Father and daughter to be teamed up for a business
adventure, a first.

I adjust to the constant breeze of Pacific heat, my
blouse soaked in rivulet perspiration beads. Around me, a sea of
tourists ebb and flow gathering up arriving luggage. A people
watcher by nature, like my father, but where he might have seen
nuances in facial expressions, or interpret hand gestures as more
sinister to defining character, I offer silent snickers at
ill-shaped bodies and sloppy fashion choices.

It is here, at this moment within the crowd, I make
a serious error in my harmless voyeur exercise, accepting the
general view and ignoring understated detail. Looking back on my
later experiences with the hotel chauffer and the Beautiful People,
damn, how extraordinarily lame I acted on both counts, totally off
base, out of whack, to the timeless adage, revised in this case,
you cannot judge a cookbook by its cover.

Take the Beautiful People, for
example. My eyes are drawn to a boisterous group at the luggage
carousel across from mine. They grab at arriving suitcases.
Youthful, in my age range. A party in motion, laughing, teasing.
Onto a baggage cart, they inventory golf clubs, tennis rackets, and
scuba gear. Even tech com their vacation with two of them fiddling
with what look like miniature walkie-talkies. My eyes strain to
read their casual attire T-shirts to define their bumper sticker
mind-set. One shirt reads, “San Quentin Law Library.” Another
T-shirt marquee: ‘Careful, or you’ll end up in my novel’. One shirt
phrasing, I assumed, to quantify his intelligence, speaks in some
numeric gibberish: “Waypoint to Fun is 36˚04.922’ and more numbers
I couldn’t see. Whatever that means? And then an “Or…” with an
arrow pointing towards his belt line and suggestively, below. I
get that part.

There, in their midst stands their leader,
definitely head stallion issuing commands and hand signals,
directing the melee, seeking order from the jocular chaos. In that
rarity of character he seems to lead by personality, good-natured
in his cajoling. His face unshaven fuzz topped by a mop of hair
hardly blowing in this stove-top wind; nor do I see sweat to his
brow. For several long seconds, our eyes bounce together before his
buddies drag him back to his responsibilities. The leader’s T-shirt
reads: “Free All Duke Hooligans.” I wondered if such sentiment is
serious to principle, or if a mere pop culture joke.

Unaware of my presence, of my existence, I snapped
quick, candid photos of them. These people were in that mirthful
world I somehow kept missing. The women were drop-dead gorgeous,
blemish free, the men like their leader, swarthy handsome. The
women wouldn’t be lacking for male attention, the ratio being three
perfect women to seven men. One of the women, a blonde of course,
resembled a gym-sculpted, tanned, beach volleyball star. Her
healthy mountainous chest might draw men, like bees to flowers, but
the back of her shirt qualified who might stay and gather nectar.
It read: “Ready for Moi? XXX Sports is my Foreplay.” The salty
taste in my mouth was the drool of envy.

A young man approached me, invaded
my space. Definitely a local. Black shorn hair, thick to his neck,
but looking salon cut. Asian- Polynesian features, spiffed out in
his ironed aloha shirt, sporting a grin, and bearing the gold
nametag of Michael K. I assumed he is the official hotel greeter from the
Ho‘oilina Kai Grand Hotel Resort. Around my neck he draped the
customary welcoming lei of purple-white orchids. Both cheeks,
received not pecks, but kisses beyond the customary norm, warm and
lingering, and he looked deep into my eyes but said curtly, “From
your Father. I’ll help with your luggage.” Talk about let down.
Hardly the greeting one expects to launch this week-long island
sojourn, suggestive by tourist brochures of succulent food and
expectant starry, starry nights looking down on wave caressed
sands. Perhaps, for me, who knows, does one dare say, “romance?”
These days my famished love life is served with an empty plate of
desire, garnished with a single crumb of hope. This trip to Hawai‘i
wouldn’t it be nice to be a member of that Beautiful People crowd,
not relegated to a driver of the hotel shuttle?

I spot my father, Jeffrey Dayne,
foodie TV star. Of course, he is with a woman, better defined as an
autograph seeker, a fan, almost always a woman. She is probably
Chatty Kathying on about Jeffrey’s second and latest cooking travel
book, somewhere listed and rising on the New York Times and Amazon
bestseller lists. Insatiable: Further
States of Epicurean Delights. She probably
squirmed a seat next to his on the plane ride over. The public, all
the women fans, know he is a recent widower. Vulnerable. I rudely
intrude between them with exaggerated hugs for my father, and steer
him away. Not this trip, honey. Or anytime soon.

I should feel sorry for Michael K., our van driver
and hotel escort. I had given him my claim stubs for the luggage.
Showing his strength, which seems muscular under his hotel uniform
shirt, he is grunting along a push cart loaded with my father’s
luggage and all my cased and boxed paraphernalia, the cameras and
production equipment for the television show we are going to tape
on island. This is Jeffrey Dayne’s thirty minute, popular cooking
program on the Food Television Channel, “Insatiable Delights.” As
we head out of the airport in the Ho‘oilina Kai van, Michael K.
asked if we were doing a documentary film of the island.

“A television show,” I replied, enjoying an air of
smugness. Why not, we were V.I.P. Like usual, my father corrected,
or would one say, he enhanced my conversation.

To our driver, he added, “A
television program about the best delights in Hawaiian food.”

“Oh, you are those Daynes, for the Lū‘au Challenge.” From the
backseat, we both nodded. With restraint, I held back my snooty
witty retort: Were there any other great
Daynes?

I stared out the window
considering the landscape where we would spend the next week.
Vehicles went bumper-to-bumper heading into the town of
Kailua-Kona. In paradise the march of civilization seemed to slow
crawl. At least the van is going the opposite direction. The
highway cut through black lava fields, moon-like desolate except
for the roadside messages laid out in white coral rock. Probably
the only place on earth where graffiti is accepted as near sacred,
a taboo if messed with. White rocks, long dead coral, show designs
of everything from hearts to sharks, and a variety of names,
J ♥ Chachi types, a
reality check from those since departed from too-short
vacations. Ikaika wuz here — IMUA KS! —
Griswolds Rock. Even sad highway
memorials: RIP Cobra. My Dad is scanning today’s local paper, reading an article
about the upcoming lū‘au competition at which he will be the
celebrity food judge. I glance at the newspaper’s back side, seeing
headlines suggesting less pristine paradise and more urban
intrusions: increased traffic accidents call for a highway lane
expansion; renewing permits filed for inter-island ferries, and,
local controversy, at a place called Black Sand Beach Estates, I
read where the cabana expansion to the bluff home owned by a South
American millionaire will disturb the nesting grounds of the nene,
the endangered Hawaiian goose and state bird, thereby frothing up
anger among the enviro bird huggers. Who cares? I am going to
ignore everyone else’s problems. Just keep crowds away from any
beach I occupy, whether white, black, or puce sand.

My attention goes back to the roadway. I see “watch
for wild donkey” signs, but see no braying critters. Long-distance
bicyclists, straining leg muscles, churn out the miles. Not my
sport. Out on the ocean, barely visible, are occasional white
whispy spouts to signal migratory whales. As they so advertise,
this place better be the harbinger of tranquil paradise. I am
determined to have a fun week.







Chapter
2
Barbarians
at the Gate

Not to be.

Waving flags and placards greet us as we approached
the Ho‘oilina Kai Grand Hotel Resort. Not the welcome wagon
delegation. Protestors, like angry wasps from a disturbed hive,
chant their slogans and spit stinging barbs toward us, closing in
on the van from both sides, blocking our entrance to the hotel
grounds.

“This is not a mere casual protest demonstration,”
noted my father. “There seem to be separate groups objecting to our
presence. Can you explain the significance, Michael?” Jeffrey
Dayne, my father (not ‘Jeff,’ but Jeffrey) has this pragmatic
insight to distinguish tree varieties within a forest, moldy leaves
within healthy branches. As usual, he was right on. Where a moment
before I saw only a hodgepodge of rabble protestors surrounding the
van, on closer inspection, there were groupings within the mob,
organized and even color-coordinated.

Looking into the shuttle van’s rear view mirror, my
eyes locked with Michael’s, our hotel escort and chauffer. Did I
see embarrassment in his eyes? Or was he merely examining me,
seeing less the woman, more the paying guest?

“Am I not correct?” pressed my father.



“Those mostly in green shirts are part of the Kingdom Restoration
Society.”



“Ah, yes, I see flags for each group. Very tribal,” said my father.
“The

Society has a version of the Union Jack state flag, but it’s turned
upside

down.”



“Originally, the Monarchy Flag from 1814. Upside down is a
signal

for distress, as in political ‘distress.’”



“I read where there are those who demand the United States
cede

Hawai‘i back to the previous government, the monarchy, the
Hawaiian

royal family.”



Michael confirmed the green shirts’ identity.

 


“They were successful in lobbying local
political leaders to pressure

Congress in 1993 to pass the Apology Resolution admitting the
United

States illegally deposed the rightful monarchy. An unlawful coup.
The

Society’s goal is to restore the old culture and traditions by
restoring a full

blooded Hawaiian as king.” He looked at me. “Or queen.”

 


I noted animation in
Michael’s voice and suspected he supported

their beliefs. After all, his bronze features spoke Pacific Rim
bloodlines,

a rounding-face with Hawaiian lineage, yet highlighted with those
Asian

eyes. A grown man, but young, his face though smooth held
face-lines

that suggested some outdoor weathering. Michael edged the van
through

the crowd. His caution, I realized, was intent for their safety as
much

as ours, but then he probably knew these people would not haul
us

from our vehicle and lynch us to the nearest palm tree. I could
hear

their chants of protest. They were in sing-song Hawaiian and shouts
of
onipa‘a— probably their version of “We Shall Overcome.” Their
placards

were in Hawaiian except for two or three hand-held signs critical
of the

Ho‘oilina Kai Resort, the most intelligent one of those reading,
“Stop the

Descreation.” The word misspelled. All their colorful green shirts
were

either in Hawaiian flora art, several with the pre-1893 island
national flag,

or silk screen photos of former kings and queens of the
island.

All this said, to get to the point, I prepped for
this trip, learning the history of the islands. So, I knew the
silk-screened visages plastered over protestor shirts, pudged or
bamboo bodies, were those of Queen Lili’uokalani forced into
abdication in 1893 by a cabal of local plantation owners and
businessmen backed by U.S. military troops. And, King Kamehameha,
founder of a unified Hawai‘i by conquering the other island
kingdoms. Score points for me.

“That one elder in the crowd seems to be staring at
you, Michael, rather than us.” Jeffrey and his observations. This
old man’s glare ate through our van. His face bore chiseled
creases, and yes, his glare focused at Michael. Less anger, I
thought, perhaps more a sad frown, like disappointment, than
vitriolic. His back humped and bent to his age, his white hair
whipped in the wind. He carried no sign, yelled no epithets. I
immediately sensed people in the demonstration would defer to him
as a leader.

Michael had not immediately answered my father. That
embarrassment again, momentary silence from our driver until he
realized by our questioning stares we both sought a response.

“That’s my uncle, Joe Pa‘ao, but
everyone calls him Joe Coffee. Has Kona coffee acreage near
Kealakekua. He’s very old school. A purist. Believes all things on
Hawai‘i must be as it was one week after the first Polynesians
arrived 1,900 years ago, and one week before Captain Cook aboard
the ship Resolution saw the outline of Kaua‘i in 1778.”

“Doesn’t he approve of your working at Ho‘oilina
Kai?” My father seemed more intent on Michael than soaking in the
assorted riff-raff tussling outside. It was the investigative legal
beagle still in him. Before becoming a famed culinary TV star, my
father had started his career as a lawyer, later a public defender
in Chicago, skilled at dissecting witnesses for their core truths.
More about that later.

I could see Michael’s grip on the steering wheel
tighten. “My uncle did not appreciate my going mainland, off to
Nevada to the UNLV Hotel School. He felt I would lose my ethnic
heritage, assimilate to the iPhone culture. But if you want to
succeed on island, the best jobs are upscale resorts.”

Jeffrey sliced further, the verbal sensitive surgeon
with scalpel. No pain, no gain. “And, especially working at the
Ho‘oilina Kai?”

“Would you like it if a bulldozer went to your
family cemetery and scraped up your grandparents’ bones?” Icy
silence filled the van. Hired staff should not be offensive to
guests. I did my best to recapture the status quo of civility
between driver and passengers.

“And those other groups? The orange shirts look
younger than the green shirts, the white shirts more clean-cut.
They all seem to be Hawaiian except the white shirts who have a few
protestors who are…” Caught off guard at his abrupt rudeness, I
wanted to find the politically correct word to use, so I said,
“Anglo.”

Michael glanced my direction, resumed his ease and
laughed, not so much at me, as realizing his own spouting diatribe.
Okay, he gained my reappraisal. Accepting that his college years at
hotel school had taught him speech and manners, he did exhibit,
which I had not caught earlier, a maturity more so than other
goof-ball guys my age. Our age, mid twenties.

“Those ‘Anglos,’ I rather call them haole trust-fund
babies. They’re rampant up on this part of the island, living in
the best neighborhoods of beach front properties. They all seem to
need a cause, and the problems we poor islanders face give them
justification to join the cause of the moment.” Michael seemed to
internalize his frustrations, probably screaming for a speaker’s
podium, for a sympathetic listener. My father kindly assented with
a “go on.”

“Hawaiians,” said Michael, almost in a relieved
sigh, “are as dysfunctional as Republicans and Democrats saying
they are parties of unity. For two or three causes we have about
one hundred different political organizations. The green shirts are
run by a friend of mine, Larry Tutapu. They’re called People’s
Party of Free Hawai‘i. They believe that the monarchy, King
Kamehameha and his court, stole all the land from the High Chiefs
who in turn were guardians in trust of the people’s land Konohiki.
Some still believe the King never conquered them. On Kaua‘i, King
Kaumuali‘i might have paid tribute to Kamehameha, but was never
forcibly conquered. Hence, for the green shirts, the people own the
land, not the state or wannabe royalty. Tutapu and his group
splintered off from the Monarchy Society about five years ago. They
try to be more youth-based hip revolutionary, picking up followers
who have no moral foundation of their own. They pattern themselves
after Jamaican rap posses, dress the part, get into local band
culture where they can find angry lyrics to chant.”

Wow. I
thought to myself, this guy is too
uptight.

“And the white shirts?” I could see their banners,
well printed catchy phrases, “Equal Rights,” “Improve Hawaiian
Lives.” White shirts were not IBM-styled button downs, more
freeflowing cotton shirts. One Tshirt had Donald Trump’s photo, the
caption stating, “Ho‘oilina Kai — You’re fired!”

“That’s the ‘Committee for Economic Independence.’ A
bunch of opportunists. Their fondest dream is to bypass the laws of
the Hawaiian Homeland Commission and seek inclusion in the Indian
Gaming Regulatory Act. The purists like my uncle don’t want to be
Indians.”

The van reached the guard gate, which seem to be
manned to the teeth with security people; none armed if one ignored
the side holsters of mace and billy clubs. They waved us through,
recognizing the hotel van’s cargo as guests of honor.

“I get it,” said Jeffrey. “The white shirts are for
casinos.” Michael nodded his head in affirmation and gave my father
further study. Jeffrey surprised many people, a learned man who
read beyond cookbooks. He was my ideal, which I would never tell
him, of what today’s Renaissance Man should be. The mold, when he
arrived on the scene, had been broken. I would never find my own
passionate life mate with those characteristics and so my dating
life lacked, my standards set too high for serious relationships.
My physical needs, liked getting screwed with tingling
satisfaction, whatever century that last occurred, had been
onenighters riddled with morning repulsion, at myself.

Back on subject, I gave my father a blank face.

“Madison, if the Hawaiians,” he explained, “gain
inclusion into this IGRA, the main attribute being ‘quasi
sovereignty,’ their status would be similar to the federal
government having to deal with a foreign nation. As now with Native
Americans and their reservations.”

“My uncle and his people believe history shows
Hawai‘i has always been a sovereign nation. The U.S. government
with warships and bayonets ignored international law.”

My father continued. “If native Hawaiians achieve
sovereign recognition, they gain the right to negotiate for casinos
on the island. I am guessing the white shirts are secretly
well-funded by large mainland casino interests.”

Michael affirmed. “Ten times more cash in their
Political Action Committee than the other two groups combined who
live hand-tomouth. This committee of future pit bosses would do a
disservice to Hawaiian culture, commercializing it beyond the
current perception of tourist tacky.”

Michael went silent. Maybe he said too much, spoke
out of turn, to his job limitations. Definitely, he looked good
smoldering. I found his character interesting, but he was not my
type.







Chapter
3
Ho‘oilina

We drove through the manicured grounds of the
Ho‘oilina Kai Grand Hotel Resort, newly opened, and on its
inaugural shake-out first month. From my vantage, I immediately
sensed this playground for the wealthy and those with zero balances
on their credit cards was barely completed. Lumbering earth-moving
equipment everywhere chugged rampant. Dump trucks hauled out excess
lava rock, while graders and rollers were crushing the remaining
lava stone piles (the hotel website had said this whole area was a
recent lava field, only two hundred years old, still without
topsoil). The project, I had read, was to build terraced pads for
future housing, homes that I suspect would price list over $2
million for a townhouse starter. Closer to the main hotel sounds of
hammers and saws rose from clusters of wood framing on uncompleted
villas.

The golf course, in play, was immaculate, the greens
smooth as if groomed by razor and the fairways meandered gracefully
on rolling hills throughout the property. The clubhouse and main
hotel toward the beach were in full operation. We pulled into the
porte-cochere. A breezy banner announced “Tenth Annual Lū‘au
Challenge,” and a subtext poster highlighted “Ho‘oilina Kai
Welcomes Jeffrey Dayne and the Insatiable Delights TV Show.” The
lū‘au competition was a day off and so my silent cry: “Where’s the
beach?” Not achieved easily as we must make an entrance befitting a
foodie star. Jeffrey is going to be the primary celebrity judge for
the lū‘au food competition, which, in my associate producer
capacity, I will Hi Def digitize. As in the past travel food shows,
he will work with the hotel and various restaurants to jointly
prepare meals. Give the locals a national P.R. plug through his
television show.

Introductions were made. Greeting us at the front
steps was the Resort’s General Manager, Mr. Mahon Cahill. With him
was his head of Public Relations and Marketing, Desideria Cardoza.
My antenna popped up full alert. Ms Cardoza wore no wedding band.
Stunning, thin and beautiful, late thirties, my guess. Her eyes,
eye lashes, brows, all like her hair, raven black in coloring. And
she said those words beguiling to any author and TV star, “Oh, Mr.
Dayne. Can I call you, Jeffrey? I have both your cookbooks; I’ve
seen your show. We are so lucky to have you staying with us. Call
me Desi.” Anyone could read ‘Desi’ on her name tag. She might as
well have flung herself into his arms yelling, “Take me, you
brute.” I can translate feminine body language quite well,
especially flaunting aimed at my father.

Mr. Cahill, impeccable in retro Hawaiian shirt and
white slacks, spoke with an English accent. I could see a past life
in the ladies department at London’s Harrods. As he escorted his
guests into the lobby he effused sweet syrup explaining the resort
services at our disposal.

The hotel lobby smelled of interior designer money
spent without budget. Dark cherry and teak woods balanced and edged
against white walls; the open promenades, arched bridges over
lilypad koi pools, song birds in white cages, and artsy floral
arrangements of Birds of Paradise, red and pink ginger, giant mums
and hydrangeas. Delicate orchids were scattered in nooks and
crannies in oriental cloisonné bowls. At the front desk we were
offered moist heated towels, mint scented, to wipe our hands. From
the long plane trip, I wanted to wipe my underarms, but I
refrained.

“Everything has been taken care of,” extolled Mr.
Cahill, actually finger-snapping, ordering bellmen to deliver our
luggage and my camera equipment to our respective guest suites. As
we headed toward the elevators I saw the ‘box,’ a simple white file
folder carton, taped shut, heavy in contents. I know it carried
cookbooks culled from my mother’s collection. Jeffrey maintained
the cookbooks in their house, now his, as sacrosanct. I expect
these books would be on Hawaiian cuisine, a mixture of historic
with those more recently off the presses. These editions would act
as reference and he’d spend as much time studying and cooking as he
ever would be at play outside.

Manager Cahill deferred to his Public Relations
executive that all pre-arrival requests were in place. Miss Hotty
Pants wore a pink silk blouse, a navy blue skirt with matching
jacket and embroidered hotel badge crest, perhaps the simple staff
wardrobe, but on her the clothes draped in nonchalant elegance. Her
features seemed Spanish, but perhaps, if a local, Portuguese was
her lineage. The sugar plantations looked for cheap labor and
historically experimented with human cargoes from many nations. I
am sure she Googled my father’s life and recent tragedy of my
mother’s passing. I fear her plans.

To my father she cooed, her voice dropping an
octave.

“The hotel has given you a suite and a separate
adjoining room with a full kitchen which you can use for your
cuisine preparation.” Perfect for his perfection, his own testing,
food creation lab. “Also,” said all sugar Ms. Cardoza, “I have
taken the liberty of having a pūpū luncheon platter served in our
private grotto at the beach for you and your lovely daughter. It
will be there waiting for you around 1:00 p.m. Just ask any of our
staff for directions.” I suspected she would be lurking nearby.

Manager Cahill gave a crooked-teeth smile, “Miss
Cardoza has had Chef Lorenzo prepare your Lomilomi Salmon Salad
from, I believe, your first cook book.” He effused self-pride at
the personal service of his sharp PR Manager and the hotel’s fine
dining Head Chef, not realizing this was a dish that Jeffrey and
Elizabeth, my mom, had created together on one of their early
romantic escapes to the islands. By past examples of his mourning
eccentricities, I knew he wouldn’t touch any direct memory of her,
especially her signature food dishes. I saw Jeffrey’s lips purse in
a slight wince. Trying to be ever the gentleman, Jeffrey Dayne
would have to find a tactful escape from this pupu predicament.

Michael led the bell hop brigade with all luggage to
our rooms, situated on the hotel’s top floor. Five stories, no high
rises around here. And not presidential suites, darn it, but my
room alone had twice the floor space of my Santa Monica hovel.
Michael told me not to tip anyone, management exception just for
us. Out of curiosity, giving him a departing thank you, I did the
girlish sort of mumble-stumble and asked if I would see him again.
Not a big deal, just chitchat courtesy to the staff.

“Mr. Cahill has made me your father’s cultural
attaché. If you have any questions, or your dad requires whatever,
give the front desk a call, and they will track me down.”

He gave the impression, ever so slightly, that the
task assigned to him, dignitary babysitting, even for one in the
hospitality industry, fell beneath his capabilities. I did not feel
offended; in fact, felt better for him, that he sensed loftier
goals. And for the moment, thought no more of him.

Recipe: Lomilomi Salmon Wraps

1 pound salt salmon, shredded

4 pounds ripe tomatoes, small dice

3/4 pound Maui onion, finely diced

5 ounces scallions, whites and greens, coarsely chopped

Large lettuce leaves

Mix all ingredients together by hand. Let cool in
refrigerator. To serve place inside lettuce leafs as a wrap. (‘Lomi
lomi’ means “to massage” in Hawaiian, so don’t be surprised when
you hear it used in spa treatments)







Chapter 4

Great Daynes

I have to digress. I am keeping a journal of this
trip for future reference, and to organize my rambles. In breaking
in my notebook, stream of consciousness worked well, and while back
in my California apartment, here is an excerpt of what I
scribbled:

My name is Madison Merlot Dayne, Jeffrey’s wayward
daughter. This will be my first official producer assignment with
the Food Television Channel (FTC Network). Jeffrey found himself
contractually pressured from the Network big boys to abandon his
self-imposed mourning hiatus and finish one more year of food
shows. My father requested my presence as one of his conditions of
returning. As to the network executives I am on intern probation,
shaky at best. They’ll have the professionals produce the actual
cooking program in the studio with a fake set of the Dayne home
kitchen. I have been relegated to shoot the B-roll footage of
Jeffrey’s travels, tape color background, record Jeffrey’s comments
for voice-overs. I alone am the walking everywoman of the food show
documentary.

Here’s the quick history. Their
ground-breaking cookbook, States of
Epicurean Delights, came first. Those in
food show television ratings, those advertising revenue number
crunchers, took one look at Dad and Mom’s photo staged in their
suburbanite kitchen and said, “Let’s make a show about and around
these two upward and mobile traveling bon vivants.” The show’s
substance of recipes hit a chord of public interest, extolling
foods from different geographical locales (as in various ‘States’).
The first season hit high marks, gained top reviews, viewers seeing
beyond food prep, enjoying the fun-loving chemistry between the
stars. Their Nielsen television ranking and viewer demographics
insured a continued run. The television producers rushed out a
second cookbook, adding show recipes and higher resolution color
photos of food presentation. In negotiations, and under Jeffrey’s
legal eye, the new book was ordained, Insatiable: Further States of Epicurean Delights.
Sadly, though the book’s first edition press run
and literary launch were a success, the only photo on the back
inside flap was Jeffrey’s somber pose, the book dedication to his
departed wife, my mother. I never bought a copy, though he did send
me one, and thank God, not autographed. For as much as I saw him
during her final year, an inscription to me would make me more the
stranger, yet appropriate and well deserved.

The Hawaiian gig will be his return to the culinary
world of good eats and fine dining. I assume he bears self-doubt if
he can do this traveling without his TV partner, the stalwart,
sensible Elizabeth, taken from us by the cruel, goddamn scourge
called ovarian cancer. My invitation to join this pilgrimage sparks
of Freudian nuances. Several of Mom’s features carried into my
looks: curly hair and scattered cheek freckles, matching
brownish-red hair, posed on facial bone structure, more rectangular
than round. My body, proportioned well enough, certainly not a
beanpole as I have daily fights against adhering ounces of body
fat. Other similarities were in our speech and mannerisms. We
flipped our hair alike, using head throws instead of hand flings.
We both used the word ‘exactly’ for agreeing emphasis, and if in
dispute, most invariably got in the last word. Whatever. That’s his
problem. Trying to recapture her memories I would make a bad ghost
for him.

I signed on, in retrospect, because I was an
unemployed media school graduate with several years of bumming
through boring assistant to the assistant director of home-spun
corny used auto commercials, and more so, I had one parent left and
had not done a very good job in being the loving, caring daughter.
Or, maybe it’s this internal drive, the female chauvinist out to
show up the production side of the entertainment industry. I want
to someday be a damn fine producer. Doing a few segments of a
nationally televised food show, even if a second unit for the color
filler, would still be a highlight in my resume reel. I’ll do this
trip, maybe another, then shop my talents to Hollywood. Kick open
doors. Shove Speilberg and Scorcese aside.







Chapter
5

The Grotto

Within an hour of my arrival, after unpacking,
bathing and primping, refreshed, though jet-lagged, I stood naked
in front of a full-length closet mirror.

I wondered aloud. “Is this the body that could
launch a thousand war canoes?” I gave myself credit for being
shaped and toned. Lugging camera equipment and incremental jogging
in wet Santa Monica beach sands gave me stamina and a hard-body
physique. Okay, I feared the worst. I feared premature butt sag,
and lately my food intake had gone more toward fast Mac-attack than
gourmet. That was my secret life. I did not yet appreciate my
father’s food creation as art, or morsel-tasting as sensual
emotion.

My outfit for the afternoon had me looking like a
jungle explorer. My straw hat went over a head scarf wrap to keep
sweat out of my eyes and the camera lenses. My ensemble included
tan shorts and well-worn tennis shoes. For beach attire, I would
have gone braless and bounced, small bounces but as this luncheon
meant work, expected filming, a sports bra served the purpose of
not letting the camera straps rub my nipples raw. Three jostling
straps to be exact: the video equipment bag, the sound case, and
for still shots, my trusty digital Nikon D80. I had brought three
still cameras: my Dad’s old Pentax with archaic 35 mm film,
shooting 100 ASA for bright sun, an heirloom with good memories;
the before mentioned Nikon; and a pocket digital, prepped and ready
for any fast draw action.

A walking studio, I traipsed down the path toward
the grotto for our afternoon luncheon snack. At several points I
paused and took quick background shots of the hotel grounds, the
marina in the distance, and various jungle exotic flower species.
My still camera photos would be available for a future cookbook as
well as create the show’s story board and document the food journal
diary. Prepared, though weighted down, I turned the corner,
discovered a screen of pink-white oleanders and walked into the
garden grotto. Beautiful. Serene. Like a Garden of Eden hidden
within dark lava rock, a view of whitecaps on the ocean, a perfect
day for filming. And someone was eating our lunch!!

Not just anyone. A humongous man. Not fat. Not
large. Gigantus. What was it, beyond Sumo wrestler size? This guy
had to weigh over 300 pounds, maybe closer to 400 pounds.
Definitely Hawaiian, not dressed in any costume, just casual in
T-shirt and cargo shorts. Still, the fabric stitched to make his
clothes alone could have made a circus tent.

And he was stuffing his face!

“Hey, if you don’t mind, that’s our lunch!”

Most of the food had been devoured, more torn apart.
He turned to me, and I took a step back, fearful. Something was
off. His eyes were wrong. They seemed glazed, twisting in his
sockets. His head lolled back and forth on his shoulders. Whether
in contempt or utter rudeness, he picked up a community bowl of a
purple paste-like substance, the Hawaiian staple dish called poi.
The bowl half-empty, he took his short-stubbed fingers in a big
scoop, stuffing the remaining poi into his mouth with a slurping
sound, followed by a guttural ugh of primal satisfaction. He faced
me without seeing, his eyes rolling back into his head, and like in
a horror movie, zombie white egg orbs stared out. He fell forward
with a gigantic thud, King Kong high-diving from a skyscraper,
bringing himself to the ground along with the entire table of food,
all crushed and blended into garbage disposal gook.

I looked to the giant’s face, hidden behind a dark
violet mask of poi.







Chapter
6
Pūpū
Surprise

Struck dumb for the moment at the man’s collapse,
instant recollection of my college swim team and life-saving
classes kicked in. I dropped my equipment, shouted for help and ran
to his aid.

Even with what athletic ability I thought I
possessed, I couldn’t turn over the beached whale-like Hawaiian. He
had to get over on his back, he just had to. I had to clear his
breathing passage. If he stopped breathing, dare I consider it,
would I have to perform mouth-to-mouth resuscitation? Yuck, could I
do it? How much worse could that be from French-kissing my last
boyfriend, his tongue tasting of cheap liquor and foul cigarettes,
just before he puked over my only Donna Karan sheer black party
dress? An a-hole, long gone and good riddance.

All these rushed thoughts as I pushed and shoved
with no results. I grabbed at my camera tripod and attempted
leveraging his body to flip him. Damn, only one large arm flopped
and went nowhere. Desperate, racing toward panic when another set
of hands pushed alongside me. Michael K. Teamwork. Oh, Michael, you
are so heroic. He shouted into his hotel walkie-talkie calling for
paramedics. A final pair of hands supplied the last needed effort
and the stricken man rolled onto his back. I looked to the new
Samaritan and his strength, my father; two heroes side-by-side. I
am privileged.

Thank the saints, I saw poi-colored air bubbles from
the man’s mouth, and his chest was rising and falling, but
perceptively shallow. I sensed, even for the man’s physique, he was
not breathing to a normal rhythm, more jerky spurting to his normal
lung flow. I cleared the man’s mouth of slimy obstructions. From
deep within there was a hacking gurgle. His whole massive form
shook, his body arched in rigidity and then went limp, back to a
stomach slightly quivering and a chest whispering air in and out.
My fingers stayed in his mouth to keep him from swallowing his
tongue.

The inner-hotel communications from Michael
initiated a rush to the accident scene. The house doctor responded
with hotel employees carrying some sort of portable defibrillator.
I guess their first assumption was that some old fogey guest had
keeled over. Michael gently eased me away while the professional
care-givers took over.

Manager Cahill arrived and soon after the Cardoza
woman, who to my surprise, burst into tears, and started mouthing
in semi-hysteria, “Oh, my God, no. No. No. Not like this.” If it
weren’t such a sorry situation, I would guess she was worried about
the hotel’s PR image and potential liability. But that is crass of
me. Next on the scene, an odd group of young people, three boys and
a girl, very unkempt, a walking gallery of tattoos and body
piercing. Trash-fashionable in scraggly black rag attire. And, if
everything was not already surreal, two out of the four freaks, who
you’d think would be joking cruelly at the big man’s illness, were
themselves, like Ms. Cardoza, crying. What was going on?

Michael at my side whispered, pointing to the prone
man now fitted with an oxygen mask, “You know who this is?” I shook
my head, not really in tune with anything, feeling claustrophobic,
a descending panic as the grotto we stood in shrunk, filling with
strange gawking people.

“That’s Oli Palalū.

Now, above what I had been through, a real shock set
in place. I whispered back.

“You mean that’s Oli?”

“Yes, he was to sing tomorrow night as part of the
Lū‘au Challenge Opening Ceremonies. That’s his band over
there.”

I looked to see, devastation in their eyes. I mean,
I just had my fingers in the mouth of the most successful torch
singer across the entire Pacific Ocean, certainly a mega-star in
Hawai‘i, if not to any music lover who appreciates island melodies.
His style was similar to that of ballad crooners Don Ho or Israel
‘Iz’ Kamakawiwo‘ole. From what I had read, Oli was destined to be
the next Iz, the late, venerated singer who had at one point
weighed 750 pounds and died too young at 38. I knew somewhere in my
CD pile back at my apartment was an Oli disk of him singing 1940
ballads, doing an over-track duet with Frank Sinatra, and another
with sultry-throated Peggy Lee. Romantic melodies. Oli’s lyrics
from one hit song rose quickly to mind:

Fathomless, deep is my love -- To thee, my
passion, my mate

Ah, on a future day, to sing that true to someone
special. I took note of the onlookers, who I now realized were
profusely worried about the singer’s condition. My eyes came to
rest on something disturbing. My Father had his arm around
sniveling Ms. Desi, patting there-there comfort.

The running arrival of the fire department
paramedics changed the scene. Security guards, upon Manager
Cahill’s command, started escorting everyone out of the secret
garden enclosure. The paramedics discussed first response action
taken by the house doctor. They ran protocol in their steps of
stabilization not knowing what true illness had befallen this
singing idol.

Milling in the spectator crowd away from the grotto
I heard someone say the words, “Heart Attack,” and another person
murmur agreement. Probably, with someone carrying that much
poundage, I am sure his beating heart would strain under a lot of
pressure. Most Hawaiian music fans know Iz died of respiratory
failure. Having seen Oli’s collapse, I can say that it looked like
some kind of seizure. Too much engorged food? Could my surprising
him have been the long-awaited trigger of the seizure? No, by the
time I arrived Oli seemed swaying, freaky in his expression, eating
without focus, out of it. His convulsion was already in
process.

More distant sirens. An ambulance arrived. Why two
medical teams? Then, it dawned on me; I saw their dilemma of
getting Oli and his dimensions safely to the hospital. How would
they lift him? A regular stretcher gurney would not
accommodate.

Could the ambulance even hold him? To that concern of logistics
came Michael, and another man, both pushing large flat luggage
dollies, but not from the hotel. The man with a scruffy beard
looked seafaring, wearing a jumping-and-hooked marlin T-shirt, and
the distinctive battered marina hat, white with gold-back braided
scroll work. If he got too close I might smell week-old odors of
sweat and chopped bait fish. He must have been from the hotel’s
small harbor marina and I guessed the carts they pushed were for
hauling fishing equipment and yacht luggage from shore to ship.

Placed together, side by side, both luggage carts
made an adequate carrier of the ill singer. Within a few minutes,
the paramedics, the doctor, and a squad of employees assisted the
dual cart gurney up the path to an awaiting ambulance. Much of the
crowd followed, all now silent, like a cortege in dirge march, a
macabre scene in the midst of vacation brightness.

A policeman asked me to stay behind to make a
statement. In a few minutes, I was ushered back into the garden
hide-away. Deep harrow marks showed where the carts had etched
tracks in the grass carrying away their precious human cargo.

Jeffrey stared at the mess strewn on the ground. At
least, the perceived confrontation of munching the lomilomi salad
had been put to rest. To move the singer the glop went through
secondary foot mush blending. The sight brought a queasy feeling to
my stomach. Two hotel maintenance personnel stood on the sidelines
with shovels and trash containers awaiting orders to restore
everything back to the pristine image of resort serenity. My father
squatted and with a chopstick poked at the luncheon turned garbage.
Pūpū poop.

Michael stood with a policeman and another man, one
dressed in an understated off-white shortsleeve shirt and grey
slacks. Michael beckoned me over and made the introductions.

“This is Detective David Kee. He’s in the
Investigations Department. He’ll be the police department’s
community liaison. Needs to make sure this accident doesn’t become
some sort of tabloid frenzy.” The men exchanged sly smiles of
unstated secrets and Michael saw I had noticed. “You should know
Detective Kee is my cousin, second or third cousin, on my mother’s
side.

“And this is Officer Kinkaid. He will take your
initial statement of what happened. Try to remember
everything.”

“Yes, I understand.” I said demurely, bowing to
officialdom. I found it interesting that both men deferred to
Michael, and didn’t throw around their cop weight. I relayed my
story as Officer Kinkaid took notes. Detective Kee scribbled bullet
points in his own notebook, making me nervous about what I had said
that might stand out as extraordinary beyond a straight story.

I found it odd Detective Kee, being of Chinese
ancestry, did not look like a relative of Michael’s. Where Michael
was all Hawaiian except for his eyes, Detective Kee, a good ten
years older than Michael, stood short, his face shaped like a
valentine heart, but pushed in and narrowed. If I were doing a
studio photo shoot, a period piece, I would dress him in costume as
a gaunt nineteenth century opium den smoker. I thought this because
his yellow-dark skin had a pasty pallor suggesting a long-time
chain smoker. He drummed his pen on his notebook and chewed gum in
staccato bites, the signs of nicotine cold turkey. I knew the clues
well, my own nasty habit two years behind me, knock on koa
wood.

After giving preliminary who I was, why I was on the
scene, we arrived at the expected what I had witnessed of this
medical accident. “And you feel,” asked Officer Kinkaid, “Mr.
Palalū had been at this table quite some time before your
arrival?

“Yes. I glanced at the table and saw most dishes
were half-eaten. Like he tried each dish but only consumed a
portion.”

“And when you saw him, he became sick?”

How rude. He could have worded the query slightly
differently. Sounded like he implied my looks caused the singer’s
illness. Like really.

“Probably from inhaling the food. Yeah, grazing at
that speed I saw anyone, including him, might have consumed too
much, too quick.”

Michael helped as he could.“I think the officer is
trying to ask: was he sick a few moments after you arrived and
confronted him, or did he seem sick the minute you saw him?” They
were splitting hairs.

“I’m pretty certain he had been getting sick before
I arrived. He looked ill, and after eating the poi, he immediately
collapsed. If you want a guess, his convulsion started prior to my
arrival.”

“Miss Dayne,” offered Detective Kee. He spoke slowly
as if I needed to translate his English, which he spoke perfectly
with no dialect. “You see, Oli, Mr. Palalū, had been sick the last
several weeks, from what we so far gathered. Perhaps the flu. We
feel he could have had a relapse, and the fall started the
seizure.”

I dug into my memory. “No, it looked like a
convulsion just as I arrived, before he fell.”

“Thank you, Ms. Dayne, for the clarification.”

When I completed a few more background questions, as
to estimated time of my arrival, what room I was staying in, things
like that, they seemed satisfied and put away their note pads. Only
then did Jeffrey ask as he circled the food dump, “Is anyone going
to test the food?”

“I don’t think that will be necessary,” said
Detective Kee. “Everyone has the highest respect for Chef Lorenzo’s
cuisine, including myself. Besides, I think we are reaching the
conclusion Mr. Palalū had an episode from his earlier illness.”

“You certainly can reach that conclusion, Detective.
But see that pile of pink food? That’s the Lomilomi Salad
presumably made from my recipe, out of my cookbook.”

“Presumably?” countered Detective Kee.

“Well, if it was made to my recipe’s ingredients,
they got it wrong. There are garnishments that I did not use. And
did anyone notice the poi?”

We all looked to him. Jeffrey Dayne bristled,
disgusted. Not at the mess, not at the crisis of the very sick man
who ate his luncheon snack, but that the kitchen might have
adulterated his creation, a high crime to any artist. You don’t
enhance a Mona Lisa with an added mustache. We looked at him, the
police officer with irritation.

“About the poi?” queried Detective Kee, accepting he
was playing straight man to what Mr. Dayne saw as the obvious.

“Like the Lomilomi, there are green flecks in the
poi. One doesn’t add green sprinkles to poi.”

Officer Kinkaid’s side radio crackled. Detective
Kee’s cell phone buzzed.

“Call for backup,” barked the police officer. “Arrest everyone who
gets close to the hotel.” He looked to our curious faces. “The
crowds outside the gate saw the ambulance rush out and heard Oli
had been injured. They got it all wrong. Yelling that the hotel is
at fault. They’ve broken into the grounds and are headed this way.
I don’t know if I have enough personnel to control them.”

Detective Kee ended his phone call. “Oli Palalū died
on the way to the hospital.”

“Madison.” In the midst of individual tragedy and
civil uproar, my father turned back to his food rummaging and said
quite nonchalantly, “Run to the hotel kitchen and find me at least
two or three half-pint plastic bowls with tight lids.”







Chapter
7
Recipe for
Fear

I returned from my so-called life-or-death task
carrying a lumpy sack of storage containers. I felt demoted to
waitress-in-training. In my walk to the grotto, I passed a lot of
tossed and tumbled action. Security guards chased orange and
green-shirted trespassers. Some chases were comical with
hedge-jumping or tag games, like trying to lasso scattering
rabbits. Others suggested frustrated anger as security guards and
interlopers, most with orange shirts, exchanged punches and in turn
were maced or jabbed with batons and kicked when the subdued
cringed on the ground. Any dissenter philosophy of pacifism may
have forever vanished. It would be a ‘them or us’ line drawn in the
beach sand. I did not see any white shirted protestors running
helter-skelter and guessed civil disobedience was not included in
their job description. I clicked off a few digitals with my palm
camera.

Not my fracas. To hell with local political
squabbling over lost causes.With the short week ahead, my
priorities were clear: shooting foodie footage, B-roll pics of
Hawaiian touristy sunsets, foamy waves, volcano lava spurting,
maybe a jungle waterfall, carve out my own time for scuba dives,
searching among the coral reefs for Nemo fish. I’d find a private
cove where, topless, I could baste my skin in coconut oil until I
was SPF 4 tolerant. To hell with eroding ozone layers and UVB rays;
they’re for sissies.

I could see with Oli’s death the grotto garden had
been sanctioned an official ‘investigation accident site.’ Michael
wisely secured rope, looking like white sail rope, probably from
his buddy, Barnacle Bill, the sea captain honcho, since both men
were stringing the lines from palm tree to tree, roping off the
grotto. Hotel employees, beefy and heft, maybe from the marina and
valet staff, stood as uneasy guardsmen. Following Michael’s
direction, the curious hotel guests or sullen orange-green shirters
were asked to bear respect for Oli Palalū. Still, the morbid hung
back on the fringes exchanging speculative gossip.

I returned to find my father and Detective Kee in a
turf battle.

“You are informing me it will take ten days for your
Honolulu lab to return an analysis of the food this lū‘au singer
ate? That won’t do. Won’t do at all.”

“Maybe in a week since they know who it concerns?”
Meaning Oli the singer, not my father’s own niche popularity. And
Dad, Oli Palalū, known as Oli, is famous worldwide, not some Tiki
lounge lizard.

“And the autopsy? Another week?”

“No, that might be as soon as tomorrow. A separate
agency, not County Health. Considering the victim’s immense girth
and how this might be accomplished I don’t know if staff here are
adequate. We may fly in more qualified people from O‘ahu.”



“Immediate lab analysis is essential. I don’t want
to be the cause of false rumors,” stressed my father. “I can
express mail out my samples to the Illinois Bureau of
Investigation. They can give me telephone results by tomorrow
night.” He took the plastic containers from me.have concerns of the
public welfare in mind.

“It’s better to shut down all food services at the
resort than have food poisoning hit elsewhere.”

“Food poisoning,” was my surprised comment. Like
everyone else, the crowd vote was for an accident based on Oli’s
past medical history; the autopsy diagnosis certain to be heart
attack or brain aneurism, something like that, with body weight a
contributing factor.

My father warned me to silence with a frown. I had
seen that parental look before when my curiosity interfered with
his mental gymnastics.

“Your father,” said the detective, “believes the
food might be tainted. It does happen in warm climate conditions.
And this food had been sitting out at least a half an hour before
Oli Palalū and you arrived.”

“And, if there is tainted food,” Jeffrey’s tongue
rolled off these words with disgust. “All I am asking,” he was at
his gathering task, “is for less than a teaspoon of several food
items. Your forensic people are welcome to the rest. And you get
immediate access to my data. Better safe than sorry if I can turn
it around sooner than your State Department of Health. And I’ll
give you this, trace the food prep back to the proper kitchen area
and only shut down that one facility until I get my results back.
That will be only a day of inconvenience. Shutting down all the
resort’s restaurants on an unproven assumption would have severe
economic repercussions. I feel their problem. If bad food exists,
there can be containment, and the culprit ingredients isolated.”
Like a sleight-of-hand magician, he had the containers with his
small samples filled in a flash. Luck assisted when Kee’s attention
became diverted by several police officers appearing on the scene
asking for command instructions.

Detective Kee should have asserted his authority,
even acted like an arrogant officer of the law, but he might have
known the reputation of Jeffrey Dayne, his specialty and
intelligence when it came to food. Perhaps unstated, Detective Kee
further knew that Food Meister Dayne lay under the tour protection
of his young cousin, Michael K., and family ties could have
unstated obligations.

The detective aggravated at his failure to rule the
scene of his own inquiry, scanned the horizon with a goal to
reassert a Captain Queeg meanness and pointed for the benefit of
the two police officers awaiting his leadership commands.

“Go arrest that man for trespassing against a court order.” Maybe
family blood had little clout in this crisis.

Down from the grotto, standing on a worn sea-pounded
rock that jutted out from the foam of the ocean’s turbulence was
the white-haired Hawaiian I had seen at the front gate. His arms
raised above his head, ti leaves in one hand, extolling the
blue-sky heavens, obviously chanting, but unheard from where we
stood. Michael’s uncle, Joe Coffee, seemed to be invoking distant
and ancient gods. But to what purpose?







Chapter
8
Foodie
Detective

I don’t like to be beholden, but we are. Ms. Desi
seemed diminished, a world-bearing slump on her shoulders,
definitely reeling, I presumed, with the ramification of Oli’s
death on the hotel’s reputation. Still, by her consummate skills
from Jeffrey’s request, she directed the hotel concierge to use all
methods available to help expedite our parcel to Illinois. She
immediately exited the scene, flashing at my father a dramatic
grief-sob. Her power lingered over all her minions who jumped to
her commands and Jeffrey’s samples of collected ick were boxed and
express-mailed into the aerial ether.

My father told no one outside of Detective Kee what
he was shipping back to the mainland (in Hawai‘i it is bad form to
say, ‘back to the States,’ since the locals remind you that you are
in a State and they are not foreigners!). I think Jeffrey was
worried about Hawai‘i’s Agricultural Department that guards
vigilantly the comings and goings of plants, animals, and I assume,
messy food, especially when shipped in black plastic garbage bags
surrounded by dry ice.

I am always amazed at my Father’s networking. He is
an artist in cultivating friendships, solidifying connections,
reminders to drop lines, email and snail mail stay in touch, be in
the loop. He’s a mental, walking rolodex.

“How are you going to get the higher ups in the
Illinois cop lab to jump to your beck and call? For Pete’s sake,
you were an anathema to them, a defense attorney, no less.”

His genuine smile of all-knowing made me feel
good.

“In life, the best relationships are the quid pro
quo of helping and being able to call in favors. Ray Platt from the
Illinois Police Lab has a son, second offense DUI. I fast tracked
him into a detox program. As an appreciative father Ray will get me
quick turn-around results. Besides, he’s a closet foodie. Sent me a
thank-you jar of his wife’s homemade elderberry jelly.”

“So, you think spoiled food got Oli sick? Food
poisoning from the lomilomi or the poi?”

“That could be an answer. But the food seemed to be
well handled. Perhaps you didn’t notice the muslin cloths wadded up
on the ground. They were soaked. This Oli probably ripped those off
the table. Even with silver chafing dish coverings for the food,
ice had been placed around the food on the cloth. The ice now
melted. Somehow I couldn’t see the fault being from Chef Lorenzo’s
kitchen. He is Cordon Bleu. Several Michelin awards. With the
Ho‘oilina Kai just opening, he’s goal driven to obtain a Five Star
rating, sit at the gourmet pinnacle. I’d expect him to be obsessed
with cleanliness. Still, the Lomilomi and the poi were tampered
with.”

“Tampered? As in ‘intentionally’?”

“Maybe. Or maybe some sous chef took it on his own
to create a pièce de résistance with flair. To any Head Chef like
Jacque Lorenzo, modification without approval would be a firing
offense. And to put green plant flecks in the poi when not called
for, yes, I would call that tampering.”

We were walking through the resort past the main
pool. The upper gentry lounged in cabanas sipping mimosas, reading
their novels of romance and swashbuckling. I thought I spotted
what’s-his-name, the actor from last season’s TV hospital comedy
hit.

When I could break away and lie by this pool I would spy on the
who’s who from behind my sunglasses.

Graciously, my father carried my equipment load
while I retained the small cameras. We had not walked the resort
grounds on arrival. The place looked placid with strolling guests
as if there had not been an earlier contentious confrontation from
the gate crashers. Looking less at the flora and fauna and
beach-clad tourists my mind digested, so to speak, what my father
now suggested.

“If intentional, and not just fancying up some dish,
you’re saying someone tried to poison Oli Palalū? What are those
green flecks?”

“Definitely plant or vegetable matter. The lab
results will tell, and we can’t jump to conclusions, but we must be
careful.”

A bile of hysteria rose in my throat. “Careful? Did
Detective Kee come to that conclusion? Is he shutting down the
kitchen? Investigating staff ? Not food tampering, what you are
saying is that this could be a ‘poisoning’? Who’d want to kill a
beloved Hawaiian singer?”

Jeffrey Dayne stopped in the pathway and turned to
me. He had this patrician air about him. I could see him elsewhere,
white Panama brimmed hat, a silk ascot wrapped to his neck,
standing on the veranda of a Caribbean plantation, a Scotch in his
hand, no, a glass of French appellation cabernet, certainly no
crushed grape younger than twenty years. More than a father to me,
he stood as an ideal, a Grecian god, and I had failed him. His
fallen angel.

“Madison.” His hands gently on my shoulders. I hoped
someone would take a photo of this gesture. I would create a wall
hanging of the father-daughter moment. I needed this.

“Madison, you don’t see it. This
Oli fellow stumbled across our
hidden luncheon, and with his appetite, and
certainly his star-ego, took advantage of free food. No one knew he
would be there. No one knew he would stuff his face. If it is
poison, and that is a big ‘if,’ but if it is poison, it was meant
most certainly for me, and by happenstance, you. We were supposed
to be poisoned.”

‘Pop’ went the balloon of the tender scene.

“Poisoned? Us? You’ve got to be kidding? No one
tries to murder a foodie star!”

“Ah, dear Madison. I certainly
have fans. The New York office sends out form
‘thanks-for-your-letter’, even secretarial signing them,
Insatiably yours,
Jeffrey. But central
office of the network is reluctant to show me the small stream of
hate mail. It does exist for anyone in the public eye, even food
show celebrities. It comes with the territory. A soufflé fails to
rise for a perfectionist, or a husband rejects his wife’s cooking
because it is not the normal meatloaf fare, and the wife casts her
anger on the gourmet recipe I recommended. An unhappy fan will
annunciate nasty comments, and yes, threaten bodily harm. They
write, hoping that during the taping of a show I might choke on the
bone of my chicken al fresco. Or that it would be a fitting demise
if a garbage truck ran over me. I’m new in this business by three
years and only starting to have my own watch list of
kooks.”

“You mean you, us, we’re being stalked by a deranged
foodie fan?” Fear prickled the hair on the back of my neck. I
shivered at a cold draft while breathing tropical heat. My eyes
wandered the manicured landscape, searching for what? “What does a
poisoner look like?”

“Let’s hope the lab tests don’t substantiate my
concern. That probably will be the case. Let’s go to Merriman’s
tonight and have wonderful organic vegetable soup, and a Parker
Ranch steak.”

No, I will never eat again until I am locked
securely in my Santa Monica apartment with take-out pizza. At
least, I’d die from self-inflicted obesity. And, that thought comes
full circle to the vision of my trying to save the dying Oli
Palalū, perhaps murdered, perhaps murdered by poi.






Recipe

Poi is made from the popular taro plant: the 14th
most cultivated crop on earth, and although taro is eaten around
the world, only Hawaiians make poi. Traditionally they cook the
starchy, potato-like taro root, or corm, for hours in an
underground oven called an imu. Then, they pound the taro corms on
large flat boards called papa ku`i`ai, using heavy stone poi
pounders called pōhaku ku`i `ai. The taro pounds into a smooth,
sticky paste called pa`i`ai, then is stored air tight in ti leaf
bundles and banana sheaths for storage or future trading. By slowly
adding water to the pa`i`ai, which is then mixed and kneaded, the
perfect poi consistency is created. Many Hawaiians love their poi
fermented slightly, giving it a unique, slightly sour taste. A bowl
of poi to many is considered such a sacred part of daily Hawaiian
life, that whenever a bowl of poi is uncovered at the family dinner
table, it is believed that the spirit of Haloa, the ancestor of the
Hawaiian people, is present. Because of that, all conflict among
family members should come to an immediate halt.

Poi:

Taro root, peeled and steamed

Water

Mash the taro with a stone pestle, or “poi pounder.” Add water
until the poi is smooth and sticky.

For those liking their food “Westernized,”
they can try Poi in the following adjusted dish:

Poi Pudding

1/3 C milk or whipping cream

2 T brown sugar, molasses or honey (to taste)

1/3 C poi add vanilla (to taste)

Softly whip cream and stir in sweetener and then poi. Serve
cold.







Chapter
9
Ghost of
the Mermaid

What was I to think? My first day on The Big Island
and I was waist deep in some major macabre shit. What should I do?
Swilling scotch from the mini bar a ready answer. I leaned on the
railing of my balcony and absorbed this paradise, now turned weird.
I felt the tradewinds slam my body like a frizzing hairdryer on max
power. On this side of the island, there were few days without the
leeward currents, varying in their undulating levels from subtle
wisps to pre-typhoon blows. You get used to them.

Not meant to be, but this trip is an anniversary of
sorts. This is actually my second island trip, the first a little
rushed and not pleasant. Last year this time, in February, up the
coast, I stood on the beach at Pololū Valley, with the island of
Maui hazed in the distance, and watched my father kayak beyond the
surf onto a green-blue mirror of ocean. Amidst a choir of humpback
whales I could see him through binoculars scatter my mother’s ashes
among the sea-shouldering leviathans. Upon his return he said to
me, “She frolics again, a mermaid.”

Let me back up a little for the short bio of Mr.
Jeffrey Dayne, foodie star. In the beginning, pre-fame,
post-college and post-law school, my father struggled in the
caverns of the Cook County Court House in Chicago as a neophyte in
the Public Defender’s Office, a court-appointed defense attorney,
protector of the downtrodden and presumed innocent. Most
incarcerated, of course, were street scum, definitely guilty, but
Jeffrey Dayne (remember, never “Jeff ”) rode every day on the L,
his fierce graffiti stallion, ready to do battle against the Lord
High Executioners of the District Attorney’s office.

One court docket day twenty-six years back,
entrenched now in family folklore, a miscreant purse snatcher
appeared for adjudication. Usually, these sort of meddlesome cases
were plea-bargained behind the railing before the judge took the
bench. In Chicago courts, case paperwork burdened both sides of the
justice scales and dispositions of cases were settled by poker face
bluffs and horse-trading. In the case of this purse snatching, the
victim would have none of this compromise. She demanded her day in
court against the protests of the ADA, a lowly assistant district
attorney paying thankless, long-hour dues up the career ladder. The
purse snatcher’s victim had shown up seeking justice, making an
enduring trip from the suburbs, believing the wrongdoer would not
receive proper punishment without her presence as condemning
witness.

“But he stole only $35! And, we recovered the credit
cards before they were hit,” stressed the worn junior city
prosecutor, facing another twentyfive cases to resolve before noon,
and this five minutes too long of his time. “Mr. Dayne, the Public
Defender, will be asking for a release based on his client’s twenty
days already spent in lock-up. Time served. His client will still
be on a short probation leash.”

The victim, in her twenties, for the first time,
eyed the young Jeffrey Dayne and likewise he acknowledged her with
a nod, surprised, intrigued, deciding she was out of place in this
bureaucratic carnival. She seemed an angel among the
scallywags.

“It’s not the money,” she said with firmness of
purpose. “It is the violation of personal property, of one’s
freedom, yet perhaps more important, it was the tube within my
purse. Likewise stolen but not recovered.”

“Tube?” Both ADA and PD went to their file report of
the incident. No tube listed. She saw the male species about to
exchange glances with some unsaid sexual inference.

“It is a tube of ume paste. My girlfriend brought it
to lunch that day we met at Le Colonial on North Rush. The paste
goes with a recipe she brought from her Hawaiian trip. Ume paste is
impossible to find in a Chicago store. It is the central ingredient
in Li Hing Mui vinaigrette.

Neither attorney had ever heard, let alone tasted,
Ling Hing whatever.She noted their barbaric ignorance.

“My girlfriend loved the vinaigrette in a cucumber
salad with blanched tomatoes, created by Hawaiian chef and
restaurateur, Alan Wong. As I have not been to Hawai‘i, she brought
the islands to me, only to be hijacked!”

The ADA liked his supposition better, that this
paste was a lickable aphrodisiac or heated incense for kinky
massage. Vice would know more, and he made a note wondering how to
spell “yumi.” Vice knew all things kinky. The ADA shrugged,
helpless to her anguish. Spokesperson of the people, he could not
fathom how to represent women with lost feminine playthings.

Jeffrey Dayne, always with this penchant for quick
analysis of awkward situations, jumped to her assistance.

“Miss…”

“Child. Elizabeth Child.”

“If my client…” he pointed to a hodge-podge of
orange-garbed prisoners sitting behind protective glass in a
holding room awaiting their fate. Dayne had no idea which one was
his client.

“If my client would promise to do his best to stay
out of trouble, not repeat this offense, and if we were to find and
replace the contents of your lost tube of ‘paste’, would you accept
that my honorable friend here and I would work out the details of
the proper punishment to be meted out to this vile and despicable
creature?” He gave her his patented twist of the head, bent,
pouting smile, like an endearing puppy, cute yet blinking behind
mischievous eyes.

Elizabeth Child considered Jeffrey Dayne and took
stock of his character, if not his looks that gave her an
inner-feeling, a tingly warmth not before felt among others of the
human male species.

“Yes, that would be acceptable. But this paste is
rare and hard to find and the tube is labeled in Japanese.” She
threw her evil eye toward the prisoners, wondering which crook
among the pack had defiled such an ingredient, aghast that it might
have been spread across a microwavable macaroni and cheese
concoction, would one dare say it, like ketchup. The horror pained
her expression.

My father, at this point in the storytelling,
usually in front of Mom, would say with that twinkle eye stare, no
longer the puppy, more the assured golden retriever comfortable by
hearth and fire, “and, I said to myself: ‘yes, indeed she is a rare
spice.’ And, I never have gone back on that opinion.”

Sheesh. He admitted proudly that his entire
afternoon the next day was spent in search of this Rising Sun of a
Holy Grail delectable, including an hour drive across the state
line to an International Market (and weird animal parts apothecary)
in Indiana. On a late Saturday afternoon, he entered the Prince
& Davidson Kitchen and Cooking Emporium in Naperville,
Illinois, and presented Elizabeth Child with a squeeze bottle of
Neriume nectar, holding the prize in his hand, but back from her
grasp, his own form of temptation. Jeffrey had discovered this
magic edible, light-rust in color, sprang from Japanese
apricots.

“Show me how to make your Li Hing Mui vinaigrette. I
got around to reading the police report where it noted that you
punched and kicked the perpetrator while he dragged you along the
sidewalk by your purse strap until it broke, thus making his
getaway. What food could be so worth dying for?”

And, together in the store, after hours,
side-by-side in the demonstration kitchen, Elizabeth and Jeffrey
made glorious food, and later, made glorious love on top of the
prep table.
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Li Hing Mui
Vinaigrette

1 whole egg

2 tablespoons Ume paste

2 tablespoons Li Hing Mui Powder

1/4 cup rice vinegar

1 cup salad oil

1 teaspoon fresh lemon juice

Place all the ingredients except the oil and
lemon juice in a mixing bowl.  With hand-held immersion
blender on medium speed, slowly add the oil in a steady stream to
create an emulsion. Continue until all oil is incorporated. Finish
with lemon juice. Chill until ready to use. [we are using a recipe
different from the book…author]

Place ingredients in blender, combining,
adding in salad oil until smooth.

Blanched Tomato & Japanese
Cucumber Salad (One Serving)

2.0 ounces Japanese Cucumber 8.5 ounces Red Tomato,
skinless

.5 ounces Basil Sprig

.25 ounces Chives

.25 ounces Kaua‘i Salt

2.0 ounces Li Hing Mui Ume Vinaigrette

Score the bottom of tomato with an X. In a saucepan
of boiling water, blanch tomato for 10 seconds. Transfer to an ice
bath. When cool, peel tomato skin, keeping the flesh smooth. Cut
each tomato into 3 horizontal slices. Keep the slices of each
tomato stacked together.

Slice the cucumber into thin slices: Arrange
on salad plate in circular design. Place the tomato in middle of
circle.

Pour the vinaigrette over the arrangement. Sprinkle salt (or Kosher
salt) on top of tomato. Garnish tomato with basil sprig and
chives.



[image: tmp_c78dd5cbb7ebe06fe4d516e162c1ab97_HiMadI_html_48e1df6f.jpg]

I adjusted my camera waiting for that mysterious
green flash when the sun’s final rays edged below the red-lined
sea. . . a sailboat passing by within focus would be a postcard
moment. . .







Chapter
10

Captain A‘hoii

I decided to shoot the sunset, waiting for my father
who was off on a tour of Chef Lorenzo’s kitchens. As I passed
through the lobby I spied the humid atmosphere of tourists
bustling, doing their resort thing of checking in and out, placing
names on the activities signup sheets. Whoa. I spotted the
Beautiful People from the airport. So, they were staying at this
hotel. What were the odds? Of all the places on island, they had to
be here to remind me daily of fun I could be having.

They were gathered at a table in
the hotel bar, off in a corner. Sipping wine and beer and not
boisterous, actually somewhat serious, staring and taking notes off
a meeting easel board with various numbers and letters written, set
in three columns. I guess they had found a business trip way of
deducting their travel costs. Smart
Beautiful People. Their smiles were contagious. I
smiled at their easy merriment and just then Mr. Rugged Leader
himself looked up and caught my brief stare. His countenance
widened to a full grin. A question posed drew his attention
elsewhere, too fast for me to throw a responsive flirtatious smirk
his way. Oh well, his loss. I continued my journey to the
beach.

Oceanside, I adjusted my camera waiting for that
mysterious green flash when the sun’s final rays edged below the
redlined sea. This is the phenomenon where the color spectrum is
filtered out on the horizon. The red goes first, the atmosphere
absorbs the blue, leaving last the prism’s green — poof! — visible
in a nano-second flash. Some see it, some don’t.

This was the second of three hand-held cameras I
brought, Dad’s reliable forty-year old Pentax, fitted with a 80 mm
lens and 10% orange filter, using good old fashion negative film
versus digital chip. A sailboat passing by within focus would be a
postcard moment, but the sea sat still and empty of man. I was
sitting at the beach bar with a few other sun setting aficionados.
It is an island ritual; have a drink on the beach, and see nature’s
beauty, perhaps recharge internal batteries or see our lives as
insignificant grains of sand on the cosmos shore. If the sun
doesn’t rise in the morning, I can say, “But I saw it just last
night, and it looked fine to me.”

I was debating whether to ask the bartender to whirl
me up another Lava Flow. It would be my second on an empty stomach,
having missed a suspicious lunch.

“Did you photograph Oli’s death gurgle?” Not a
pleasant voice. “What?”

“How much are the tabloids going to pay you?”

“What?”

“You’re a shit if you take blood money.”

The angry, slurring voice came from a young tattooed
man, one I recognized as a band member in Oli’s backup group, P
āhoehoe Sounds. Loosely translated, Smooth Lava. With him the girl
band member; I think I heard she played the keyboard and sang
back-up vocals. The band member staggered toward me. Definitely, he
was under the weather. The girl held onto him, more propping him
up. A few feet away, swaying, pointing, shaking his hand at me with
a fist and extended finger gesture.

“He is” — he choked — “was one of the greatest
singers ever. He doesn’t deserve to have his name, or his image,
dirtied by you pappa― rizz-ee creatures. Give me that film!”

He made an ungainly lunge my way, and I yanked the
camera, holding it outstretched over the bar, safe. He tripped and
fell to his knees.

“Listen, kid, I took no photos of Oli. I was the one
trying to save him. My only photos are of the resort before and
after he got sick. And I don’t sell my photos to anyone.” My
response harsh, more pissed at myself, realizing I could have made
a bundle selling photos of ‘the singer’s death scene’ to all the
less-than-moral media. Too late. Walking down to the beach for the
sunset I saw the local press and several stringer freelance
photographers snapping away at the grotto for the AP, CNN, and the
supermarket check-out stands. Instead of clicking away a roll of
film I tried to save a man struggling for breath? And for that a
dopey kid yells at me.

Another voice, pleasant and calm.

“Kukui, take Johnny Rocket over to a pool cabana and
let him grieve and pass out with some dignity.”

The man speaking stood tall, sunned, a few
leather-skin wrinkles around the eyes showed character, yet I
sensed breeding. Forties somewhere, I guessed, younger than my
father, not by much. We watched the Goth girl cart off her stoned
companion.

“I’m sorry, but they’re all upset. It’s an island
tragedy, if not for the whole world. Oli will be a great loss to us
all. His mythology begins today.”

The man dressed in immaculate white, cotton shorts,
unbuttoned shirt, a fine nest of tangled chest hairs, like I like.
He carried himself well, and looked me in the eyes, clear and
sharp, as if he could gain my heady thoughts.

“Oh, let me introduce myself,” he said, his smile
entrancing, teeth definitely bleached and sculptured. “I’m Jimmie
Cooke. Cook with an ‘e.’ I work and live down at the marina.”

Ah, yes. “You’re the boat captain I saw earlier at
the grotto. With Michael.”

“Yes, I saw you there also. What you had to go
through, very courageous.”

He had cleaned up for the evening. That’s why I couldn’t place him
at first. He had shaved off his beard stubble, and his hair,
without his scrambled egg captain’s cap, was washed, fluffed, and
combed, no longer stringy and perspiration-matted. Looks could be
deceiving, since I paid him no attention at the grotto.

“I’m Madison.”“Yes, I know. Madison Dayne, producer
of the Jeffery Dayne TV show.”

Elevating me to ‘producer’ flooded my mind, a
feel-good feeling.

“A while back, I tried one of your father’s New
England chowder dishes. Small world, and now I will finally get to
meet him. A rare privilege.”

I wanted to be the center of attention, not in my
father’s shadow. I moved the subject matter elsewhere.

“You and Michael certainly were a help today.
Everyone seemed in shock.”

His eyes took me in. My casual outfit for the night,
a light lime-yellow dress with floral print, bought on sale at a
Fresh Produce store. No bra, feeling perky, easy comfort. I knew I
was no alluring siren for sailors, but confident, if luck arose, I
could stray a few ships toward a dangerous shoal.

“And, as Johnny Rocket asked, didn’t you get an urge
to shoot up a roll of film, all the excitement? It’ll be a front
page story.”

I told him the truth.

“I shot some landscape photos of the hotel, the
beach, the marina, just before I reached the grotto. After that, as
you said, in the excitement, I forgot all about the camera.
Everything was a blurred rush.”

He took a bar stool next to me and ordered a Mai
Tai. I noticed with band member Johnny Rocket’s outburst, I had
missed my sunset show. Was there a green flash? I noticed because
Captain Jimmie Cooke sat in front of my perspective, the blood-red
remnants of a perished sun, streaked behind him in the sky, as if a
fiery halo. I longed to shutter that image.

We sipped our drinks, me more slurping the white
foamy concoction.

“Johnny Rocket. That’s a strange name for someone in
a Hawaiian band?”

“I think, if I recall, his first name is Claudio,
and Claude doesn’t have that musical panache as a Johnny Rocket. I
heard he wants to be a hard core rock ‘n roller. Playing guitar and
singing back-up for a super star like Oli Palalū was paying his
dues, his first step to his own recording label. I guess, with what
happened today, he and Kukui have their careers at risk. I can
understand him being zonked out.”

“Kukui.” I pronounced her name lilting. The Hawaiian
language is rich with vowels. “She’s an attractive girl. Very
Hawaiian…” I paused, wondering how far I could take it with this
stranger, “If she could lose the wiccan costume.”

He gave me a strong, healthy laugh. It made me
comfortable, happy that someone appreciated my wit. But I was
right. Tear off Kukui’s heavy metal hip couture, dye away the
raspberry streaks in her black hair, and tone down the
multi-piercing including the nose ring, and you might just find the
girl-next-island.

“Kukui is a rarity. Her formal name is Kuikahi. One
of the few pure Hawaiians. Her family is from Ni‘ihau, the only
protected island with pure, original Hawaiian culture. Accents you
hear on Ni‘ihau have similar word dialects heard in Tahiti. They
sent her to get an education on O‘ahu, to the Kamehameha Schools.
Somewhere along the way she rebelled. She has a good heart, a lost
soul trying to find herself.”

“Aren’t we all?” Said about me, not Kuikahi. For the
first time, I noticed behind him on the ground sat a large
white-green cooler on wheels, with a pull handle. “What’s that?
Your beer larder for a sunset sail?” The sky’s blues purpled toward
evening.

He laughed, lighter, more serious.

“Health Department shut down Chef Lorenzo’s kitchen.
I had to dress up my act and run down the coast and peddle my fish
catch to the other hotels. Today, I was lucky. I had a run of
dolphinfish, mahimahi to you food people, and hotels can’t get
enough. One of my boats is on charter. By unsaid law, and extra
money, we keep most of the fish tourists catch. I’ve been selling
direct to Lorenzo’s kitchen. You can’t get any fresher for the
menu.”

“You said boats, plural. You have more than one
fishing boat?”

“Three ships, one sailboat.”

“A fleet. Risky with bad weather? Or, if the fish
aren’t biting.”

“I always work the averages and the angles. Try to
make it profitable. It’s more a retirement hobby.”

“You’re too young to be retired.” I spoke too
quickly, too eager to be charming. Age in an active man adds
distinction. Jimmie Cooke, in my book, looked hottie in a beach bum
rakish sort of way.

“Thanks for the compliment. For my present condition
of selfinduced leisure I have to blame a wealthy family, and a
father who kicked the bucket for working too hard on Wall Street.
He left his only son a fine inheritance. For a short time, I was a
stockbroker, trying to follow in Papa’s footsteps. Pity. Wanted to
show him I could be one of the best, like him. Lose a parent, and
we rethink our life goal priorities.”

I said nothing, nodded to him, thinking of my own
circumstances.

“I still dabble in the market,” he continued, “and
it’s far more fun doing day trading off my wifi computer while
trolling fishing lines behind the stern. You and your father should
come out with me tomorrow, since you have time on your hands.”

“Time?” I had a plate full of taping tomorrow,
thinking ahead on perspectives for the lū‘au shots.

“Oh, maybe you hadn’t heard. With Oli’s death,
they’ve postponed the Lū‘au Challenge for two days, out of
respect.”

“No, I hadn’t heard.” I had been in my room gussying
up for my dinner with Jeffrey. I better track him down. Dad and I
needed to discuss the ramifications of rescheduling.

“Yes, maybe we could do that. I’ll ask him. Some
boating would let me do some photo work from the seaside.”

“In Hawaiian, toward the sea is called ‘makai,’ like
Ho‘oilina Kai. Toward the hills is ‘mauka.’ Please, accept my
invitation. Tell your father he can teach me his fresh catch
dishes. I’ll supply the fish. We’ll make them onboard. And tease
him with the fact I stock some excellent ‘86 Jordan and an unopened
case of ’90 Opus One.” He laughed. I matched his smile. He seemed
to know the right buttons to push to entice a foodie star.

Captain Jimmie Cooke excused himself, graciously picking up my bar
tab. We shook hands, slowly, he covering my dainty hand with both
of his, encasing, swallowing. Something left unsaid, so I felt.

As he walked the path back to the marina pulling his
dolly chest of fish smells, I pulled out my camera and focused on
the back of his head. I zoomed in and snapped a quickie series when
he made a side glance towards the vacant grotto of today’s tragic
adventure. With the evening embracing the warm land, the natural
light sleeping, and without klieg back lighting, or spotlighted
flash, his photographic image would rise from the processing
chemicals, vague and shadowed.

Interesting, the oddity. Jimmie Cooke. Owner of
charter cruise service. A ship’s captain. Captain Cooke. I got it.
Like Captain James Cook who discovered Hawai‘i. This man, not that
old, probably appreciated me more than I realized, since upon
introduction, I did not play off on his name and make some
smart-ass joke.Captain Jimmie and First Mate Madison. Cute. I toyed
at mental possibilities. But, then I remembered what happened to
the original Captain James Cook. Made chopped sirloin by the
natives.

Recipe

Lava Flow Cocktail

1 1/2oz. Light Rum

2 oz. Pineapple Juice

1 oz. Cream of Coconut

1/4 cup Strawberry Puree

1/2 Banana

1/2 cup crushed ice

In blender, combine all ingredients with ice. Blend 20 - 30
seconds. Pour strawberry puree into a hurricane (or wide rim deep)
glass and follow with the blended mixture to create illusion of
lava flow. For the island spirit, add the cute little umbrella and
garnish with pineapple slice.







Chapter
11
A Tangled Net Woven

Instead of my Father waiting for
me in the lobby, I saw Michael K. Out of curiosity, earlier I had
asked around and discovered his last name was Ka‘aiea. Michael L.
Ka‘aiea. Hotel Resort Manager Cahill, I was told, called him Mike
Lake, for what reason I don’t know. Probably the ‘L’ was some long
Hawaiian name and Cahill anglicized it. After all, the state fish
is the: Humuhumunukunukuapua‘a. Or easier
said, the Trigger fish.

Michael was showing hotel guests a display of war
weapons situated on the wall as colorful if not dangerous-looking
object d’art. His animated personality held his listeners
enthralled, a wide-eyed African-American couple draped in Tommy
Bahama outfits. I could see their excitement at history-o-rama
images of savages pummeling each other with strange tools of
lethality. As he sent them on their way, he noticed my aloof
presence.

“And what do those lovely toothpicks do?” Teasing,
with a Lava Flow buzz, I pointed to the mounted array of weapons,
spears and such, some nearly six feet long. He took a weapon from
the wall display, balanced it in his hand and mimicked a throwing
action.

“The polol ū, the long spear.” He
replaced the spear and retrieved an evil-looking club, with white
razor points.“The lā‘au pā lau. The shark teeth war club. Sometimes
called the Lei‘O-Manō. And here are the daggers. Bludgeon. Curve-bladed. Take your
choice. Most of these had olona fiber string attached, used in
close fights. The slashing weapons were designed to gut the
opponent.” He bantered friendly. “I don’t think you want the
mauling, blood-letting definition of these war
implements.”

“What does that one do?” I pointed to a small,
honed, gray lava rock, like a small lifting weight, larger on one
end.

“That pounds the taro root into poi.” We exchanged
stares imagining a man dying, his face poi-smeared.

“What goes unsaid,” explained Michael, taking my
view and mind back to the display, “is that these weapons are
pre-Cook discovery. After that came the iron implements, cannons
and guns. When King Kamehameha the Great invaded O‘ahu in 1795, he
used European advisors and cannon in the Battle of Nu‘uanu Pali.
Technologically improved killing won the field of battle.”

“At least, you didn’t say the ‘white men’ brought
the killing machines.”

“No, against all stories of simple native innocence,
Hawaiians were killing each other in battles long lost in history,
long before Captain Cook dropped anchor. But Cook and his men
brought an unstoppable weapon. Disease. Poxes and venereal disease
to a virus free people. By accounts, 400,000 Hawaiians lived on the
islands in 1798. 26,000 Hawaiians, core survivors, survived by the
1920s. One might call Hawai‘i’s discovery by modern civilization an
act of biological genocide.”

Even in education, his intensity seemed hardened. He
had to lighten up. I gave it a try.

“Speaking of Captain Cook, I met the modern Captain
Cooke with an ‘e’.”

“Jimmie. Great guy. He and I go way back. He gave me
my first good paying job, working summers on his boat, the year he
arrived. He knew nothing of tying a half hitch knot, splicing line,
or which side of the boat port was on.”

“My father would say, ‘Port is a sweet wine, but I
prefer Madeira.’”

He smiled. A sweet smile. Like Captain Cooke’s.

“As much as you might visualize a Captain Ron, or
Gilligan’s Skipper, don’t let him fool you. He’s a sharp man. He’s
been very helpful to us islanders.” I did not see Captain Jimmie as
the Skipper. Maybe a swaggering John Wayne in the role of Lord
Nelson.

“Not a haole trust fund baby?” I said this in jest.
A cloud went across his face, not upset, again this deep-seeded
tone, spirituality in fathoms.

“He’s been like an older brother to me since my
father died.”

“I’m sorry.” Sincere about the loss of a parent.
“You grew up around here?”

“I grew up on Kaua‘i. My father worked in the last
of the sugar cane mills. He was an important man on the island,
because, though pure Hawaiian, he treated everyone alike. Hawai‘i
these days is an immigrant island, everyone traveling here looking
for a better life. My father could have retired and headed up the
Kaua‘i clan of Hawaiians, those pledged, not to take over power,
but to maintain the culture of the old ways, before women danced
the hula, before songwriters spoke of little grass shacks in
Kealakekua.

“Sadly, he made one mistake.” He went silent and returned the
weapons to their quiet repose as art.

For some strange reason, perhaps a silly gesture to
offer empathy, I put my hand on his arm. His silence festered. We
Daynes are cursed to pry out hard truths. I took a guess.

“You came along,” I said. He smiled, and in turn
touched my hand. Warmth flowed.

“Something like that. My mom made her grand entrance
on Kaua‘i.”

I could make the time, my father could wait and not
to lose the moment, I sat on a lobby couch and patted the seat next
to me for him to join, both oblivious of the hustle of tourism
around us. My head tilted, inquiring, as the attentive listener. I
sensed he required a neutral audience, one without pre-conceived
prejudices, a confessor. He began, his voice easy in a sing-song
fashion, a born story-teller, captivating.

“Kaua‘i is a spectacular,
beautiful island, a Hollywood producer’s dream of the real jungle
setting.” He rattled off several names of well known movies filmed
on Kaua‘i, the Garden Island: Jurassic
Park, South Pacific, and Blue Hawaii. Even
the obscure campy: 1958, She Gods of Shark
Reef.

“My mother was, is, one of the top Chinese
actresses, out of the Singapore movie colony. A classic artiste,
personified rare jade. In her early film career, people would go to
the cinema to watch any film she starred in. On Kaua‘i, she came to
make a Chinese film, a jungle war epic of Chinese fighting
Japanese, both sides fighting against magical, soldier-devouring
dragons, and thrown into the script, one endangered princess. This
period was early kung fu days. A hit in Asia, the film never made
the video store rentals in the U.S. Somewhere during the steaming
days of camera action my father, who was hired as an extra, as a
strong muscular guard to the imprisoned princess, found himself
trapped in a hut during a tropical typhoon with this gorgeous
woman, she in gossamer silks, he in loin cloth.”

Michael leaned back on the couch and closed his
eyes. My own vision of pounding rain on palm thatch, a man and
woman trapped by hormones made me cross my legs and wipe the sweat
from my palms.

“I get the picture.” Not wanting to dwell on such an
image.

“Anyway, filming ended and off she went back to
Singapore only to discover to her surprise nature can storm within
as without. My mother was, is, a remarkable though calculating
woman. She feared a Chinese abortion. Perhaps she had a Taoist
philosophy toward life. First, she hid her expanding stomach, then
at an appropriate time, created a role for herself as the Christian
nun raped by the warlord. Her belly swelled and I became a prop on
the world’s celluloid stage.”

“I’m so sorry.”

“Well, don’t let me get ahead of myself in the
telling.”

“You look well adjusted by the end of the story.” I
think I saw him put color to his face with a light blush of
modesty.

“A month before I arrived, she flew back to Kaua’i,
met with my father, told him the news, and demanded he marry
her.”

“A happy ending?”

“Define ‘happy’? I said she was calculating. No, she
brought legal papers for a subsequent quickie divorce, saying that
after my birth she would relinquish all parental rights, that my
father would be my sole caretaker, and she would settle on him an
annual amount of dollars that would help support he and I until my
18th birthday.”

“The epitome of a woman where career came first.”
Both our smiles bittersweet. I wondered if someday I would let my
fledgling career dominate my heart.

“You have to remember my father was in total shock.
The news that he was to be a father never entered his mind. But, he
held inner core beliefs. He said he would do her bidding. However,
he had his own demand.”

“Okay, I’m hooked. She would have to commit hari
kari after your birth.”

“Madison, that’s a Japanese custom. For excruciating
pain, Chinese are meant to suffer a thousand paper cuts, not slice
open their own stomachs.”

“Go on, please.” Interesting, he called me by my
first name. For sure staff rules violated. I let it ride. I’m not a
by the rules sort of person.

“Both of them went over to O‘ahu, and when the time
came, they drove to Kukaniloko, and she gave birth naturally, a
mid-wife present, in a rock-strewn field on a large flat rock
hidden by a red soil pineapple field, a night wind howling to hide
my first cries.”

“Why there?”

Michael, for a moment, sat silent. I understood he
held more secrets within, but that was okay, for now.

“Let’s just say, my dad had his old Hawaiian
traditions. With my lineage Hawaiian-Chinese with American
citizenship thrown in, I needed spiritual help more than others.
Old people say Kukaniloko is the place ‘to anchor the cry from
within.’ My mother, I think, loved the whole dramatic ‘strang und
durm’ ambiance, the brutality of hard birth, the paganism. From
what I heard, she used it in a movie a few years later, but the
scene became the outer steppes of Mongolia and she again a
deflowered princess.

“So here I am.”

“Sad, and, your Mother and Father never saw each
other again?”

“Are you kidding, she told my father it was the best
raw sex she’d ever experienced. Every few years on her way between
the Orient and Hollywood she’d do a layover, spend a weekend at
Turtle Bay Beach, getting waxed outside by attendants and inside by
my father. He never took me, always considered her visit a personal
vacation earned by being a single child-rearing parent. I grew up
accepting she’d tolerate cruel, insulting movie critics easier than
motherhood. About ten years ago, a week after they announced the
shutdown of the sugar mill, my dad dropped dead. Heart attack. A
great beast, a good man, he could not live without hard toil on his
brow.”

“And your mother?”

“She’ll never die. Plays the film roles of the
prying mother-in-law; the aged dynasty queen. Beyond my 18th
birthday, once a year, I receive a small stipend check, no note.
More a reminder of my father’s memory than any token toward my
existence. We’ve never met. No reason to do so.”

“But Detective Kee? He’s related?”

“Are you really that interested?”

“Lore of the islands is required research.” A vague
answer masked my up-close curiosity of one of its inhabitants.
Curiosity, the Dayne curse.

“My mother’s family came to Hawai‘i in the 1860s.
Made money in real estate on O‘ahu, branched out to the other
islands. My Chinese great grandfather and grandmother were trapped
when they went back to see their ancestral home in the 1930s. World
War II intervened. Post war, and around the time of the Korean War,
my mother was born in Singapore.”

“Have I heard her name in films?”

“Tsin Kee? I doubt it.”

“But, around here they know you as, what, ‘Number
One Son of Tsin Kee’?” He laughed, seeing I teased good
naturedly.

“Undeserved notoriety. The Kee side of the family
tree sees me as a direct link to her mysterious allure. She
represents the memories of their ancestral home land, their
vanished Hakka village. I have Kee relatives everywhere. An
extended family of distant cousins. It’s like a support club,
whenever required. In Chinese Mandarin, they say the word as a
‘táng’.”
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