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Gybe assumed the sun was up as he stared into the clear water beneath the bow of Ferrity, his forty-one foot sailboat. He assumed that the earth was rotating eastward, carrying along Mt. Haleakalā. If true, in a few hours the sun would appear to rise from the nine-thousand foot dormant volcano, the foundation of Maui.
He didn’t like what he saw swaying from the anchor still more than a fathom beneath the surface. In August, he had sailed to the Hawaiian Islands from San Francisco to escape diversions like this.
Last evening, he had steered Ferrity into the small, abandoned harbor marked on the east by a few pilings once known as Kolo Wharf. Gybe preferred not to enter anchorages at night, but he had been here twice before and had marked the entrance on his GPS. The channel through the reef was narrow, but the wind was calm, the sea nearly flat, and the moon was just past full when Gybe eased Ferrity into the anchorage, dropped the twenty kilo patented Bruce anchor, and fed out fifty feet of chain.
Gybe was alone this morning. He planned to spend the next two weeks - until the winter solstice - anchored on the south shore of Moloka‘i, monikered ‘The Friendly Isle’ by travel agents and tourists. Besides Kolo Wharf, he wanted to anchor at Hale o Lono, an old barge harbor about three miles to the west, and Kaunakakai, the principal city on Moloka‘i.
Maybe the water and light were playing tricks. Gybe’s eyes traced the anchor chain from windlass, over the bow roller, and down to the water’s edge. Beneath the water, the two chimeras wavered like a reflection in a fun-house mirror.
Damn and double damn, he stepped on the button that engaged the windlass. The windlass reeled in another three feet of chain. Gybe stepped off the button and backed away from the bow.
Fifty yards to the east, he scanned the old wharf. The ocean, here behind the reef, was as still as a desert mirage. A tuft of cloud drifted across the water before impaling itself on the broken stub of the nearest piling. Ferrity sat motionless though her anchor no longer tethered her to the seafloor.
What to do? His eyes walked the shoreline from east to west, reaffirming the discoveries of his last visit. No one lived on the shoreline along the west half of the south side of Moloka‘i. When he was here last week, he had hiked an old jeep trail that paralleled the coast – the trail began at Hale o Lono harbor to the west and ended here at Kolo Wharf.
Several kayaks, paddles, and life jackets lay under a kiawe tree seventy-five yards to the west of the wharf. Gybe assumed that the Moloka‘i Ranch outfit that owned most of the west end of the island ran a kayaking operation here. This morning no one was around.
He had writing to finish. Last week he had met the local police. He didn’t like them. Nothing new there, Gybe hadn’t liked the police since… Move on. Stop thinking about the past, he told himself.
Back at the bow, he stepped on the DOWN button. The chain crawled out of the anchor well, over the windlass, and ticked across the deck before disappearing over the bow roller. Unsure, Gybe stepped off the button. Silence.
He heard a whale blow out in the Kalohi Channel that separated Moloka‘i from the neighbor island to the south – Lāna‘i. Like Pavlov’s dog, Gybe scanned the water searching for the fountain of water. Now that December had arrived, the humpbacks were returning in large numbers. Yesterday, he had changed course twice to avoid whales - whales that could grow to forty-feet and forty tons.
Beautiful morning shot to hell. Gybe pulled the restraining pin from the other anchor, a fifty-pound CQR plow, guided it past the hanging Bruce anchor and its catch, and eased it to the bottom.
Confirming his fears, Gybe mashed the UP button on the windlass and reeled in the Bruce anchor – an anchor that he had not baited last night. The windlass, capable of lifting two hundred feet of vertical chain, groaned under the load.
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As predicted by Copernicus nearly four centuries earlier, the eastward rotation of the earth moved Mt. Haleakalā and the island of Maui far enough for the rising sun to clear the old volcano. Lā, as the sun was called by ancient Hawaiians, had risen from his home (Haleakalā meant house of the sun) and now hovered low in the December sky, due south of Ferrity.
An orange U.S. Coast Guard Rigid Hull Inflatable (RHI), a Maui County Police boat, and two black Maui County SUVs at the wharf surrounded Ferrity and Gybe who hours earlier had rested at anchor alone on the south shore of this tropical island. The whop, whop, whopping of a news helicopter alternated with the high-pitched squeal of the French-built orange Coast Guard chopper orbiting overhead.
Four hours earlier when Gybe had raised the Bruce anchor clear of the water, he found a chain looped across the anchor flukes. Two bodies, one on each end of the chain, dangled from the anchor.
Before calling authorities, Gybe lowered the catch back beneath the surface. He didn’t want anyone to stumble along the shore and see the bodies until he had prepared for the police. For the next thirty minutes, he ticked through a mental checklist as he rearranged and re-stowed aboard Ferrity. With the bodies hanging on the bow, the police might decide to search Ferrity and there were things that he would rather they didn’t find.
Ferrity, a forty-one foot cutter-rigged sailboat, had been Gybe’s home for seven years. A two-inch royal blue stripe ran fore and aft seven inches below the deck on each side of the white hull. The dodger, royal blue canvas stretched taut over stainless steel bows, protected the companionway and front of the cockpit from ocean spray and the sun. He had made sail covers, winch covers, and other canvas covers from the same royal blue fabric.
He had rigged her for single-handing, sailing alone, and that’s how he preferred to sail. When he wasn’t steering by hand, he relied on a Fleming windvane self-steering system that hung from the stern. As a backup, he had an electric Autohelm 4000 mounted on the wheel.
Electronically, Ferrity was minimally equipped with a depthsounder, knotmeter, and GPS. Fighting the growing trend towards electronic charts, Gybe continued to use paper charts. He didn’t have radar. Nor did he have an anemometer.
Satisfied that he was ready, Gybe keyed the mic on the VHF marine radio, released it, hesitated, then keyed it again. “Coast Guard, Coast Guard THIS IS the sailing vessel Ferrity, Ferrity – Whiskey Tango Sierra Six Eight Five One – Over.” A mayday required a life-threatening situation. The crabs feeding on the bodies suspended beneath the boats bow were the only threatened lives.
“Vessel calling United States Coast Guard; THIS IS the United States Coast Guard. Over.”
And so the conversation continued, in a terse military protocol not often heard where most boaters had learned radio procedures at the movies.
While waiting for the Coast Guard, Gybe boiled water and poured it through the fresh ground French Roast in the coffee filter. Steaming mug in hand, he climbed the companionway ladder to the cockpit where he sat and opened the ship’s log.
In the log, Gybe noted the time of the discovery, his action to drop the other anchor, and the radio call to the Coast Guard. Maritime law considered the ship’s log an official document that courts could subpoena as evidence. The log of Ferrity showed a truncated timeline between discovery and notification.
He heard the whining before he spotted the dragonfly silhouette of the incoming orange helicopter. Like a bad mantra ‘I don’t need this’ cycled through Gybe’s thoughts.
Anchored in San Francisco Bay a year earlier, Gybe had awakened to a thudding against the hull. Thinking that another boat had dragged down on Ferrity, Gybe leapt into the cockpit, ready to fend off and opine on the anchoring skills of the other vessel. Instead, a human body bobbed against the hull.
Somehow, still not entirely clear, circumstances had dragged him into the case of the bumping body. Never again, he thought.
I’m a writer or at least I’m trying to be a writer. Can’t I anchor in remote location on the uninhabited, leeward side of an island and write? Why are bodies hanging from my anchor, Gybe wondered.
The increasing whine of the orange bird interrupted his self-castigation and drummed out any remaining thoughts of releasing the bodies and setting sail.
In his mind, Gybe enumerated three reasons to be in Hawai‘i. First, he had been on San Francisco Bay too long. Gybe, a life long sailor, had lived aboard and sailed Ferrity for seven years. As a goal, he preferred to spend less than a year in one place. The Bay was large and through circumstance and … Gybe hadn’t left the Bay in eighteen months, until July 19 – almost five months ago. On a full foul-weather morning with the air slightly drier than the bay, the sun cowering behind the hills of Oakland, and the tide ebbing beneath the Gate, Gybe sailed beneath the red-orange wires and girders, under the incessant traffic hum, and into the Pacific Ocean. Seventeen days later, he dropped anchor in Radio Bay – in Hilo, Hawai‘i.
The novel was second on the list of reasons to be in Hawai‘i. For more than a year, he had struggled with the MS Word document that sat in the My books folder on his laptop. He struggled with neither writer’s block nor plot nor character nor action, but with the diversions that dogged his wake wherever Ferrity sailed. As soon as Ferrity’s anchor touched bottom, someone or something would demand his time. OK, sometimes it was a party or a dinghy dangle or a woman.
Most people didn’t need reasons to be in Hawai‘i. Hawai‘i, a tropical paradise with sandy beaches, clear waters, waving palm trees, surfer babes – and for those so-inclined, surfer dudes – beckoned everyone with a ticket or a credit card. But, paradise wasn’t the third reason for Gybe’s trip to Hawai‘i. At least not that he would admit to anyone to whom he reported. Come to think of it, he didn’t report to anyone.
The third reason for the trip was to meet with Andrea aboard her Lagoonabago. When he wasn’t writing or pursuing life as a single, heterosexually active sailor, Gybe maintained the business management software and Web site for Andrea’s business. Between the software and an occasional freelance article, Gybe eked by without contributing to society in the indentured, structured, mortgaged manner encouraged by presidents, preachers, and parents.
“Ahoy Ferrity,” blared the coarse god above, drowning out the background whine of the turbine powered whirlybird.
Gybe, who had been sitting under the dodger that shaded the main hatch, slid below and returned the ship’s log to the navigation station.
A quick glance around the cabin reassured him that he was prepared. He stepped into the cockpit and waved to the helicopter that had dropped lower to hover off his starboard side. The voice from above told him they were dropping men into the water. Would he take them aboard?
To an eighth grade student diagramming sentences, it was a request. Projected through the loudspeaker, it was an order. Gybe hoisted a thumbs up, moved to the stern, and lowered the swim ladder.
Three bodies dropped from the chopper, the first of many to climb aboard Ferrity, enter the harbor, and foul the air, land, and sea of that once beautiful morning.
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A few minutes after the helicopter, an orange CG RHI arrived. Following the 9/11 attack, Coast Guard RHIs proliferated faster than mosquitoes after a rain. The twenty-some-foot, twin outboard powered boats carried a crew of five with a big-ass machine gun mounted on the bow. Not a very writerly description thought Gybe as he reminded himself that writing was supposed to be his occupation, not a sideline.
Since the establishment of the Department of Homeland Security, it seemed that every soldier, sailor, airman, and Coastie came equipped with guns and bullets. Unlike many, Gybe felt no safer with an armed teenager – a teenager who may have selected the military over another trip to juvie hall.
After leading the Coasties to the bow and showing them his catch, they ordered him to return to the cockpit and wait.
Someone had notified the Maui County Police and a little later, two blue-light adorned SUVs kicked up red dust as they loped down the unmaintained jeep trail from Lono Harbor.
As the sun marched through the sky, Gybe repeated his story to successive waves of officialdom, sometimes changing or omitting minor details for their (OK his) enjoyment. He doubted that in the ensuing turf war and confusion, anyone would compare notes.
Each official approached with a similar set of questions. What was his name? What was he doing here? Where did he come from? What did he do for a living? Had he seen anyone when he arrived or later?
Gybe. Anchoring. Lāna‘i. Sushi chef. (As a rule, Gybe told the truth. As another rule, if an official or a pre-printed form asked a question that was irrelevant to their scope of responsibility or need to know, Gybe felt no obligation to fill in the blank accurately.) Nope.
A squint at the sun suggested that it was noon, yet the bodies remained hanging from his Bruce anchor. Designed to hold North Sea oil rigs, the patented Bruce appeared to work equally well supporting two chained together, non-obese bodies.
The CG had rafted their orange boat to his starboard side while the dingy gray Maui Police boat tied to the port side. Neither police nor Coasties had complied with his request to remove their black boots. Scuff marks led from amidships to the bow.
With all the attention focused on the bow, Gybe went below; made himself a peanut butter and onion sandwich, pulled a cold amber ale from the reefer, and returned to the cockpit. With the bottle held aloft, he saluted the news helicopter.
“We’re ready to remove the bodies, Captain.” The Coast Guard Lieutenant motioned Gybe to the bow.
At their direction, Gybe stepped on the UP button and watched the bodies rotate once as they swam lifeless towards Ferrity’s bow.
The Maui police officers maneuvered their boat underneath the corpses. With the aid of the divers in the water and officers in the boat, Gybe used the windlass to lower the remains into the police boat.
As Gybe watched the police boat accelerate out of the harbor, the senior CG officer spoke. “Captain, we’ll escort you back to Kaunakakai Harbor. The Maui Police have taken over jurisdiction since it doesn’t appear that the deaths occurred on a vessel or in federal waters.”
“Wasn’t planning to go there. Tell them I’ll be in Hale o Lono harbor if they need to talk with me.” Gybe’s words were lost as the boat’s coxswain fired up the twin outboards.
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“Permission to come aboard Captain.”
Only one other anchor competed with Ferrity’s anchor as it rested on the bottom of the small harbor.
With neither sense of humor nor sense of respect, the Coast Guard had suggested – strongly – that Gybe comply with the Maui Police request to return to Kaunakakai Harbor.
Taking his time getting underway yesterday afternoon, Gybe stowed the fate-altering Bruce anchor, retrieved the CQR anchor, and motored away from Kolo Wharf. Feigning engine problems, he raised sails and tacked upwind to Kaunakakai Harbor. The frustrated CG crew tagged along for thirty minutes before receiving a call to search for a missing windsurfer off Kihei on Maui. They motored alongside Ferrity which was sailing southeast on a port tack at six knots, and reminded Gybe that he was required to sail to Kaunakakai Harbor. With both throttles hard forward, the CG crew sped off towards Maui.
By the time the sun had dropped to within two diameters of the horizon, Ferrity rode to anchor in Kaunakakai Harbor; her sails stowed; and her hatches open. Gybe sat in the cockpit, cold amber ale in hand, and reviewed the day while watching the sun close on the distant sea.
Shoreward of Ferrity, music drifted from Mongoose’s schooner - Makani. Windward, or to the east, lay the half-mile long causeway connecting the town to the only commercial pier on the island. There was room for an interisland barge to tie alongside the west side of the pier. The interisland ferry terminal occupied a corner of the pier near the causeway. From his previous visit, Gybe knew that there were a dozen or so sailboat slips on the far side. Shoreward of the pier, on the near side of the causeway, fishing boats rocked in their slips. A small floating dinghy dock rested between the fishing boats and a launch ramp for trailered boats.
“Aboard Ferrity, permission to board.” The voice projected over the idling outboard of the Maui Police boat, now less than five yards away.
“Come aboard.”
Gybe hung two ten-inch diameter inflatable fenders from the lifelines as a cushion against the police boat. The officer on the bow handed him a line and Gybe wrapped it around the midship cleat.
Choosing cooperation over confrontation this morning, Gybe offered coffee to the two officers who now sat in the cockpit. From yesterday, he knew the younger officer.
“Gybe, this is Detective Kai Kane of the Maui Police. Murders are very rare on Moloka‘i, so Detective Kane has come from Maui to lead the investigation. As you know, the island of Moloka‘i is part of Maui County.”
Gybe nodded to the detective.
“Gybe, I know you’ve told your story several times. I’ve read the reports and I have some questions. But, it is important for me to hear it directly.”
The mantra was cooperate. He must cooperate.
Detective Kane began the questioning by asking about his name. Gybe told the officers that Gybe was Gaelic for ‘the place where one breeds horses.’ The small talk continued for a few minutes.
“And your last name?”
Gybe’s “Don’t have, don’t need one” met arched eyebrows of Detective Kane.
During the first half hour of the police interview, Detective Kane listened intently as Gybe answered his questions. The questions mirrored, more or less, the ones Gybe had answered yesterday.
“Gybe, yesterday you listed your occupation as sushi chef. Care to elaborate on that?”
Gybe shrugged.
Detective Kane retrieved a folder from a daypack that he carried. “According to our records, Gybe of no last name, you have worked as a computer programmer and have sold freelance articles to several magazines.” Detective Kane looked up from the folder. “When did you become a sushi chef?”
Gybe explained his theory about answering don’t need to know type questions. Besides, he could be a sushi chef. When a mahimahi latched onto the hand-line fishing rig that he trailed behind Ferrity, he often carved off a piece of sashimi, dipped it in shoyu sauce, added a dab of wasabi, and downed it while the remainder of the fish lay trembling on the cockpit sole.
“Gybe. It is a serious offense to give false information to a police officer. I suggest that you bear that in mind as we continue our conversation.”
The interview continued for another hour as Detective Kane created, revised, and re-checked his notes against Gybe’s responses.
Gybe learned that both victims worked in the biotechnology field. The male victim worked for SynCorn, Inc. and the female victim worked for GeNesRus, Inc. Like a calf in a steer-roping contest, he felt the rope land around his neck. Less than two weeks ago, he had accepted an assignment to write an article about the genetic research activities on Moloka‘i.
“Any suspects?”
“It’s early, but I have a couple of ideas. The coroner thinks the bodies had been in the water between one and two days when you found them. When he runs more tests, I suspect he will narrow it to the night before you arrived.”
“I think that’s all for now, Gybe. We would like you to stay in the area for the next couple of days.”
“Are you ordering me to stay?”
“It’s not an order. Here’s my card.”
Gybe nodded.
Detective Kane turned to the other officer. “Wait for me in the boat?”
As the officer moved to the police boat, Detective Kane stood and motioned for Gybe to follow him to the bow. Lowering his voice, the detective continued. “Gybe, I know about the business in San Francisco. I’m sorry. There is no excuse for what happened between you and that officer. But, you are in Hawai‘i now.”
Gybe nodded.
“I also know how you, shall we say, irritated a couple of officers here on Moloka‘i last week. I have only their side of the story. As a fellow police officer in the same department, I tend to support them. However, there have been other incidents with one of those officers. I operate on evidence and reason.”
“What are you saying Detective Kane? Those officers last week were way out of line. If I hadn’t stepped in when I did, I hate to think what they would have done to Mongoose. They shouldn’t be on the force.”
“Mongoose a friend of yours?”
“He’s over on that schooner.” Gybe tilted his head towards Makani. “I met him ten days ago. Co-worker or not, your steroid enhanced, IQ-challenged officer needs to be shutdown.”
“That a threat?”
Gybe shrugged. “No threat, just feedback from a citizen.”
“OK, noted. Back to my earlier comment, you saved an innocent man’s life in San Francisco from an overzealous enforcement coalition. I respect that. Now, I’m asking you to respect me. Give me a call if you think of anything else.”
Gybe watched the police boat motor back towards the launch ramp. A large pickup, maybe a Ford 250 with crew cab, backed a trailer down the ramp and prepared to load the police boat.
A buzzing noise to his left drew Gybe’s attention to the incoming dinghy. Red and blue light beams reflected from the mouth of Mongoose sitting at the throttle. Gybe waved him alongside.
Ashore, the other officer – Gybe had forgotten his name – stood alongside the ramp and scanned Mongoose’s approach with binoculars.
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Still closed eyes sensed the emerging light of dawn while his subconscious mind scanned for unusual sounds. Gybe awakened in the vee-berth. Ferrity rode at anchor in Kaunakakai Harbor. He heard more splashing. Refracted sunlight streamed into one cracked eyelid as he peered towards the portlight above the berth.
Like a newly energized GPS receiver acquiring satellites, he felt the warmth of the tropics, saw the light that marked the end of one day of life and the beginning of another, heard splashing about the boat, but he couldn’t smell the coffee. Must have coffee.
As the water heated, Gybe pulled the Maui French Roast beans from the reefer and ground enough for a full pot of coffee – he had a guest. Unlike the average tourist, the high priced Kona coffee of the Big Island held little interest to Gybe or his budget. Besides, most of it was Kona Blend, which contained at most fifteen percent Kona beans. That is, if he could believe the barista who worked at the Coffee Gallery in Hale‘iwa. Scarred by too many jalapeños, his tongue could not distinguish the unique flavor. While the aroma filled the cabin, Gybe replayed the events of the last evening.
Late yesterday afternoon Gybe had been sitting at the Hotel Molokai Lanai Bar washing down a bowl of tortilla chips with back-to-back Fire Rock Ales when a travel-weary woman dropped anchor on the adjacent barstool. Actually, upon closer inspection, Gybe heaved the anchor metaphor.
In Gybe’s mind, the Lanai Bar represented the stereotypical South Seas beach bar. Similar to many tropical structures, a thatched roof deflected the sun and rain while the persistent trade winds, or trades, blew through the room, a room unburdened with walls.
Throughout most of the year, the northeasterly trade winds cool the islands. Trade winds, known since ancient sailing days, blow towards the equator between the horse latitudes and the doldrums – northeasterly above the equator, southeasterly below the equator.
The trades were a natural air-conditioner to the tropical islands of Hawai‘i.
Waves, always gentle after crossing the fringing reef, lapped the sandy beach at the edge of the bar. The coral reef lay between 50 yards and a half-mile offshore along most of the south coast of Moloka‘i. In front of the bar, the reef was two hundred yards offshore.
Beyond the reef and about nine miles across Kalohi Channel, Gybe could see the island of Lāna‘i. From his barstool, he watched humpback whales spout and sometimes breach near the reef.
Attired in winter clothes of surfer shorts, aloha shirt, and sandals, Gybe raised his bottle to the woman, “to winter.” It was December 11 across the Hawaiian Islands.
The top of the brunette’s head was level with his nose and she weighed maybe one twenty. She wore shorts with a sleeveless chambray shirt and was barefoot. Iridescent blue toenails, if dipped in the ocean’s edge, would send Nemo into a mating frenzy.
“Have some chips.” Gybe moved the chips basket and salsa bowl towards the newcomer.
A few weeks earlier the bar had begun offering complementary chips and salsa. Every day since then, guests and locals had packed the bar during happy hour. The holiday green colored tortilla chips and bright red salsa lent a festive atmosphere. In the tropics one seldom smelled roasting chestnuts, skated at the winter rink, or saw a dishwater gray sky through barren tree limbs. In the tropics, one noticed the little things like the green and red of chips and salsa or the seasonal return of humpback whales.
She started with the small talk and soon introduced herself, “I’m Kara.”
“Gybe. Nice to meet you. What brings you to this little island?”
Kara was from Mendocino – in Northern California. “It’s about a hundred and fifty miles north of San Francisco.”
“Yeah I know. Beautiful town. I used to live in the Bay area. One of my favorite road trips was the drive north along the coast. You here on vacation?”
Less than an hour earlier, Kara had checked into a room after a tedious two-day trip from the mainland. She told him that she was on Moloka‘i to help her friend Susan. They had been friends for several years and Susan worked for the organization that Kara founded.
“Susan is in jail. She’s in the Moloka‘i Police Station. They think she murdered two people.”
The noose around his heck tightened as he felt the cowboy flick the lasso. Walk away. Walk away now. Pretend you have to be somewhere else soon. Gybe took a second scan of the pretty young woman and signaled the bartender for another beer.
“She murdered those two scientists that were found a couple of days ago?” Gybe asked without revealing that he had found the bodies.
“NO! She didn’t murder them. She didn’t murder anyone. Susan would not, could not, murder anyone.”
The deepening aroma of fresh coffee snapped Gybe’s thoughts back to the present. He stepped up through the companionway and into the cockpit, favorite coffee mug in hand. From long habit, Gybe took visual bearings to confirm Ferrity’s position. Makani rested at her anchor shoreward, the pier rested at the end of the causeway to the east, the island of Lāna‘i lay to the south, and to the west, the ocean was open to the horizon.
In the distance, Kara turned and backstroked toward the boat.
“Want some fresh coffee?” Gybe hollered.
“Absolutely.”
Just as he thought, she wasn’t wearing a suit.
As Kara stepped over the lifeline, he handed her a fresh towel emblazoned with a boat under full sail in front of a setting sun. Or was it a rising sun? “Any additives for your coffee?”
He hoped that she didn’t require something exotic like half-n-half. Aboard Ferrity, he carried unrefined sugar. And somewhere he had seen a pinkish block that once upon a time might have been individual sweetener packets. If necessary, he could break off a piece and toss it in the coffee grinder.
“No thanks.”
He handed her a steaming mug with “Foggy’s” stenciled on the side. His mind wandered back to the little café near San Francisco’s Fisherman’s Wharf. He halted that train of thought before it derailed into the swamp of past loves and heartbreaks. Each of his eleven coffee mugs had a story to tell if only mugs could tell stories.
“How’s the coffee?”
“Thick.” She grimaced. “This isn’t Kona, is it?”
“Nope, Kona is on the Big Island.” He said without explanation. “How about some cereal?”
Entertaining women on the morning after involved coaxing them into his inflatable dinghy, Aweigh, for a quick and preferably silent ride ashore. Kara had shattered his routine with her wakeup splash. She had slid from his berth, then into the water without awakening him. How?
Trapped, he ducked below for cereal. Into a bowl, he mounded four-grain granola from a Honolulu health food store. The granola was the least sweet and contained the least fat of the several granolas available. Why, he wondered, had the granola manufacturers felt obligated to add sweetener and fat? If he wanted fat and sugar, he was capable of adding them himself.
To each bowl, he added two shakes of whole sesame seeds, a generous topping of flax seeds, and six almonds – cut into thirds. An island grown apple banana sliced onto the mixture expanded the meal into the fruit group.
In the reefer, there was low-fat milk, and under the settee, he had several cartons of soy milk. “Do you want moo juice or bean squeeze on your cereal?”
As expected, she opted for the bean squeeze.
He passed Kara the cereal and a glass of orange juice before re-joining her in the cockpit. To the east, the sun had yet to scale Mt. Haleakalā on Maui. To the south, a two-foot swell broke along the reef on either side of the narrow channel into the harbor. Shoreward, the town of Kaunakakai lay silent beyond Mongoose’s Makani.
“So tell me more about yourself Gybe. And you can start with your name.” Kara asked as she handed him the empty bowl. “And don’t think I didn’t notice that you served my cereal in a dog bowl!”
“Back at you syrup girl!” Aboard Ferrity, Gybe used dog food bowls for cereal, salads, soups, and anything else that wouldn’t stay on a plate tilted at thirty-degrees. The high sides and non-slip bottoms of the bowls were perfect for use either underway or when the boat rocked at anchor.
“Syrup is C-A-R-O not Kara.” She spelled.
Trying to recover while wondering why she was still aboard, he began his story. “Gybe, it’s German for the man who shoes horses.”
“And why would your parents name you after a farrier?”
Last night at the Lanai Bar, after three amber ales, or were there more, Kara agreed – a little too quickly he recalled - to come back to the boat with him. Back aboard Ferrity with the moon four days past full, they stripped one another and dove over the side. Their intent was to swim off the alcohol. Nude, inebriated, and adrift near Ferrity, they attempted sex. They tried, laughed, and tried again. However, unlike astronauts who don taxpayer funded, two hundred thousand dollar, Velcro and bungee cord mating harnesses – the male with loops, female with hooks – Gybe and Kara could not engage locks and keep their heads above water. After several efforts to hold their breath, they returned to the inflatable dinghy where they coupled with ease, without grace, and with considerable noise.
After her swim this morning, Kara had failed to dress. The woman sitting across from him with a towel around her waist was five feet seven. Using his own features as a reference, Gybe had perfected a technique for determining a woman’s height. When writing, he often modeled a character after a street acquaintance or someone at the mall. For accuracy, he developed a technique for estimating the height of strangers. Since he was six one, he determined that if the top of her head came to his eyebrows, she was five nine, to his nose, she was five seven, and so on. As a sportsman, he supported tag and release for those women whose stature failed to reach his chin.
Kara wore her brunette hair short and manageable. Her large round eyes were of some color and she was physically fit. Her skin suggested that one or more of her ancestors had fornicated somewhere near the Mediterranean. The light almond skin would soon glow in the tardy sun still struggling to rise above Mt. Haleakala. Like a ripening fruit on the tree of love, she was at that yummy age – firm, sweet, juicy, and delicious.
Ignoring her comment about his name and anticipating her next question, Gybe continued.
“As to the rest of the story, I’m a sailor or more accurately a cruiser. I sail about the world from port to port with neither destination nor terrestrial home. The boat is my home; each new port becomes my yard; the waterways - my streets. In most ports and anchorages, I stay from one night to a fortnight. Sometimes when I like the port or the women or need to replenish the cruising kitty, I may stay up to a year.”
Having heard enough, Kara interrupted. “So how long will it take you to sail around the globe?”
“Around? I don’t know. I’m sailing ABOUT the world.”
“And for money?”
“Bit nosy are we? Now, tell me about yourself?”
Kara told him that she was the founder and president of the activist organization called Oceans Now. She had founded Oceans Now six years earlier modeling it somewhat after the environmental groups Earth First and Earth Liberation Front. Like those groups, Edward Abbey’s The Monkey Wrench Gang had served as inspiration. Kara was quick to point to the A Sand County Almanac by Aldo Leopold, Silent Spring by Rachael Carson, and more recently Sea Change by Sylvia Earle. Like the bibliography to a thesis, she rattled on with names including Roszak, Traven, Dillard, Lopez, Berry, and Jackson before Gybe held up his hand to signal her to stop.
“Whoa wahine. Just e-mail me your card file. I’ve read some of those and looked at the pictures in others. But, what does Oceans Now do?”
He learned that O.N., as Kara referred to it, believed that the ocean was the life of the planet. Not just the source, the original primordial soup of high school science classes, but the life that recognized every sunrise. Kara believed that the ocean was more important than the land, hence Oceans Now before a literal Earth First. Misanthropic as he, she believed that the third major rock from the Sun was misnamed. The ocean covered seventy one percent of the surface of this marble, and that number grew as the glaciers melted.
Kara bragged that the organization had chapters in every coastal state, Canadian province, and most Mexican states. Kara’s now jailed friend, Susan, lead the Hawai‘i chapter. Hawai‘i was the only U.S. state in the Tropics. When the two hundred nautical mile Exclusive Economic Zone was included, Hawaii was larger than the state of Alaska.
“I need help.” Kara said as they finished second cups of coffee.
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He hated it when women used him. Gybe was independent, freethinking, beholden to no one, yet here in his cockpit sat Kara – the woman who like many of her ilk wielded species propagation desires more efficiently than Zorro swung his sword.
She knew exactly who Gybe was. Last evening at the bar, she had made an excuse to return to her room. Like many single men and women, she used her favorite Internet search engine to vet Gybe. When she discovered his involvement in the San Francisco case, she hatched the plan that led to breakfast aboard Ferrity.
Recalling the San Francisco situation, the police had done their job within the limits of budget and caseload. The circumstantial evidence that they developed convinced the District Attorney to proceed with the indictment.
Like the police, Gybe subscribed to Occam’s razor, which said something to the effect that when deciding amongst several possible solutions to a problem, one should select the one that requires the fewest assumptions or leaps of logic. Occam, a fourteenth century medieval philosopher took credit for Aristotle’s law of parsimony, proposed several centuries earlier. But in fairness, Occam didn’t have the Internet or even the printed book for that matter. On the other hand, there was no justification for the twentieth century plagiarizing by the K.I.S.S. (Keep It Simple Stupid) crowd.
In the San Francisco case, Gybe discovered that the simplest solution from the prosecutor’s point of view was incorrect. The result had been the arraignment of an innocent person.
If he chose to help Kara, then Gybe would have to find another plausible solution to the crime. Why should he help her?
True, he had found the bodies. It was also true that he had considered dumping them back in the ocean and sailing away. He wanted to work on his novel. His article on the genetic engineering industry of Moloka‘i was due in two weeks. While he had completed most of the background research, he hadn’t begun the interviews for the piece.
“So last night was not due to my rugged physique, charming personality, or witty conversation? I was the seducee?”
Kara’s eyes rolled upward and to her starboard. Gybe suspected that her silence was an effort to shield his fragile male ego.
He explained to Kara that he was not a private investigator by either training or experience. He liked solving puzzles but in this case, Susan’s future was at stake. She could spend the rest of her life in prison if he failed.
“Why don’t you hire a real PI?”
“I’ve already checked. The sole PI on Moloka‘i chases errant spouses. Ick. I’d have to bring someone over from another island. There would be travel and lodging expenses. She would be as much of an outsider as you are.”
“So I’m cheaper. I’m flattered.”
“Gybe, I need help. I know that you believe in justice and I know that you can look at sides of the problem others will never see. I’ve read some of your Op-ed columns. You think - to be trite - outside the cubicle.”
“Susan didn’t kill anyone. I’m sure of that. We need your help. Will you help?” She leaned forward, breasts ajiggle, and laid a hand on his thigh.
Gybe’s feral reaction didn’t relate to her question. Breathe, ignore this creature, write, sail away were the thoughts he sought.
Detective Kane had told him that the victims were research scientists working in the field of genetic engineering. Could there be a tie-in with his article? Could there be a hot novel just waiting for publication? Could I get laid in the next five minutes? Oops, thinking had migrated south.
“OK, I’ll do what I can. But, remember I’m not a PI and I make no promises. I don’t know if a PI needs a license here, so you’re hiring me as a writer. I’ll write the story; let’s see, I know, I’ll call it Wayward Wench Whacks for Whales.”
“That’s not funny asshole. Susan is my friend.”
“You hire me; you get the package – no extra charge for humor or satire.”
“How much?”
Gybe didn’t answer immediately. This was yet another opportunity to get away from this mess. Could he? He decided to quote a high figure for his help.
“Two hundred.”
He watched panic flit across Kara’s eyes as she calculated the daily cost.
“Two hundred per hour?”
Could he be a real bastard? Could he walk away? He could say that his rates were two hundred per day; surely, she could afford that. Then, the thinking shifted to the big head as he told ole one-eyed winky to settle down. “Two hundred per half day.”
“Two hundred per half-day? That’s the weirdest rate I’ve ever heard.”
“That’s my rate. Any half-day or part thereof is two hundred. Plus out of pocket expenses and exclusive rights to Susan’s story or any related story that I develop.”
“That’s reasonable.”
“You haven’t seen my bar tabs. Do we have a deal?”
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While Kara dressed, Gybe performed his daily check of the dinghy. Kara had accepted his rates, so he suggested the first step should be a visit to Susan at the jail.
The dinghy was a four-chamber inflatable built by Zodiac. He had painted Aweigh on each bow. Two sixteen-inch inflatable tubes connected at the bow to form the hull. A high-pressure inflatable bladder created a semi-solid floor. The fourth air chamber was an inflatable keel, mostly worthless, under the high-pressure floor. When sailing, Gybe deflated the dinghy, rolled it into a cylinder, and stowed it in the port sail locker. A 9.9 horsepower Nissan outboard motor sat on the transom. Just below the motor on the inside of the wooden transom, Gybe had stenciled ‘T/T Ferrity’ – Tender To Ferrity. Sailors referred to the small boats as dinghies, dinks, inflatables, or tenders.
Dinghies had a way of disappearing, but the resale value decreased as the amount of personalization increased. To deter the theft of the outboard, Gybe had stripped the manufacturer’s paint and logo then repainted it a bright John Deere yellow. Onto the yellow, he stenciled Aweigh on each side.
He topped off the fuel tank and re-stowed the jerry can aboard Ferrity just as Kara emerged from below. “Ready?”
The outboard started on the first pull. Kara climbed over Ferrity’s lifelines and stepped into the boat.
“Cast off the painter.” Gybe directed. “It’s the line holding the dinghy. Unwrap it from the cleat.”
“Got it. Painter. That makes sense. More cliquish male jargon, I suppose.”
“Every line, sail, direction, and function has a specific name on a boat. The syntax is clear so that the sailors know what to do and when. When sailing, there is no time to waste explaining unclear terminology. If they know the jargon, as you call it, they know what to do.”
“Aye, aye mon capitan.” Kara smirked and smart-assed a salute.
Before departing Ferrity, Gybe maneuvered the dink to the anchor chain where he checked the snubber lines for chafe. They were fine. Then he guided the boat over the anchor where he looked down through the clear water. On the bottom, he could see the anchor chain disappear into the sand. The anchor lay under the sand. Satisfied that the anchor was set, Gybe spun the dink around and aimed the bow for the dinghy dock next to the causeway launch ramp.
Kara sat in the bow surveying the anchorage that she had not seen last night during the raucous trip from the hotel to Ferrity.
At the floating dock, she looped the painter around a cleat, then stepped onto the dock. The dock was barren of any other craft.
A taxi was waiting for the arrival of the morning ferry. Gybe and Kara climbed in.
“To the police station and step on it.” Gybe said.
Kara rolled her eyes.
8
Gybe couldn’t read the driver’s expression in the rear view mirror but he suspected it was not a sign of respect. The police station was less than a mile away. There were no traffic lights, only two stop signs, and they couldn’t have made a rush hour if they had collected every car on the island.
The Rainbow Taxi crunched across the coral gravel in the parking lot of Moloka‘i’s sole police station. Kara handed the driver a twenty, who returned a ten and three ones along with his business card. A scan of the card showed that he was the owner and operator of Rainbow Taxi, “The best taxi on the island,” he gloated.
He failed to mention that there were only two taxi companies with combined assets of five vehicles. No one had seen all five vehicles running simultaneously.
Across the street, Kara noticed a little league softball game and recognized one of the teams from yesterday’s ferry trip from Maui. “Little league must be a challenge when the teams compete from different islands.”
Nine new Ford Expedition SUVs and five older Ford Crown Vics each bearing the logo of Maui County Police Department, sat in the parking lot. With fourteen in the lot and presumably more patrolling, “how much crime is there on this small rural island?” Gybe wondered aloud.
In profile, the island of Moloka‘i resembled a running shoe. The toe was to the east towards Maui, the heel to the west towards O‘ahu. To the north, Kalaupapa Peninsula – made famous by Father Damien and his leper colony - protruded as the tongue of the shoe. Kaunakakai harbor and town lay near the instep on the south side of the island. Like most island towns, Kaunakakai rested on the flat coastal plain only a few feet above sea level.
The island of Moloka‘i was one of the least visited islands of Hawaii. It lay fourth from either end of the seven populated Hawaiian Islands. These islands lay generally along a line from northwest to southeast. Geologically, the oldest islands were in the northwest with the newest island – Hawai‘i or “the Big Island” – at the southeast end of the chain. From northwest to southeast, Niihau, Kaua‘i, O‘ahu, Moloka‘i, Lāna‘i, Maui, and the Big Island formed the populated Hawaiian islands.
Rural it was, because on the Internet Kara had found one operating hotel, a disconnected phone number to a second hotel, and reference to a bankrupt resort. Fewer than seven thousand people lived on Moloka‘i.
Inside the station, Kara identified herself and asked to see Susan. The desk sergeant, Hawaiian in appearance, gave her da stinkeye. The quaint cultural custom, a decidedly sneering look, is a sure way to start a fight thought Gybe.
No doubt, the coconut telegraph had signaled her arrival in town. Another officer led them to a small room where he took Kara’s purse and asked Gybe to face the wall.
Attired in aloha shirt, surf shorts, and sandals, Gybe had few places to conceal a weapon. In lieu of the pat-down, he lifted his shirt. The guard was unimpressed, so he dropped his shorts too. “OK?”
The guard grunted and turned to Kara. “Face the wall.”
“You lay one paw on me and my lawyer will see that you spend the rest of your career picking pineapples in a sugar cane field.” Kara threatened.
The standoff held for a full minute. Then Kara lifted her shirt, pirouetted, and dropped the shirt. “Unlike the animal over there, the pants stay.” Kara glared at the guard whose non-digital mind was still processing the images. He glanced down at Kara’s tight shorts, which couldn’t conceal a weapon let alone the mounds and crevices of her buff female anatomy.
Gybe watched as the guard left the room, probably still trying to determine what he had seen or what he thought he had seen. Kara’s motion had been too unexpected and too quick.
By the clock on the wall five minutes passed before the door opened and a female officer led Susan into the room.
The two women greeted each other with hugs and tears while Gybe watched. This was their first meeting since Susan’s call to Kara after the arrest. Kara introduced Gybe and told Susan about his background.
After a minimum of pleasantries, Gybe began the interrogation.
“Susan, Kara has hired me to help get you out of this fix. As I’ve explained to her, I’m not a private investigator nor do I have a license to be one. Hell, for that matter, I don’t know if you even need a license in Hawai‘i. Anyway, my official capacity is writer. I’m writing a story of what happened to the victims.”
Susan, skeptical, looked at Kara who shrugged.
“There are two obvious ways to proceed. First, we can establish an alibi for you on the night of the murder. Or, the much more difficult method is to find out who committed the murders. Let’s hope you have an alibi.”
Gybe waited, hoping Susan would take the cue. In the long silence he wondered if it was too late to walk away. Remember, there might be a paying story here. “So Susan, tell me what you do and where you were that night?”
“I left the harbor around 1900 – just after sunset.”
“What harbor?”
“I keep a work boat here on Moloka‘i at Kaunakakai Small Boat Harbor. It’s the only marina on the island. I went out that night and came back a few hours later.”
“Avast ye swabbie.” Gybe interjected in an attempt to shock Susan into a detailed answer. “Details, give me the details.”
Susan glared at Gybe then turned to Kara.
“Avast ye swabbie? Kara, you’ve hired fucking Popeye to help me?”
Kara spent the next ten minutes explaining Gybe’s involvement in the San Francisco case to Susan.
Susan still skeptical, sat cross-armed. To Gybe, she seemed frightened behind the angry façade.
“I know you don’t want to hear this Susan, but we – Oceans Now that is – can’t afford anyone else. If we had the money I would hire a fleet of investigators, but we don’t. Back at the office, the staff is working with all of our chapters to raise money to hire you a good attorney. Until we do that, you’re going to have to work with the public defender.”
A tear slid down Kara’s cheek. “Susan, you’re my best friend. We’ll work something out. I promise.”
Gybe let the emotion needle swing back towards center before he spoke. “Susan. I met you ten minutes ago and Kara less than a day ago. Kara has asked me to help. If you don’t want me here, say so.”
Gybe returned Susan’s stare as she scanned his face for her answer. She looked at Kara who sat with a pleading, somewhat helpless look on her face. “Gybe, what kind of a name is Gybe?”
Susan told Gybe that she owned a small marine construction company. Her company specialized in coastal work anywhere in the Hawaiian Islands. She repaired piers, built new docks, and occasionally picked up some salvage work. The company was three years old. Between contracts, she kept her workboat at Honokohau Harbor on the Kona coast of the Big Island.
“Isn’t that an odd line of work for an environmentalist?”
“Not really,” Susan explained. “Our society always places the environment second to development. The only way for me to minimize construction damage and ensure compliance with the existing, loophole ridden laws is for my company to do the work.”
“I can spend all my energy fighting the construction of a new pier. And lose.” She sighed. “Or, I can win the contract and build the pier in the most environmentally sound manner that I know.”
“If I don’t build the pier, then some low-bidding no-neck with a gill net behind his truck seat will. This is the only sure way to protect the ocean until society wakes up and realizes the fish, coral, octopi, whales, and birds are all gone.”
Gybe thought about Susan’s comments. She might be right. It seemed that everyone was for or against the environment. Sure, many people talked about the environment. Hell, they even slapped Sierra Club bumper stickers on their SUVs, but they did little beyond pay their club dues. Business wanted to provide a product to the consumer. Often the product came at a high cost to nature. The consumer with the bumper sticker wanted to pay the lowest possible price for the product. Each side said they were for the environment, but their actions reflected the opposite.
Environmental organizations differed little from profit-driven businesses. Didn’t the management of the enviros aspire for the same large buildings, staff, and influence more often ascribed to the corporate world? Membership or profit driven, each entity aligned the other as its polar opposite. Each was loathe to compromise. Each hired expensive lobbyists. Each converted forests into junk mail. Each must expand to survive. The resulting stalemate satisfied no one. Susan’s approach might be a compromise.
Returning from his wool gathering, Gybe spoke. “OK Susan. The coroner believes that the murders occurred on Monday night. Where were you that night?”
“Like I said, I left the harbor around 1900 – just after sunset. I motored around for awhile and returned.”
“How long were you gone and where did you go?”
“I got back to the harbor around midnight.”
“Where did you go?
Susan told them that she had motored out into the channel between Moloka‘i and Lāna‘i and drifted.
“You just drifted? What were you doing?”
“I drifted. I didn’t do anything.”
“Were you alone?”
“I was alone. I didn’t do it. I am not a murderer.” She crossed her arms beneath her breasts.
“Great.” Gybe turned to Kara. “My job is done. Just tell the DA that she didn’t do it.”
Gybe heard the tick of the clock on the wall behind Susan. Though the clock was electric, the manufacturer had designed it to tick. Ticking clocks were as anachronistic as dial phones. Did the ticks increase the tension like drops in water torture or decrease tension like a Hindu’s mantra? Over a hundred ticks entertained the three before Gybe changed the subject.
He glanced up from a spiral notebook. “Did you know Dr. Ray Wilson and Dr. J. Splicer, the victims?”
“No, I didn’t know them.”
She had hesitated and her body language didn’t support the answer. “You never met either one of them?” He repeated the question.
“No. I hate what the genetic engineers are doing to the environment. Why would I want to know them? They are destroying the environment. They’re killing the reef.”
“Strong statement. How are they killing the reef?”
Susan looked to Kara with a look that asked where she had found this bozo. “It’s obvious. They remove genes from algae, fish, god knows what, and stick the genes into a plant that nature has perfected over thousands of years to produce corn.”
“Tell me Gybe, the last time you ate a roasting ear of sweet corn, did you look at that ear of corn and say gee wouldn’t it be better if this corn were pink or wouldn’t it be better if it tasked like shrimp or why can’t we make the corn self-buttering?’”
Gybe held up both hands as a signal to stop. “Point taken. I don’t know what they are doing or why, but why do you think their work is killing the reef?” In fact, over the past two weeks, Gybe had learned a lot about what the genetic engineers of Moloka‘i were studying. This was the background research for his article, the article that he should be writing instead of playing PI.
Susan’s voice drew him back to the room. “Because. The reef is dying at the same time these bio-nerds are shaking their test tubes.” She folded her arms as a signal of proof.
Perhaps sensing that Gybe wasn’t convinced, Susan, sometimes assisted by Kara, argued for several more minutes. Gybe could see that emotions and rhetoric dominated the argument. She didn’t have facts to connect the state of the reef with the research of the seed corn companies. It didn’t mean that someone couldn’t prove a connection. It only meant that Susan had established the connection in her mind. She believed it. Ergo, her beliefs drove her actions. Whether science or logic supported the belief was irrelevant.
After referring to his notebook, Gybe directed the conversation away from the reef. “According to Detective Kane, you’ve been arrested several times during protests here on the island.”
Continuing her defensive posture, Susan said, “It is my right to protest. Free and peaceful demonstration is guaranteed by the Constitution.”
“Agreed. What did you protest and against whom did you protest?”
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Susan confirmed that she had picketed several biotech companies on the island. Gybe felt that she was evading some of the questions and he was ready to leave. He stepped outside and told the guard they were finished.
After the guard escorted Susan from the room, Gybe and Kara left the police station, walked to Kolapa Street, and turned right.
Near the end of this street, they turned left onto Kakalahale, which led to Susan’s house. Most of the time, Susan lived on the Kona coast of the Big Island where her business was based. Because she had won the construction contract for repairs to the commercial pier at Kaunakakai Harbor, she had relocated temporarily to Moloka‘i. She held a six-month lease on a small cottage in Kaunakakai town.
As they walked, Gybe surveyed his knowledge of the town.
There were no stoplights in the town, none on the island. The main street, except for the Hawaiian names, could be any small town main street on the mainland. Two grocery stores, three convenience shops, a couple of self-serve laundries, one bar, and several restaurants formed the business core of Kaunakakai. There were no hotels or motels in the town. That was how Kara ended up at the Hotel Moloka‘i, which sat on the beach a few miles east on the Kamehameha V Highway.
Over one third of Moloka‘i’s population called Kaunakakai home. Everyone knew everyone.
As they approached the house, Gybe spotted an old Unsafe at Any Speed 1961 model Corvair convertible sitting in the driveway. No cinder blocks supported the axles; no vegetation grew through the floorboards; no rust holes aerated the body.
Susan or someone had installed four vertical bamboo poles, one in each corner of the passenger compartment. A frame of chicken wire connected the tops of the poles. Thatched to this frame, a thick layer of palm fronds formed a roof. Like the Lanai Bar at the hotel, the sides and back were open to the elements. A slab of Plexiglas spanned the forward posts to form a windshield. Native tapa cloth covered the seats. A meticulous mural adorned the sides.
On the port side, the side facing them, the mural depicted a healthy, fish-populated reef along the bottom half of the car. Gybe identified Moorish idols, unicornfish, butterfly fish, bluestripe snappers, pufferfish, trumpet fish, and others. On the reef, he saw sea urchins, a moray eel hidden in a hole, starfish or as they were more accurately called today - sea stars, and an octopus. Jellyfish and squids swam just above the reef. A honu – green sea turtle – hovered over the front fender well, while a spinner dolphin arched over the aft wheel. The artist was very good; this mural could have been a diver’s snapshot of a thriving ocean reef.
As he neared the car, he saw an outline of the world and its continents painted on the hood. The oceans were named; the landmasses were blank and featureless. Underneath, he read the words Oceans Now. Scripted along the equator, he noted the Latin phrase Raptus regaliter. “Is this your logo?”
Kara nodded.
“And Raptus regaliter would mean?”
“Royally screwed.”
Susan had offered Kara the use of the house and the car. Kara wanted to retrieve her luggage from the Hotel Moloka‘i and check out.
Kara started towards the side door of the house. “I’ll look for the key in the house.”
“Don’t bother – you drive.” Gybe motioned to the driver’s door as he walked around to ride shotgun.
A puzzled expression settled on her face as Kara turned and walked back to the car. Opening the driver’s side door, Kara slid in. When she couldn’t find the ignition switch on the steering column, Gybe pointed to the dashboard above her right knee. In lieu of a key, a stubby screwdriver protruded from the slot. A twist of the handle launched a cloud of blue smoke from both tail pipes accompanied by a rumble similar to a misfiring Harley.
Kara dropped the floor-mounted speed shifter into reverse and eased out the clutch. Nothing happened.
“Maybe reverse is on the other side.” Gybe suggested.
Kara worked her way through the gears. She found three forward gears, but no working reverse. “Now what?”
“There’s nothing in front of us, drive around the yard and back to the road.”
She found her way back past the police station and onto the main road. With only one paved road leading through the town, the odds of not getting lost were good. Kara turned left towards the Hotel Moloka‘i.
“You know,” Gybe commented, “Ralph Nader would shit an oil pump if he saw a greenie driving a Corvair!”
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Behind the hotel counter, the clock indicated 2:03 p.m., 1403 to Gybe, when Kara finished checking out.
“Let’s get something to eat.” He turned to the clerk. “Is the Lanai Bar still serving lunch?”
The clerk nodded.
Unable to lock her bags in the ’vair, Kara stashed them with the concierge.
The bartender motioned to take any table. Gybe chose one midway between the bar and the beach. Like the ’vair, a thatch roof shielded them from the early afternoon sun. Kara sat with her back to the bar and looked out across the beach to the ocean,. With Kara on his right and the ocean to his left, Gybe faced the deserted swimming pool. He guessed that most guests were napping between morning beach time and afternoon mai tai.
He greeted their server Keali‘i as she slid a basket of holiday green tortilla chips and a tub of salsa onto the table. He had met her during his first sail to the island a few weeks earlier. When asked, she would describe herself as a “short Hawaiian girl.” Here in the restaurant, Keali‘i stood about five-five, but Gybe knew that barefoot on the beach, she barely broke five two. True to her Polynesian ancestry, her hair was black and her light chocolate skin wrapped tightly around a sensual figure. Raised on the island as the daughter of a paniolo (Hawaiian cowboy) who rode for the Moloka‘i Ranch, Keali‘i was thirty-one years old. She had graduated with a degree in ocean sciences from the University of Hawai‘i Manoa campus. Manoa was part of Honolulu on the island of O‘ahu.
Gybe introduced the two women. Comparing their hands, he judged that the two women were about the same age. In this botox injected, silicone boosted, liposuct’ed, whitened, tightened, and tinted era, hands were the only unaltered age-indicator on women. Although, his friend Mongoose claimed that he could predict a woman’s age by looking at the back of her knees.
“Keali‘i,” Gybe said, “what’s with the tortilla chips? I don’t think of chips and salsa as typical Hawaiian fare.”
“You’re right, except for here at the hotel, chips and salsa are as rare as nēnē.” She turned to Kara. “Nēnē,” Keali‘i pronounced it nay nay, “is the rare and protected Hawaiian goose. They are our state birds.”
“The restaurant manager agreed to test market the new chips. What do you think of them?”
“They’re grrrrreat.” Gybe threw his best Tony the Tiger impersonation. “Last night after a few beers and a basket of these chips I felt no pain. Mellow. The chips are the perfect complement to a fine amber ale.”
Behind her menu, he saw Kara roll her eyes at his culinary savoir-fare.
“Can I get a bag to go when we finish lunch?”
“We don’t normally do take-out, but just for you Gybe,” she semaphored with her eyelashes, “I’ll put together a bag to go.”
“Mahalo Keali‘i.”
Kara, pretending to read the menu, missed nary a flutter.
“Can I get you guys a drink while you’re looking at the menu?” Keali‘i turned to Kara.
Kara ordered a mai tai while Gybe opted for Fire Rock Ale from Kona Brewing. They scanned the menus in silence. Silent except for the sound of munching chips.
In a few minutes, Keali‘i returned with their drinks.
Locking eyes with their server, Kara ordered a mahimahi sandwich and a tossed salad.
“I’ll have the grilled ahi sandwich; hold the special sauce or mayo, a salad, and fries.” Gybe returned the menu to Keali‘i.
“That menu was Greek to me. Mahimahi was the only thing I recognized.” Kara said.
“You’ll catch on soon enough. It didn’t take me long to learn many of the common Hawaiian words. The ahi in the sandwich that I ordered is one of the many kinds of tuna.”
“Pronunciation can be intimidating, but it is quite simple. Once you figure out the syllables, just pronounce each one. Don’t try to say the words too quickly. Remember, you’re on island time now.”
Keali‘i returned with their lunch and as she sat it on the table, Gybe ordered another round of drinks.
Eyeing the empty restaurant and always recruiting for Oceans Now, Kara invited Keali‘i to join them when she returned with the second round of drinks.
“Sure, I’m due for a break and it’s slow – thanks.”
Between bites, Kara asked Keali‘i why after all the work to become an ocean scientist, she was waiting tables at the Hotel Moloka‘i.
While they ate, Keali‘i explained that after receiving her Master of Science degree she chose to return to Moloka‘i rather than go to work for some company on the mainland.
“Aren’t there companies in Hawai‘i that you could work for?” Kara asked.
“Some, but not many. It’s frustrating. Hawai‘i sits in the middle of the Pacific Ocean yet most of the companies that work in the marine environment are on the mainland. We have a few aquaculture firms, a couple biotech companies that are extracting pharmaceuticals from ocean life, and a half-hearted attempt at developing technology for extracting energy from ocean waves.”
She paused. “Sorry about the rant. I want to work in Hawai‘i. I grew up here, I like to surf, dive, swim, canoe – anything to do with the ocean. My ohana is here.”
“Ohana?”
“Ohana means extended family. It includes my brothers and sisters, parents, grandparents, aunties, uncles, their kids… - almost a community. Our culture is based on the ohana.”
With a bit too much sarcasm Gybe thought, Kara asked, “How does an ocean scientist help her community by waiting tables?”
“Oh, this is part time and temporary. I’m continuing my studies as a doctoral candidate at UH. I use a broadband Internet station at the Maui Community College campus. They have an extension branch here on the east side of town. Every other semester I return to O‘ahu for face time with my professors. Meanwhile, I’ve submitted a grant proposal to fund my research.”
“What is the subject of your research?” Gybe asked.
“The reef. You swim and dive, right Gybe?”
“Sure, as much as I can. But to be honest, I’ve found that most of your reef is dead.”
Keali‘i spelled out some of the problems. Tourists clumsily break coral formations with their flippers while snorkeling, and though it was against the law, tourists and local entrepreneurs collect corals and shells to take home or sell. Urban runoff floods the reefs with trash. Poor agriculture practices allow tons of silt to wash into coastal waters with each rain. The silt chokes the delicate corals and anemones. Unlike many more environmentally conscious states, Hawai‘i has very lax laws controlling the run-off from construction sites.
“My ancestors subsisted on the bounty of the sea. But today, poor economic conditions and lazy habits have caused overfishing of coastal waters. Lazy fishermen and greedy fishermen use throw nets and set nets to harvest beyond their needs. Ancient Hawaiians did not use nets.”
Kara nodded in agreement. “Keali‘i, you sound like a woman with a mission. Good luck. If you need my help, let me know. I can review your grant application, if you want.”
“Here’s my business card. E-mail your address. When I return to Mendocino I’ll contact some of the people that I know.”
Remembering Susan’s contention about the corn companies, Gybe questioned Keali‘i before she left.
“Maybe.” Keali‘i responded. “There are so many factors affecting the reef that it is possible that there are side effects from the genetic research on corn. Can I get you guys anything else?”
“No thanks, I’m pau.” Gybe answered.
“Pau?” Kara arched her eyebrows.
“Pau,” Gybe pronounced it pow, “means done, finished, complete … it’s a great word that you’ll hear often.”
“What’s next?”
“I want to see what the newspapers have to say and I want to look around Susan’s house.”
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Kara turned left from the hotel parking lot, steered the ’vair towards Kaunakakai, and mashed the accelerator. Soon, the heavy, engine-toting rear end of the car stopped swaying and began tracking the hood ornament. Within minutes, the car accelerated to match the 35-mph speed limit. There were neither seat belts nor airbags. A thin layer of paint padded the steel dashboard. If a collision appeared imminent, Gybe selected bailing out as his survival tactic. He rode with his right hand fastened to the door handle.
He pointed at convenience store and told Kara to stop. “Don’t forget, we can’t back up.”
Kara rolled the car parallel to the sidewalk.
Inside the store, Gybe purchased copies of the Honolulu Advertiser and Honolulu Star-Bulletin.
“Why are you getting the Advertiser? Are you looking for another car?” Kara asked.
“No. The Advertiser is a statewide newspaper. I don’t know how they ended up with the name. On the other hand, maybe they should be complimented for their honesty.”
Kara drove to the house. Plantation owners had built it to house their workers. Weathered clapboard, perhaps once painted gray, covered the exterior of the simple square design. A porch, or lanai as they say in Hawai‘i, three steps above ground level, crossed the front of the building. The front railing was missing and the end rails teetered.
They approached the front door. Gybe opened the screen and checked the door. It didn’t budge. “Gotta key?”
“No. Let’s try the side door.”
A deadbolt lock secured the side door where a notice denied entrance except on police business. Gybe tried the window to the right of the door. Through the windowpane, he could see that it was unlocked. He lifted the lower window, then bowed motioning ladies first to Kara. She climbed through the window and unlocked the side door.
They had entered the kitchen. Divided into quarters, the efficient floor plan contained four rooms – kitchen, living, bedroom, and bedroom. They wandered through the rooms.
In the second bedroom, Kara pulled aside a curtain of beads to reveal a Porta Potti in the closet.
“Nice bathroom. Where’s the rest of it?”
“Hey, Mendocino gal, this is back to nature. I saw a garden hose out back. Da shower. What else do you need?”
Gybe snagged the Honolulu Star-Bulletin and grabbed a chair at the kitchen table. Even after four days, the murders on Moloka‘i remained on the front page.
Gybe skimmed the stories, picking out the highlights.
According to the lead story, Maui County Police officials had a suspect, Susan Combs, in custody. Ms. Combs owned Ocean Construction Company, Inc. headquartered on the Big Island. One anonymous police source had told the reporter “We have witnesses who can put Ms. Combs at the scene of the crime.”
Witnesses? Susan had told him that she went out by herself and drifted in the channel. Now, the police were claiming they had witnesses. “Susan lied,” he said aloud.
“Huh?”
“Your friend, Susan, lied to us. According to this story, the police have witnesses.”
Before Kara could respond, Gybe held up his hand and returned to the newspaper.
According to the reporter, Maui County Police had arrested Susan twice during protests at SynCorn, Inc. An unnamed source at the Kaunakakai police station told the reporter that they believe she participated in the destruction of a test plot of corn owned by GeNesRus Ltd. Moreover, she had organized protests at the companies where the victims worked, as well as, most of the other seed companies with research plots on Moloka‘i. Not surprisingly, she was a co-defendant along with a weekly island newspaper in a pending libel suit. In several instances over the past eighteen months, the local paper has quoted Susan as saying, “… corn companies and their genetic engineering are murdering the reef system of the Hawaiian Islands.”
Recapping the crime, two paragraphs revealed that a passing sailor had discovered the two victims on the ocean floor, inside the fringe reef on the south side of Moloka‘i. The site of the discovery was near the old Kolo Wharf, about ten miles west of Kaunakakai.
The police identified the victims as Dr. Ray Wilson of Kualapu‘u, Moloka‘i, and Dr. J. Splicer of Kaunakakai. Both victims were research scientists specializing in genetic engineering. Dr. Wilson worked for SynCorn, Inc. GeNesRus, Inc. employed Dr. Splicer. A sidebar provided background information on SynCorn and GeNesRus.
According to the county Medical Examiner, the time of death was between 9:00 p.m. and midnight on Monday, about thirty-six hours before the discovery. The M.E. did not release the cause of death. An anonymous source told the reporter that the bodies were sunk in concrete.
No shit, thought Gybe, as he continued reading. If the reporter had seen the bodies dangling from the chain draped across Gybe’s anchor, she would have been a bit more graphic in the description.
The focus of the article shifted to the murder victims.
Gybe read that Dr. Wilson, the male victim, and his wife had lived in Kualapu‘u, a small town in the center of the island. Sharon Wilson taught school at the Moloka‘i High School, near their home. Married for ten years, the couple had two children.
Dr. Wilson’s hobbies included scuba diving, fishing, and kite boarding.
Dr. J. Splicer, the female victim, worked for GeNesRus, another biotechnology company. Dr. Splicer had joined GeNesRus directly after completing the requirements for her Ph.D. at the University of California, Davis. During her sixteen months with GeNesRus, she worked out of their Moloka‘i research center. The company did not reveal Dr. Splicer’s area of expertise.
Dr. Splicer was single and rented a small home in Kaunakakai.
“The facts are pretty sparse.” Gybe summarized. “There isn’t much about the murders or the reason for arresting Susan.”
He flipped the page and found brief overviews of each company.
Beginning with the SynCorn history, he learned that Dr. Lester Spooner had founded SynCorn three years ago. The privately held firm employed seventeen scientists and technicians. SynCorn conducted research in the area of genetic modification of hybrid corn.
SynCorn had employed the male victim, Dr. Ray Wilson, for two years. He had moved to Moloka‘i from Stillwater, Oklahoma. According to a SynCorn spokesperson, Helena Feedum, “Dr. Wilson, Ray, wanted to test his laboratory findings in the field test plots here on Moloka‘i. Dr. Wilson’s work involved the modification of the gene that gives common corn its distinctive yellow color.”
Remembering that Heinz had introduced green ketchup and then blue ketchup, Gybe surmised that SynCorn was attempting to do the same with corn. Gybe looked up at Kara. “Do you think kids would eat more veggies if they were rainbow colored?”
“The kids or the veggies?”
"For now, let’s assume they are coloring the veggies.”
He returned to the article but wondered if some other company was creating a variety of green beans that were purple or pink. “Remember the artist who created the luminescent rabbit?”
Kara shuddered. “These guys are fucking nuts! I can’t believe we are allowing these genetic hackers to experiment with life. Do they have any idea of the repercussions of their experiments? Do they KNOW what will happen when a farmer plants blood-red corn on his Nebraska fields?”
Gybe ducked back behind the newspaper to avoid the rant.
“How do they change the color of corn? Suppose they are taking the color gene from tropical fish, maybe a clownfish, and splicing it into the corn genome. What happens when some of that corn washes into the ocean here on Moloka‘i? What happens when it enters the pelagic food chain?” Kara ranted on.
“Why do we need colored corn?” As Gybe’s mouth started to move, Kara answered her own question. “Just so some greedy multinational corporation can make more money. I’m so damned mad. Let’s go visit SynCorn right now!”
“Hold on. I’m hearing a lot more emotion than facts. You may be right, but we don’t know that Dr. Wilson was mating Nemo with the Jolly Green Giant. I want to read the rest of this article, OK?”
Gybe finished the SynCorn story and sailed his eyes over to the GeNesRus company overview.
In the GeNesRus sidebar, Gybe read that Dr. Elizabeth Miller had founded the company two years earlier. The company enjoyed the status of woman-owned although there was no public record of government contracting.
The privately held firm hadn’t released any financial data. A press release eighteen months ago indicated that a Boston venture capital firm had invested in GeNesRus.
In a telephone interview with Dr. Elizabeth Miller, the founder and CEO, the reporter had learned that nineteen employees worked at the laboratory on Maunaloa Highway west of Kaunakakai. When asked about the specific business of GeNesRus, Dr. Miller told the reporter “GeNesRus is researching the transfer of genetic material from one plant species to another.” When pressed, the CEO refused to elaborate.
“They sure don’t reveal much about either the victims or their employers.” Gybe amplified his earlier comment. “I guess the companies are worried about their trade secrets.”
“Public opinion is their real fear.” Kara offered. “Why do you think they perform their research on Moloka‘i, an island with little industry and few job opportunities? There is no daily newspaper and no scheduled airline flights. Because Hawai‘i has only one mayor per county, the mayor of Moloka‘i sits in the county seat on Maui. And how much will the state help? The state capitol is in Honolulu. Frankly, they care more about waders on Waikiki than mutants on Moloka‘i. The greedy multinational corporations are taking advantage of these people.”
Wow, she never stopped to breathe once. Greedy-multinational-corporation came out as one word. “You seem to know a lot about Hawai‘i for someone who flew in yesterday?”
“We have a network of volunteers within Oceans Now who contribute to a master database. I read the report on the flight from San Francisco.”
“So I take it that you are opposed to genetic engineering?”
“Damn straight. We don’t know if it is safe. We don’t know the long-term effects on the environment. We don’t know if the genes can migrate from one species to another in the wild. There are a hundred things that we don’t know about the process.”
“But if the scientists can make crops that produce more food or require less fertilizer and pesticide, isn’t that good?”
“Only if it is safe. Today, we don’t know that. Europe has banned genetically modified organisms (GMOs) because we can’t prove they are safe. Besides, marketing reasons drive the creation of many of the GMOs. They’ve spliced terminator genes into crops so their seeds are sterile. This forces the farmer to buy new seeds every year. They’ve modified tomatoes so that they hold up better for shipping, but they taste like cardboard.”
Rolling along, Kara continued, “Remember back in the nineties when they created BtCorn. The genetic engineers designed it to be resistant to the European corn borer. Well, it also killed monarch butterflies.”
“Hold on,” Gybe interrupted, “that isn’t true. More than a dozen studies countered that report. It was a flawed study. Don’t let your emotions overrun the facts.”
“That’s what you say. Do YOU know the effect of the BtCorn twenty or fifty years from now?"
“No. Our grandparents didn’t know the effect of automobiles, jet planes, or electricity either. How many butterflies have they killed? How much poison do they produce? You’d be waist deep in horse shit if it weren’t for the automobile. Is the car better than a horse?” Gybe paused. “I don’t know. The answers aren’t simple.”
“OK, then do you agree we should use the precautionary principle?”
Gybe was familiar with the principle. It stated something to the effect that when an activity raises threats of harm to human health or the environment, precautionary measures should be taken even if some cause and effect relationships can not be established scientifically. In other words, we should protect the environment and human health first – even if we have no clear evidence of harm. We should err on the safe side.
“You’re suggesting that if we have no evidence of harm from a genetically modified organism then we ban it because it MIGHT harm the environment or people?” Gybe questioned.
“Better safe than sorry.”
“Good thing that the precautionary rule was invented recently.”
Kara wrinkled her forehead and then played the part. “Why?”
“For starters, you wouldn’t be able to eat cooked food. You’ve read of the studies that list all the carcinogens created during frying and how other forms of cooking break molecular bonds. If you had just invented cooking, could you get it past the precautionary principle?”
“That’s absurd.” Kara appeared to be searching for a deeper answer before she blurted. “Besides, I’m a vegetarian.”
Gybe let the knowledge of her mahimahi sandwich for lunch slide by. “OK, if you don’t like that one, then how about raising corn in Africa?”
“What about it?”
“Corn wasn’t invented in Africa. It came from Mexico.”
“So?”
“Who tested corn in the growing conditions of Africa? How did they know that corn wouldn’t interbreed with endemic plants to create a new Frankenplant? Suppose there was an organism in the soil of Kenya that interacted with corn plants to create a toxin that killed giraffes?”
Clearly angered, Kara butted in, “You don’t care what the mad scientists create in their genetic labs?”
“Didn’t say that. I’m saying that the issue isn’t as simple as a bumper sticker. Biotech promises great new positive developments for the environment, agriculture, medicines, quality of life, etc.” Holding up his hand to stop her response, he continued. “AND, it holds the potential for great danger. It’s not a question of either we do it or we don’t. The masses need to learn that milk does not come from a carton and electricity does not come from an outlet. Society is scientifically illiterate, ignorant, and stupid.” He may have been redundant, but Gybe held the masses in very low esteem.
Though he had known Kara for only a couple of days, he knew she wasn’t stupid. She wouldn’t buy his arguments at face value, but he suspected that she would ponder some of the things he had said. Of course she would never admit this.
While Kara steamed, Gybe finished reading the newspaper article.
Finished with the Star-Bulletin, Gybe traded papers with Kara and scanned the reports in the other major newspaper.
He glanced up at the kitchen clock, saw that it was nearly 6:00 p.m., and flipped on the small countertop television.
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On the TV, the face of a pretty woman filled the small screen. She was pretty because five test audiences gave her a high rating during her hiring process. She won additional points for white, straight teeth and perfect hair. On cue and at random, she could call up any of seven pre-defined facial expressions ranging from laughter to misty-eyed gloom. Tears spoiled her make-up, so she never used them. Her agent negotiated a contract stipulating that during a broadcast, she would never utter more than four consecutive sentences. Each sentence would contain no more than eleven words – no more than three syllables per word.
Or at least, that was what Gybe imagined after listening to the woman speak.
Gybe watched as she announced the top story. “In Wailuku today, the Maui County Prosecuting Attorney held a news conference.” She hit her maximum word count, so she started a new sentence. “He discussed the recent murders on Moloka‘i.” Hawaiian words, such as Moloka‘i, were exempt from the three-syllable rule. She stumbled through their pronunciation. Turning her head, she directed the audience to follow her eyes to the growing inset of the reporter on the scene.
The on scene reporter’s head oscillated between her notes and the camera. Reading from her notes, she reported that during the news conference, the Prosecuting Attorney (PA) had told reporters that at one p.m. today, Susan Combs had appeared before a District Court judge via video link to the Kaunakakai jail. The purpose of the hearing was to set the date for a preliminary hearing to determine if sufficient evidence warranted proceeding to trial.
The state charged her with two counts of first-degree murder. The prosecutor had sufficient evidence to show pre-meditation in the killings. Further, he said that several eyewitnesses had placed her in the area of the crime; that she had a documented history of “violence” (his word) against the companies that employed the victims; and that Susan had access to specific physical evidence used in the commission of the crime.
A video clip of the news conference bloomed on the screen as the reporter’s image faded to a small corner. The Prosecuting Attorney was speaking: “Under Hawai‘i Revised Statutes, a conviction of first degree murder carries a mandatory life sentence without possibility of parole. This heinous crime will not go unpunished.”
Already building his case for the jury and possibly political office, Gybe thought.
The prosecutor continued, “A civilized society tolerates no justification for murder. A life cannot be traded for the environment.”
Was the converse true? Gybe wondered. Was it OK to trade the environment for a life?
Several reporters jumped up with questions. “What was the cause of death?” yelled Melinda, the on-scene talking head of the television station they were watching.
“No comment.”
Undaunted, the reporter fired back. “I’ve heard that the victims were wearing concrete overshoes. Is organized crime involved?”
Like the wave at a football stadium, the other reporters leaned forward to hear the prosecutor’s response.
“No comment. It is irresponsible for the media to give credence to unfounded rumors.”
Another reporter, Connie from the Maui News, gained the floor. “Sir, is the ice epidemic in Hawai‘i the result of the arrival of organized crime? Is there a turf war on Moloka‘i?”
The prosecutor reddened; clearly his necktie was too tight. “Listen Connie, you know better than to ask that question. Organized crime has nothing to do with this murder. WE have the perp.”
With his fingers, he enumerated the means, motive, and opportunity of prime time television detectives. Physical evidence collected at the crime scene showed a link to Susan’s company. She had a documented history of conflicts with the employers of the victims. Finally, the prosecutor explained that witnesses placed Susan in the vicinity at the time of the murders.
“She is in jail. She is an enviro-fanatic. No more questions.” The PA, as they were called in Hawai‘i, exited through a door on the left side of the stage.
In Gybe’s opinion, the prosecutor was laying the groundwork for next fall’s gubernatorial race.
Turning to the television audience, Melinda re-stated the results of the news conference for those who weren’t paying attention or somehow missed the paucity of facts offered by the Maui Prosecuting Attorney. Then she handed the cue back to the station.
The perfect broadcastress at the anchor desk thanked Melinda, which counted as a sentence, then tossed the ball to her perfect co-anchor.
Gybe killed the set. He placated his disgust with sound bite news as he recalled Mongoose’s project. Mongoose was developing an animation program to replace the talking heads. During the demo, the ’goose typed in a script and then pressed the Action button. An animated head, very life like, began talking. Included in the head selection were several ethnicities, races, hairstyles and colors, wardrobes, and seven choices for gender. The script language, he called it Emotion Text Markup Language or ETML, allowed an expansive variety of characters and emotions.
Gybe faced Kara. “Sounds like the prosecutor has a pretty tight case. Susan’s civil disobedience has returned to haunt her.”
“She’s innocent.” Kara retorted. “I believe that.”
“The prosecutor won’t take YOUR word for it. If you believe in Susan’s innocence then we have to prove it. After that news conference, the police are going to look no further for the killer. Occam rides again. In their mind, Susan, now locked up in their jail, had the motive, opportunity, and means.”
Gybe reconstructed the facts. He was worried about the prosecutor’s claim of physical evidence connecting Susan to the crime. And who were the alleged witnesses?
The victims worked for two separate companies, companies involved in genetic engineering. Ample evidence revealed that Susan held genetic engineering responsible for the destruction of Moloka‘i’s reef. The Maui Prosecuting Attorney believed this was Susan’s motive. Were the genetic scientists killing the reef?
According to the reports, Jean, a recent graduate, moved from California seven months ago. Ray, ten years older than Jean, had moved his family from Oklahoma two years ago. Jean was single. Ray had left behind a wife and two young children. There weren’t any apparent connections between the victims. Or were there? Gybe made a mental note to search for a connection.
Why would Susan, or anyone for that matter, murder two unrelated scientists?
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Kara guided the ’vair down the causeway. After the news, Gybe had asked Kara to drive him back to the harbor.
Because of the shallow water inside the reef, the pier anchored the end of a half-mile long causeway. The west side of the pier handled the ferry and barge traffic. According to the charts, the controlling depth was nineteen feet with a width of about ninety yards. There was room for one barge to tie alongside the pier at the makai end, while leaving space for the ferry landing at the mauka end. Used tires from jetliners and earthmovers hung along the pier to cushion the cargo barge.
From the air, the causeway was the shaft, the pier the blunted arrowhead.
“Kara, your Hawaiian words for the day are mauka and makai. Mauka means inland, towards the mountains, or towards shore. Makai mean towards the sea.” He pronounced the words as mau-ka and ma-kye.
“Mauka – toward shore, inland. Makai – towards the sea or ocean.” She mimed.
Gybe explained the method of giving directions in Hawai‘i, as he understood them. Because the islands tend to be high and rugged in the center, most movement was along roads or trails that followed the shoreline. Magnetic directions – north, south, east, and west – meant little. As you drove along a road, the road might change from southeast to east to north to west in twenty miles. Instead of using magnetic directions, islanders who traveled along a shoreline, either traveled towards the next point of land or away from the previous.
Kara seemed interested, so Gybe gave an example. Traveling along the shore between Honolulu and Waikiki, for example one drove either towards Diamond Head or towards Ewa – somewhat in the direction southeast or northwest.
On the west side of the causeway, Gybe pointed out the boat ramp used to launch trailer-bound boats followed by the dinghy dock. Beyond the dock, several private fishing boats bobbed in their slips. As they drove past the last slip, the causeway melded into the concrete pier.
The parking lot was at the head, mauka end of the pier near the ferry terminal. Kara parked in a marked slot in front of the harbormaster’s office. Gybe, always curious about other sailboats, walked to the east side of the pier.
Seventeen sailboats rested in slips that they reached through a narrow channel. The channel, blasted through the solid coral, was less than eight feet deep. It led from the main harbor channel around the makai end of the pier and along the east side. Behind the slips, east of the pier, a breakwater helped calm the water and protect the boats. In Gybe’s seafaring eye, few of the boats had left their slip in the past year. At the mid point of the pier, just makai of the last sailboat, a small loading dock was available to commercial fishermen.
Gybe recognized two boats but their owners were not aboard. He strolled back across the parking lot and joined Kara who was waiting beside his dinghy.
When Kara and Gybe had motored to Kaunakakai earlier that morning, they had left Ferrity at anchor seaward of Makani, Mongoose’s schooner. “I want to swing by Makani and talk with Mongoose.”
“Mongoose?” Kara questioned.
“That’s his name or at least that’s what he’s called. I don’t know his real name. He once told me that a mongoose when caught young is very easy to tame, very clean, and easy to keep.”
Kara’s right eye half-closed as her left eyebrow arched.
As an afterthought, Gybe added. “The ’goose was raised by a pack of street urchins after his mother abandoned him at the age of four. She left him standing outside a feeding kitchen for the homeless in Iwilei and drove off with her drug supplier.”
Kara asked about the boat. Although she had been around the water, she was not a sailor and did not recognize the types of sailboats. Gybe explained that a schooner carried two or more masts, the foremost of which was shorter than the other masts. Almost no one built them anymore. Most new sailboats carried either sloop or ketch rigs. Rarely, did anyone build a yawl.
Gybe had stepped into the dinghy when Kara said that she wanted to tag along.
Gybe wasn’t sure that he wanted her company, but he had failed to formalize the working arrangement when he agreed to help Kara and her friend Susan. He hoped that Mongoose’s habits and behavior might discourage future visits, so he agreed to take her out to Makani.
Looking back at the causeway, he noticed a steady stream of vehicles driving out to the pier, around the parking lot, and back into town. Island fever.
Kara boarded the dinghy while Gybe unlocked the chain that he used to discourage theft. His Nissan outboard started on the first pull. The lines were off, so he flipped the transmission lever forward and idled away from the dock. It was dark and according to the rules of the road, he should have switched on the running lights. He didn’t.
Nearing Makani, he saw the a head prairie dog up from the amidships hatch.
Having not seen the movement, Kara asked if anyone was aboard.
“He’s there. And he knows we are coming.”
Gybe slipped the engine into neutral and glided to the starboard quarter of Makani.
“Ahoy Makani, anyone home?”
Mongoose popped from the hatch. “Hey Gybe. Come on aboard.”
Since Kara was sitting in the bow, he asked her to hand the painter to Mongoose.
Mongoose tied the painter to the aft cleat. Kara scampered up the boarding ladder. She was in good shape and displayed the agility of a raccoon reaching a tree three feet ahead of the hounds as she moved from the tipping dinghy to the rolling schooner.
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“Howgozit Mongoose? This is Kara. Kara, Mongoose.”
Kara took a seat in the cockpit opposite Gybe.
“Brewski, anyone?” Mongoose offered.
Kara and Gybe nodded and Mongoose disappeared below. Moments later, cold beer in hand, Gybe told Mongoose about Susan. He explained how Kara had flown to Hawai‘i from Mendocino and was here to help her friend Susan. Gybe guessed that Mongoose knew more about the murders than Gybe had learned, but he wanted to watch the ’goose’s reaction.
Unable to take her eyes off Mongoose, “What’s with the teeth?” Kara blurted.
“Subtlety is not your middle name, I take it. You don’t like my teeth?”
“I’ve never seen fluorescent orange teeth before.”
“Well, I’ve never seen a …”
Gybe sipped his beer as he listened to Mongoose and Kara exchange barbs. Most visitors to Makani waited until they had Gybe alone before asking about the ’goose’s teeth. Kara didn’t seem to fit the most category.
Not long after they first met, maybe even the first time they met, Mongoose had told Gybe the story of the teeth. When the ’goose was young, he had sought refuge from a rival street gang by climbing a banyan tree. When he slipped and fell, the leader of the gang kicked out his two front teeth. A dentist at a public health center fitted him with a partial plate. He wore that plate and successive plates until he was in his early twenties. Then, in a fight – this time in the New Jolos bar in Subic Bay – he lost his newest plate.
At the time, he was working as a deckhand on the log carrier, M/V Mongla, out of Chittagong, Bangladesh. His contract did not include dental coverage. One night after several San Miguel beers, a street vendor offered to make him a new set of teeth.
When Mongoose returned the next day to pick up his new teeth, he was so pleased that he purchased the mold from the street vendor. Using a blemished and discarded tiki god carved from monkeypod wood, the vendor had whittled a mold for the two missing teeth. Into the mold, he had positioned two retainer clips over which he had poured an epoxy resin, the same epoxy used in the manufacture of surfboards. Over the years, Mongoose had built up an extensive collection of teeth in many colors and often with embedded jewels, flora, fauna, or trinkets.
Today, Mongoose’s two front teeth were fluorescent orange. Gybe thought that he could see a small insect embedded in the left tooth.
“So ’goose, what have you heard about the murders?” Gybe asked.
Gybe knew that Mongoose was a man of the people, especially the people in the bottom strata – welfare bums, ordinary bums, drifters, druggies, drunks and nomads. By choice, the ’goose floated atop the lowest socio-economic layer of American society.
He confused many people with his attire and habits. Judged by his appearance, Mongoose was a bum. But Gybe knew that the ’goose possessed a depth and breadth of knowledge that surpassed anyone he had known. Beyond his street smarts, Mongoose had taught himself many skills. Few knew, but Mongoose was a millionaire many times over.
Mongoose paused to organize his thoughts then presented a concise timeline of events. Several young people on the pier had seen Susan board her workboat around 7:30 p.m. on Monday. She motored out of the harbor and headed west. Around midnight, she returned and tied up to the loading dock on the east side of the pier.
Elaborating, Mongoose told them that the pier was a popular destination for young people who came to drink, party, and screw. Not necessarily in that order. Officially, the pier was under the control of the Harbor Patrol within the Department of Transportation. The Maui County Police didn’t have jurisdiction on the pier. They would, however, wait at the mauka end of the causeway for intoxicated drivers.
That explained the witnesses, Gybe thought. It is only circumstantial since no one saw her at the scene of the crime, at least no one that he was aware of. The media reports put the time of death between nine and midnight, which would mean that if Susan were involved, the victims either had to be with her when she departed the pier or she had picked them up somewhere along shore.
“Was Susan alone when the kids saw her?” Gybe asked.
According to what Mongoose had heard, no one reported seeing anyone with Susan. But, he added, her boat had a small cabin. The victims may have been in the cabin when Susan arrived on the pier.
They learned that on Wednesday morning Mongoose had witnessed the return of the Maui Police boat with the bodies aboard. The police transferred the bodies to the Moloka‘i Princess, the interisland ferry, for transport to Maui. Moloka‘i was too small to warrant a medical examiner, so the Maui Medical Examiner would conduct the autopsies.
“You should talk to the M.E.” Mongoose suggested.
“Good idea, but will he give us the autopsy report?”
Not surprisingly, Mongoose had researched the availability of the autopsy report. On the Internet, he had found reference to an opinion issued by the Office of Information Practices for Hawai‘i. In their opinion, “the right to privacy is a personal right that is generally extinguished upon an individual’s death.” However, there was a caveat about releasing autopsy reports during an ongoing police investigation.
Gybe grabbed this factoid and set his left-brain adrift. Whether through genetics or learned habits, Gybe often wondered about what seemed obvious to most people. He supposed that to many, the dead had no right to privacy. But could this be right? Fair? Ethical?
A person had rights before birth. That is, if you believe or belong to one of the hundreds of organizations and religious cults lobbying, demonstrating, and murdering for fetal rights.
Who was defending a person’s rights after death? If life didn’t begin with birth, why should it end with death?
A corpse rights organization could address one of the biggest cons of all time. They could hold religions accountable for their promises of post-death rewards. The rewards, he had read, ranged from managing your own planet to living on a cloud to a daily supply of virgins. Today, this multi-billion dollar industry went unregulated.
Suppose someone bought into the religion program, then discovered that instead of virgins as rewards, they received viragoes due to a translation error made by an old date-noshing cleric in the desert. If the dead had rights, they could sue.
Voting rights for the dead, once widely used in Chicago, could be re-instated. The dead would be perfect citizens. The government could tax their investment income yet wouldn’t have to pay Social Security or Medicare benefits.
Gybe saw endless opportunities for activists and social support systems. ACLU would form a new division. NAADP could parallel the NAACP. The National Organization of Women might spin off NODW. AARP would morph into AARDP or form a separate activist organization.
There could be a new talk show with the theme “No live zone.” Bumper stickers, T-shirts, billboards, and airplane-towed banners might read ‘Dead have Rights Too,’ ‘I CAN take it with me.’ A slew of new magazines and tabloids would hit the newsstands. Books with titles like Death for Dummies, Dr. Reaper’s: The Death Diet, E-mailing from Beyond would require a new section in bookstores.
Neurons fired at random and eyeballs raced around their sockets until Mongoose’s voice jolted Gybe back to the universe shared by the so-called sane people aboard Makani; the people who lived in the space-time continuum supported by many of the world governments.
“Privacy rights after death are irrelevant because this afternoon they scheduled Susan for a preliminary hearing. Under the rules of discovery, her attorney has access to the autopsy report.”
“She doesn’t have an attorney.” Kara interjected.
Exchanging glances, they knew that it was time to find an attorney for Susan – someone other than the court appointed one who had represented her during the video hearing.
“By the way,” Mongoose continued, “she was transferred to Maui just before sunset.”
After her stormy start with the ’goose, Gybe noticed that Kara sought to leave on a positive note. Since guys always liked to talk about their toys, she asked Mongoose what Makani meant.
“In Hawaiian, it means the wind or breeze.”
They thanked Mongoose for the brews and information. “Keep your ears open and let me know anything else you hear.”
Gybe and Kara had re-boarded the dinghy and were casting off when Mongoose suggested that they think about the wife of the dead man.
Gybe rotated the throttle until the dinghy was up on plane and immediately idled back to coast alongside Ferrity. Without asking, he was taking Kara back to Ferrity for another night. He knew that tomorrow they had to visit the M.E. on Maui. Might as well get an early start. Kara wanted to find an attorney and Gybe wanted to see the autopsy report. The widow could wait until their return.
The sun had long since departed this side of the blue orb when Gybe nestled the dinghy alongside Ferrity. From the liquor locker he retrieved a bottle of Courvoisier and poured cognac into two snifters. He handed one to Kara and motioned forward to the foredeck. Kara grabbed two cushions and followed him to the bow.
The easterly breeze swung Ferrity on her anchor so that she pointed towards the rising moon. The waning moon was five days past full. Leaning against the cabintop, Gybe held Kara in one arm and his cognac in the other.
Like an upside down bowl into which the Menehune – Hawaiian Leprechauns – had spilled salt, stars littered the sky from horizon to horizon. Defying the International Rules of the Road for boats at anchorage, Ferrity showed no light at the top of her mast. An occasional fish crossing the water-air boundary in its attempt to escape a predator interrupted the silence, as did the occasional whale blow. The cognac and Kara warmed his core. Life was good.
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Not to be caught with his pants off twice, Gybe awoke before Kara. The water he had drawn for coffee was heating on the propane stove when she slid out of the vee-berth, hair awry, eyes sleepy, naked, and pivoted into the head. He heard the water pump kick on as she started the shower. Would she heed his warnings about water usage?
Any boat away from the dock had to conserve water. Gybe had installed a reverse osmosis PUR watermaker last year, but he preferred not to use it in Hawaiian anchorages. The poor land practices resulted in runoff laden with silt and other detritus that could clog the pre-filters. His water tanks held eighty-nine gallons. He had topped off the tanks three days ago at Ke‘ehi Lagoon near Honolulu International Airport.
He heard a short scream – a girl screech – above the running water in the head. Nothing followed so he ignored it.
Gybe was sitting in the cockpit when Kara climbed through the companionway with a mug of coffee in her left hand. She wore one of his T-shirts, the one that said “Rehab is for Quitters”, and from the jostling beneath the shirt, little else. Kara had towel-dried her low maintenance hair. Across from him, she sat and folded her legs beneath herself.
“Morning.” She smiled and tossed a small black object in his lap. “Found your pet in the sink.”
A black crab, slightly larger than a quarter, sidled off Gybe’s lap and dropped to the sole of the cockpit. “You didn’t hurt him, did you?”
Gybe thought about the sink in the head. It drained through a three-quarter inch hose that exited through a hole just above the waterline. Sometimes, crabs crawled up the hose and rested in the sink.
“You ready for a sail?” Gybe watched the crab fall into the scupper. The scupper led straight to the water beneath the boat. If a breaking wave crashed into the cockpit, the four scuppers would drain the water back to the ocean.
“Maybe when I finish my coffee. How long will it take? Are we in a hurry?” Kara moved across and sat next to Gybe, shoulders and thighs touching.
He had better watch this one, Gybe thought. Bed her a couple of more times and she would start nesting. “The marine weather forecast predicts light winds this morning, which is good because we have to sail east – into the wind – to get to Maui. It’s about fifteen miles.”
Reviewing his earlier foreboding, Gybe caressed her thigh. “We have enough time to…” From physics, he knew that for every charm there was an equal and opposite anti-charm. He could get rid of her when the time came but as they used to say in old movies “light ’em if you got ’em, boys.”
After a second shower and a quick breakfast, Gybe was anxious to set sail. Before he could get underway, he needed to stow the dinghy. Although the passage to Maui was short, about fifteen miles, it involved crossing Pailolo Channel, which separated Maui from Moloka‘i. Experienced sailors respected the channels between the islands of Hawai‘i regardless of the weather forecast.
From the dinghy, Gybe handed life jackets, oars, and fuel tank up to Kara. She sat them on deck until he could stow them later. He slipped the harness onto the outboard. A small block and tackle connected the harness to the motor lifting davit. Kara pulled the line and the outboard lifted clear of the dinghy. Free of the motor and gear, the dinghy weight was down to a more manageable eighty pounds. From the foredeck, he pulled it over the lifelines and laid it on deck. He unscrewed the air release valves.
Back in the cockpit, he stowed the oars and gear then lashed the motor to its mount on the stern pulpit. By this time, the dinghy had deflated. Kara helped him roll it into a tight cylinder. He threw a line around the giant rubber cannoli and stowed it in the port sail locker.
Gybe started Ferrity’s four-cylinder Yanmar diesel, then walked to the stern and checked that a good stream of exhaust water was exiting overboard. An engine-driven water pump pulled seawater through a heat exchanger to cool the engine. Beyond the heat exchanger, the warmed water entered the exhaust system before spewing overboard with the exhaust gases.
He walked up the starboard side to the bow and then back along the port side. His practiced eye checking that everything was in its place and lashed down. Then he went below deck to conduct a similar cabin survey. Visualizing the vessel at a thirty-degree angle of heel, he looked for things that would fall. He stowed the breakfast dishes, a toothbrush and toothpaste that Kara had left lying in the head, and dogged-down the portlights and hatches.
Kara sat in the cockpit when he returned with a chart and binoculars. A less experienced or more careless sailor would have scoffed at Gybe’s preparation. This was a day sail. Hell, you could see the destination. The forecaster predicted light winds and three to five foot seas in the channel. Aboard Ferrity, Gybe was the master; it was his way or the seaway. Might make a good t-shirt slogan, he thought.
He gave the orders, the crew obeyed, and discussion was later. Hawai‘i floated two thousand miles from the nearest sizable landmass. If something happened and they drifted with the trades beyond Lāna‘i, they would be at sea a very long time.
If he were near land, he would jettison a mutinous crew. Deep at sea, he would break out the duct tape. He preferred to sail alone.
Gybe opened a locker and retrieved two inflatable safety vests with built in harnesses. “Slip this on.”
He handed one to Kara, showed her how to adjust the straps, and explained how to inflate it. The harness included a CO2 cartridge that should inflate the air bladder when she pulled the ripcord. There was a separate tube pinned to the vest for manual inflation.
“Any questions?”
Gybe stationed Kara at the wheel after explaining the simple engine controls. “One lever. Push it forward, the transmission shifts into forward. Pushing it further forward accelerates. Reverse works the same. Lever straight up is neutral. Do NOT shift from fast forward to fast reverse without pausing in neutral.”
Kara nodded her understanding.
He went forward and after removing the snubbing lines, engaged the windlass to retrieve the anchor chain. The electric windlass pulled the chain over the bow roller, across the deck, and then dropped it through hawsepipe into the anchor locker.
As the windlass retrieved the chain, Gybe flashed back upon his find of a few days ago. To himself, he mumbled “no bodies, please.”
The anchor had set well. When the anchor rode was straight up and down, one-to-one scope sailors would say, Gybe stepped off the UP button and locked the chain stopper. He waited.
Sherry, a former girlfriend had taught him the Zen method of anchor retrieval. Often, he had seen sailors use their engines to break an anchor loose. They would rev up the engine in forward gear and drive the boat over the anchor, putting large forces on the chain, cleats, windlass, and anchor. According to Sherry, all one needed to do was tie the rode off with one-to-one scope – straight up and down. Correctly, she commented, no anchor can hold under those conditions. Any small wave would rock the boat or the pressure of the wind on the hull would break the anchor loose.
Before Gybe drifted into other areas of Sherry’s expertise, he saw the chain slacken.
He stepped back on the UP button. When the anchor cleared the water, it was clean. Expected, because he had sought and found a patch of sand on the bottom
When anchoring around coral, he always sought patches of sand for the anchor. He didn’t want the anchor or chain to damage the fragile coral. In the Caribbean, moorings were positioned in popular anchorages. Visitors could tie to the mooring without danger of damaging the bottom life. No such moorings existed in Hawai‘i.
The anchor climbed from the water and slid into position on the bow roller. Gybe secured the anchor with a chain stopper. He didn’t want it bouncing around while he was sailing.
Kara was nervous when he returned to the cockpit. She hadn’t done anything – not motored nor steered – obeying Gybe’s earlier instructions to do nothing unless requested. Without the anchor, the boat was slowly drifting.
“Ready?” Gybe said as he took the wheel from Kara.
“Yes, but we’re drifting.”
Gybe slipped the transmission into forward, revved the engine, and turned the wheel to starboard away from the island. Ferrity moved out the channel alongside the Kaunakakai commercial pier. Fifty yards beyond the red buoy that marked the entrance to the channel and slot through the reef, he turned the boat eastward.
“Take the wheel. I want you to point the boat into the wind while I raise the main sail. OK?”
“Oookaaay”
“It’s easy. See that arrow at the top of the mast. It points into the wind. Right now, it is pointing to the right of the boat. That means you need to turn the boat to the right. It steers just like a car. Got it?”
“Sure.”
Before getting underway, Gybe estimated the wind at ten-knots with gusts to fifteen. There would be more wind once they left the lee of the island, but for now, he would hoist the mainsail with no reefs. Kara kept the boat into the wind as Gybe raised the main. He wrapped the halyard twice around the winch and tightened the luff of the sail.
“Fall off to starboard.” He shouted to Kara
Perplexed didn’t describe the look on her face. Kara was not a sailor. Gybe doubted that she understood his command, but reveled in the screen-saver of expressions on her face. He knew her thoughts. She didn’t understand the unique lingo used by this clique to intimidate outsiders. Fall off? What could that mean?
Would she ask for clarification? Would she guess and take action? Her response would help Gybe understand this headstrong young woman. Would she assume that “if a man can do it I can” and prove her gender-equality? Or would she recognize her limits in a field about which she knew nothing and ask for clarification?
Noticing that her cursor had stopped blinking, Gybe pointed towards the other island. “Turn the wheel to the right. Aim for the corner of Lāna‘i over there.”
Gybe returned to the cockpit and slipped the engine into neutral. With Kara pulling on the starboard jib sheet, he eased the control line to the roller furling headsail. The sail filled and he showed Kara how to trim the sheet with the Lewmar two-speed self-tailing winch.
Both sails, jib and main, were drawing nicely as Ferrity heeled to starboard and accelerated to six point five knots on a port tack. Gybe pulled the engine kill switch and the noisy diesel shuddered to a stop. The only noise was the swish of water beneath the hull. Aaaaahhhh.
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Nearing the island of Lāna‘i, Gybe tacked Ferrity and aimed for Maui. As he completed the turn, trimmed the jib for the new course, and let Ferrity take her head, he heard Kara shout. “Whales.”
In the direction Kara pointed, a fountain of water fell to the surface above the back of a large humpback. There was a smaller whale, probably her calf, alongside. Because the whales were moving towards Ferrity, Gybe turned the wheel hard to starboard; left the jib sheeted to port, and slid the boat into a heave-to position, effectively stopping the boat with all sails up. Ferrity drifted slowly downwind, broadside to the small waves. Downwind towards Lāna‘i, a position he didn’t want to hold for long.
He explained to Kara that the area between the three islands of Maui, Moloka‘i, and Lāna‘i were part of Hawaiian Islands Humpback Whale National Marine Sanctuary designated by Congress in 1992 and formally dedicated in 1997. The entire sanctuary covered an area of thirteen hundred square miles around the six largest Hawaiian Islands.
“The law requires us to stay at least one hundred yards from the whales. Drifting is the best we can do.” Gybe told Kara. “That looks like a mother and her calf. At forty feet long, she could weigh as much as forty tons. For adults the rule of thumb is a ton per foot.”
In the distance, they saw another whale breach. As they watched, they spotted several other pods, one in every cardinal direction. Although still on the endangered list, the humpbacks had made a remarkable recovery. Recent estimates revealed that up to four thousand whales visited the Hawaiian Islands each winter. They arrived as early as October and stayed until April or so.
Gybe had seen dozens of these creatures in the past, yet they still fascinated him. Kara told him about watching the similarly sized gray whales that migrated along the California coast. This was her first experience with the humpbacks. Both species were baleen whales and ate up to a ton of food per day.
“You should visit the Maui Ocean Center or the Pacific Whale Foundation while you’re here in the islands.” Gybe said as he kept a sailor’s eye on the downwind Lāna‘i.
After the whales moved away, Gybe released the windward jib sheet and trimmed the leeward sheet so that the jib could again draw. He returned the boat to a port tack towards Lāna‘i, similar to their course before he tacked towards Maui and saw the whales. Once Ferrity had enough headway, Gybe tacked and set a course close to the wind. He estimated at least two more tacks before they arrived at the moorings off Lahaina.
Nearing the Lahaina Small Boat Harbor, Gybe furled the sails. Commercial boats occupied most of the slips. For the other slips, there was a decade long waiting list. He motored Ferrity past the harbor to show Kara the waterfront. The Lahaina Yacht Club maintained several buoys just offshore from their clubhouse. In the past, he had been able to tie to one of these moorings. Today, however, like horses tethered in front of a saloon, sailboats hung from every mooring.
“Looks full.” Kara exclaims.
“Yeah, I know another place. We’ll go to Mala Wharf.”
Gybe motored northward along the coast. Less than a mile from Lahaina, he pointed out the old Mala Wharf. Completed in 1922, Mala Wharf proved to be too treacherous for ship landing. The only ship to dock at Mala suffered extensive damage. The wharf closed in 1950. The builders had ignored the strong current that ran through the area. Today, the wharf sits abandoned and gradually falling into the sea.
North of the wharf, randomly spaced moorings held twenty or more vessels. From previous visits, Gybe knew that individuals had installed most of the moorings. They lacked the rectilinear orderliness of government intervention. The variety of boats paralleled the free spirit of the mooring field.
Just beyond the moorings and this side of the large resort, Gybe selected an anchorage well clear of other vessels.
On the bow, Ferrity carried two anchors with separate rodes. Each anchor rested in its own roller, which eased deployment. Gybe released the safety bar from the Bruce anchor and eased the twenty-kilogram anchor over the bow, locking the rode to hold the anchor just at water’s edge.
He returned to the cockpit and showed Kara how to maneuver the boat to the spot he had picked. “I’ll signal you when to stop. Remember, we want to stop with the bow into the wind.”
Before returning to the bow, he suggested that Kara turn Ferrity in a circle and experiment with the throttle.
On the bow, he used simple hand signals to direct Kara to the right or left. When the boat was near the spot that he wanted, he held up a fist as a signal to stop the boat.
Kara slipped the transmission into neutral, paused for a couple of seconds, then reversed the engine. Hearing Gybe release the anchor, she shifted the transmission back into neutral and awaited the next command from the bow.
When the boat drifted to a stop, he had released the three-eighths chain rode until the anchor rested on the bottom. With no forward motion, the wind was already moving the boat backwards. He turned and motioned Kara to back the boat slowly.
As the boat moved back, Gybe released more chain until he saw the fifteen-fathom mark on the chain. The depthsounder had indicated a depth of five fathoms in this area. With this three-to-one scope, he snubbed the chain and returned to the cockpit.
With the engine controls still in reverse, he revved the engine to two-thirds power to set the anchor. While the engine backed, he returned to the foredeck where he confirmed that the anchor had set. He turned towards Kara and with his hand slashing across his throat he indicated that she should cut the engine.
While the engine cooled under idle, Gybe eased out another ten fathoms of chain before attaching the two nylon snubbers. Between the wind that swept down off the mountain and the current that raced through the anchorage, Gybe wanted to insure that the anchor didn’t drag. Or if it did, it would have to drag a lot of iron.
Kara appeared behind him.
“What are those?”
Each of the two snubbers was a twenty-five foot length of three-quarter inch three-strand nylon rope. Using a rolling hitch, he tied one end of the snubber to the anchor chain. Kara tied the other snubber to the chain just above the first one. With the windlass, he eased out more chain until the knots were just under the water, then he tied the end of each snubber to a cleat on the foredeck. When he eased out more chain, the chain hung loose as the nylon ropes absorbed the load of the anchor chain.
“The nylon stretches and dampens the pull of the anchor system on the bow of the boat.”
After shutting down the engine, Gybe put Kara on the air pump and told her to inflate the dinghy.
“Equal rights, you know.” Gybe told Kara. “You should have it inflated in a few minutes.” The pump was a double-action, high volume, vertical-stroke air pump commonly used by river rafters. He connected the hose to the inflatable floor.
“When the floor is inflated, move the hose to the inflatable keel. Then inflate each of the side chambers. I’ll get the outboard ready.”
Kara braced her feet on each side of the pump and started lifting the T-handle. . Double-action meant that it pumped on the up-stroke as well as the down-stroke.
Back in the cockpit, Gybe saw that the outboard was still on the rail. There was nothing to do to get it ready so he pulled a cold ale from the reefer and kicked back under the dodger.
“What the hell are YOU doing?” Kara rasped out between breaths.
Like his cold bottle of ale, but for entirely different reasons, beads of water glistened on Kara’s forehead. “Is the dink ready?”
Gybe shoved the inflatable over the side and moved it to the stern of Ferrity – under the small boom holding the outboard motor. Kara lowered the motor and Gybe affixed it to the transom. After loading the fuel tank, life jackets, and an equipment bag containing repair parts and running lights, the dinghy was ready.
“Let’s close up the boat and see what’s ashore.” Gybe instructed. “I think the county seat is in Wailuku on the north side of the island. We need to check the bus schedule.”
“Why didn’t we sail to the north side?”
“We’d have to anchor in Kahului – next town over from Wailuku. Nasty northern swells have a direct roll into its anchorage. I’ve been there when the swells surge through the harbor entrance. The boat rolled, pitched, and I was too close to a lee shore. If that weren’t bad enough, there isn’t a secure site to land the dinghy.”
In the winter, he explained, ocean swells created by storms far away in the North Pacific batter the north and northwest facing shores of the islands. Just the opposite occurs in the summer with storm swells arriving from the south and southwest.
Because the southern swells travel farther, the biggest swells were the northern swells that arrive in winter. A wave prediction system alerted surfers and warned beach-going tourists.
As they motored ashore, Gybe scanned the anchored and moored vessels. Subconsciously he was identifying each one and looking for acquaintances. Something about one of the larger sailboats caught his eye. The glare from the background sun prevented him from further identification.
Unlike Kaunakakai, there wasn’t a dinghy dock at Mala Wharf. Instead, bow painters and stern lines laced the dinghies between the catwalk next to the launch ramp and the rocks that formed the wharf. This technique kept the boats from bashing into either rocks or catwalk when the waves rushed into the area.
After securing the dinghy, they walked across the street to the Lahaina Cannery Mall. Inside, an information booth attendant told them that they could catch the Route 5 bus in the morning. That bus would take them to Wailuku, the county seat.
“OK, that’s done. Let’s head into Safeway. I need supplies. Neither grocery store in Kaunakakai offers much of a selection.”
Thirty minutes later, with nearly a full grocery cart, Gybe and Kara left the store. “I need to stop in here for a minute.” Kara walked towards the Long’s Drug Store.
After loading the dinghy with the supplies, Gybe started the outboard and pointed the small boat towards Ferrity. Again, the one sailboat caught his eye, but because they had purchased perishables, he opted to return directly to the boat.
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From the bilge, in a specially made wine rack, Gybe transferred a bottle of Australian white wine to the reefer. It replaced the bottle he had just opened. Into two wineglasses, etched with the silhouette of an old brigantine, Gybe poured the chilled white wine. Handing a glass to Kara, he pointed her to the fixing’s for a salad and then went above where he lit off the barbecue grill, mounted on the aft rail.
In their last upstream struggle, two salmon steaks, fresh from a fish farm, appeared from the reefer and landed on the grill.
The sun was an outstretched fist above the horizon, notched between the stern of Ferrity and the fading southern coastline of Moloka‘i, when they sat down to eat. The wind had calmed and the boat rocked gently in the seas.
Gybe preferred anchorages to slips. He didn’t do the God thing, but he knew when to appreciate the moment. Tropical breeze, grilling aromas, wine glass, Kara, Ferrity’s motion, Kara’s body, sun’s descent, far horizon – filled tonight’s sensual inventory.
“Gybe, this is fantastic. I’ve known you for two days. The first night and morning, we anchored off Kaunakakai. Last night, we sipped brandy while watching stars. Now you bring me to another anchorage off Maui. Beautiful sunsets, incredible night sky, terrific food, and drink.”
Gybe nodded. Careful, he reminded himself, he wasn’t looking for a full time mate.
“There ought to be a law against the way you live. Think what would happen if everyone went back to life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness.”
Gybe and Kara slept in the berth formed by the v-shape of the forward hull. Their heads were aft and their feet joined at the bottom of the vee. Above them, struts held the hatch open so they could look up at the night sky.
Their lovemaking had been gentler tonight. After dinner, Gybe opened the second bottle of wine. They drank and talked about the stars in the sky, about Gybe’s life on the boat, and about Kara’s dreams.
Asleep in the v-berth, Gybe dreamed of sailing the Aleutian Islands of Alaska. He planned to leave Hawai‘i in the spring, sailing west along the Northwestern Hawaiian Islands to Midway Island. At Midway, he would turn north towards Dutch Harbor on Unalaska Island. After a visit in Dutch Harbor, he would sail along the coastline until he reached Southeast Alaska where he hoped to find a slip for the winter in Sitka. A travel guide for Southeastern Alaska had warned of the rainy season, which ran from January first through December thirty-first. In his dream, raindrops fell on his face. The intensity of the drops increased until they awakened him.
The drops were real. Gybe sat up and closed the hatch. Within moments, a squall was dumping buckets of rain. He left the berth and secured the other hatches. The dodger, a Conestoga wagon looking affair kept the rain from falling through the companionway’s main hatch. Gybe stood under the dodger and surveyed the storm. From landmarks, he determined that Ferrity was secure on her anchor.
The squall brought a strong offshore breeze that swung Ferrity so that her bow pointed ashore. The rain came down hard. Kara nuzzled against his back and asked if everything was all right.
“Fine. Looks like we are in for a heavy rain, though.”
They returned to the bunk and quickly fell asleep. In Gybe’s mind, there was nothing sweeter than falling asleep with the heavy raindrops pounding on the cabintop three feet above his head.
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The next morning, Kara made coffee while Gybe went up on deck and walked around the boat. The rain had stopped, but not before dumping several inches of fresh water. Reddish brown seawater surrounded Ferrity. More than five inches of water rested in the inflatable dinghy, yet there was no danger of her sinking. Even full of water, the boat would float.
Gybe stepped over the lifeline and hopped into the dink where he removed the drain plug. The rainwater in the dinghy was higher than sea level. The buoyancy of the tubes would drain the dinghy automatically.
After coffee and breakfast, Gybe and Kara motored ashore and caught the bus to Wailuku. They got off the bus in front of the county courthouse. “Let’s find the coroner first.” Gybe suggested. “I hope he will talk with us.”
At the coroner’s office, they introduced themselves to the receptionist and asked to speak to the coroner. Gybe smooth-talked his way into Dr. Abraham’s office.
“I can’t release the details of the autopsy yet,” explained the coroner.
“I’m sure you can’t. But, you do know that Kara’s friend Susan, Susan Combs, has been indicted for the murders. Yesterday, the police chief told the press that as far as he was concerned the case is closed. Later in the press conference, the Prosecuting Attorney felt that he had more than enough evidence.”
“Yes, but …”
Gybe interrupted the examiner. “We could bring an attorney back with us and get the full report. You would really help us now if you could answer a few questions.”
The coroner, no friend of the prosecutor, agreed. He informed them that both victims had drowned although there were bruises and scrapes about their chest, back, and under their arms. Both victims were nude and their bodies were thirty feet underwater. Time of death was between 9:00 p.m. and midnight.
“With the scrapes and bruises, it sounds like the victims fought the killer. On TV, they always find DNA evidence under the fingernails.”
“Not in this case. Thirty-six hours under water. The crabs and other scavengers had eaten the fingertips.”
Gybe stymied a shudder as he visualized crabs gnawing on other appendages.
“How were the bodies held down? We’ve heard rumors of concrete overshoes.” He knew, of course, since he had found the bodies. However, he wanted to hear the coroner’s answer and to watch Kara’s reaction.
The coroner stalled, studied the ceiling. Gybe met Kara’s eyes with a wait signal. The second hand on the wall clock climbed from the bottom of the clock to the top before the coroner continued. “I’ll deny this if you try to quote me. It’s in the report which as you say, Susan’s attorney will receive.” He hesitated. “Each victim’s head was enclosed in concrete.”
No one spoke for several seconds. Then Kara blurted. “My god, you’re saying they drowned in concrete?”
“Not what I said.” The coroner replied. As an experienced courtroom witness, he chose his words carefully.
The doctor explained that he had found cardboard residue on the outside of the “concrete helmets” as he called them. He theorized the killer had placed a box, something similar to the box that copier paper comes in, over the head of each victim. Before pouring the concrete, the killer had fitted each victim with a dive mask and snorkel.
“This allowed them to continue breathing as the box filled with concrete. As long as they remained calm, they could breathe air as the concrete hardened.”
“Calm?” Gybe thought. “Someone places a box over your head and starts filling it with concrete – it would be hard to imagine a pleasant outcome!”
The doctor shrugged. “When the killer finished, the victims wore a concrete block on their heads. They were still alive because there were hollow cavities in the concrete around the neck area. These cavities formed when the tissue collapsed after death. If the victims were dead when the concrete was curing, then these cavities wouldn’t be there.”
“After the concrete hardened and the box was removed, I believe that the victims could still see their killer. The killer positioned the boxes or forms so that the faceplate of the dive mask was clear of the concrete. And as I said, they could still breathe through the snorkel. Talking was impossible, but they would have been able to hear muted sounds through the snorkel tube.
Kara, still grasping at the horror summarized. “You mean doctor, each victim was aware of what was happening and could see their murderer through the masks?”
“That’s correct.”
Gybe inquired about the weight of each block. The coroner revealed that the man’s block weighed eighteen pounds while the woman’s weighed twenty pounds. He didn’t know if this was significant but he noted it in his green spiral notebook.
“Anything special about the concrete? Any way to trace it?”
From the doctor’s hesitation, Gybe knew that there was something unique about the concrete. The doctor was still thinking when Gybe asked, “Doc, you’re silence has answered the question. If the concrete was unusual, then it narrows the field of suspects. The prosecutor won’t be able to hide this.”
“The concrete contained an additive called Mellose. It’s a viscose agent based on under water Cellulose – Hydroxy Propyl Methyl Cellulose. As I understand it, the product is a self-leveling agent that increases viscosity of flowing concrete. Something to do with concrete that is used underwater.”
“What does it look like?” Gybe asked.
“From the company’s Web site, it is sold in powder form.”
Gybe scratched in his notebook for a few moments. “Is that why the concrete is so light? A cubic foot weighs around one-fifty as I recall.”
The coroner smirked. “What line of work did you say you were in? Gybe – is it?”
“I didn’t. I’m a writer. Yes, it’s Gybe.”
The coroner glanced at the ceiling for a moment. “What kind of a name is Gybe?”
“It’s Hindu for the one who breaks horses. Now about the concrete?”
“You’re right about concrete. Beyond the Mellose, the killer added Styrofoam packing peanuts to the concrete. Before you ask, the woman’s weighed more than the man’s because she had a smaller head. Ergo, more concrete to fill the box.”
Kara and Gybe absorbed the information before Gybe changed the subject away from the concrete helmets.
“Were the victims using any drugs?”
“Only small amounts of THC, the active ingredient in marijuana. Hardly anything to note in today’s society.”
“Other than the Mellose that might tie underwater construction, was there any other physical evidence to tie Susan to the victims?”
The coroner shook his head. Gybe and Kara thanked him for the information and reaffirmed their agreement not to reveal the conversation.
From the coroner’s office, they walked to the jail where they asked to see Susan.
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Susan was in a small room talking with her court-appointed lawyer when Gybe and Kara asked to meet with her. After consultation with Susan’s lawyer, the guard showed Kara and Gybe to the conference room. This time, they walked through a metal detector.
Susan introduced her lawyer as Maka Hong.
Kara took the lead. “Ms. Hong, how many murder cases have you tried?”
“Maka, please call me Maka. This is my first murder case. I’ve been in the public defenders office for almost a year. Don’t worry though; I am not afraid to ask the other attorneys in our office for help.”
“Susan, this is your life. From what I have read, Hawai‘i doesn’t have the death penalty – right Maka.”
“That is correct. Life imprisonment is the stiffest penalty.”
“No offense Maka, but you have no experience with a murder trial. Susan, are you OK with Maka as an attorney?”
“I didn’t kill anyone. I didn’t kill the scientists.”
Gybe broke in. “Susan, you’re presumed innocent – but the way the evidence stands right now, the prosecutor thinks he has a strong case. Unless you want to rely upon the skills of your eager, but inexperienced attorney, we need to prove you innocent. Ms. Hong will have to convince a jury that the prosecutor’s evidence is faulty. Do you trust her with your life?”
Susan glanced at her attorney. “What choice do I have? I don’t have the money to hire the O.J. team. It isn’t fair. I’m innocent.”
Maka locked eyes with Susan. “Susan, I’ve been honest. This is my first murder case. But, like you and your environmental activism, I believe in what I do. The evidence that I’ve seen so far is circumstantial. Unless they have more that ties you with the crime, I can convince a jury that you are not guilty.” She paused. “I guarantee you that I will defend you to the best of my abilities.”
Nice speech, Gybe thought. It would be moot to argue or pursue this conversation further. “Ms. Hong, Susan – Kara and I just came from the coroner’s office. Although he wouldn’t give us a copy of the autopsy report, he answered some of our questions.”
“He talked with you?” Maka showed her naïveté in the question.
“Yes, off the record. I believe that you are entitled to the report. Have you asked for it?”
“No. I came to talk with Susan the first thing this morning. I’ll request the report as soon as I leave here. Susan has told me that you are helping her. Are you a private investigator?”
“No. Just call me a concerned citizen with an overactive skepticism gland.”
Gybe and Kara replayed their conversation with Dr. Abraham in the coroner’s office. “It seems that the only physical evidence from the coroner that ties to Susan is the concrete additive Mellose. Susan, are you familiar with the product?”
Susan nodded. “It’s a new product used in underwater projects. The state contract that I’m working on to repair the pier requires that I use Mellose.”
“Is it hard to get? Who else would use it?” Kara asked.
“No, anyone can buy it although only a contractor would know enough to use it. It is sort of expensive so I wouldn’t expect anyone to use it unless the contract explicitly specified Mellose.”
Gybe still wasn’t satisfied with Susan’s alibi for that night. He pressed again.
The big hand on the wall clock chunked twice before Susan relented. “There was a full moon that night. Whenever there is a full moon or a new moon, I like to scuba dive off the reef. Every fortnight, I go to the same spot.”
“Who went with you?” Gybe asked.
“No one. I went alone.”
Gybe was a diver and he knew that one of the sacred rules was to always - always dive with a buddy. “Who was your dive buddy?”
“I am very safety conscious, but I started diving when I was eight. Sometimes, I go alone. Didn’t I hear Kara say that you sailed from San Francisco by yourself? Is that safe? How can you maintain a proper lookout around the clock, day after day?”
“Fair enough.” Gybe agreed. There were more rules than he could keep track of or obey. “Where did you go that night?”
“I have a favorite spot that to me is a spiritual place. On nights like that night, with a full moon I mean, I anchor the boat at this spot.” Susan explained that instead of dropping the anchor onto the ocean floor where it could damage the sea life, she dove into the ocean and tied a line around a Volkswagen-sized boulder. The boulder rested on the ocean side of the reef.
“I dive alone. The water is less than twenty-five feet deep and it is one of the few places on the Moloka‘i reef that hasn’t been killed by the corn companies.” Susan nearly spat when she said corn. Her face flushed.
Gybe wanted to react to her epithet about the corn companies, but decided that this wasn’t the time. What was with Kara, and now Susan, in their crusade against the companies? Could Susan be guilty? Was Kara as naïve about the deaths as she appeared? He scribbled a note in his spiral pad and looked up at Susan.
“Where is this place?”
She shrugged. “My secret. It is my place. My place alone.”
“Before you went into the water, did you see any other boats around?”
“No. I was the only one out there that night. It was a very clear night – no clouds. With the full moon I would have seen another boat if one had been there.”
“What did you see while you were diving?”
“On a full moon, with clear skies, the reef is alive with dozens of fish. The moonlight penetrates to the bottom so a light isn’t necessary. On the night of a new moon, the opposite happens. The bottom of the ocean is pitch black – as black as the depths of a cave.” Susan’s eyes dilated as she recited her experiences diving alone on these special nights.
After a brief pause, she continued. “Then I practice my yoga.”
“Huh? Meditate?” Not what Gybe expected.
“Yoga. I work through a set of asanas – dhanura, nataraja, chakra, sirsha, et cetera. Finally, I assume padma-asana.” Sensing that her lawyer was unfamiliar with yoga, Susan explained each of the positions, then added. “Padma-asana is commonly called the lotus position. It’s probably the first image you visualize when someone mentions yoga.”
“What? You’re saying you lay out your yoga mat and work through your asanas while wearing a scuba tank, BC, fins, and mask?” Gybe practiced yoga when he had time, but he couldn’t visualize the postures while wearing scuba gear. Reacting to Kara’s puzzled look, Gybe added. “BC is a buoyancy compensator.”
“Sort of. On the sand, which is several inches deep, I don’t need the mat. As for the scuba gear, I remove everything but the weight belt. Although the water is cool, low 70’s, I don’t wear a wetsuit.”
Susan piled her equipment at the edge of the sand and attached a twenty-foot long hose to her regulator. On her weight belt, she used a small air bottle and bladder to achieve neutral buoyancy at the depth.
“With the full moon illuminating the water, the experience is surreal.” Susan described the reef life. A moray eel, she called him Morrie – how original - lived between two rocks near the base of the reef. There were dozens of fish drifting about the reef. Sometimes, the fish bumped into her as she sat perfectly still. She had seen squid, octopi, and green sea turtles. And barracudas were around most of the time.
Kara jumped in. “You meditate underwater in pitch black when the moon is new? What about sharks, eels, and other critters? Aren’t you afraid?”
Gybe noticed that a serenity had settled on Susan’s face as she discussed her underwater yoga antics. As unusual as it sounded, he made a mental note to try it sooner rather than later.
“There’s nothing like it. If the Hindus had had scuba, yoga would be an underwater activity today. Under a new moon, I meditate with my eyes open. I’ve learned to control my fears. Think of the self-esteem after such a practice. Besides, the critters as you call them are mostly friendly.
“But what of the danger?” Kara wouldn’t give in.
“We – the collective we of mankind – have killed and are killing many of the predators of the ocean. Here on Moloka‘i, the seed corn conglomerates with their genetic engineers have killed the reef. Much of the reef is just dirty, brown dead coral with few fish, little live coral, no anemones, no eels, no nothing. There is little reason for the higher predators – sharks if you will - to visit most of the reef.” Then as an afterthought, “there’s nothing for them to eat.”
Anger had replaced serenity on her face and in her posture. The transformation was as abrupt as an octopus camouflaging itself. Whether Susan killed the scientists or not, Gybe observed, her passion ran deep. Deep enough for murder.
Not willing to give up on the image of the new moon, Kara continued. “But on the new moon, it must be so dark down there?”
“During a new moon, twenty feet under water, it’s darker than inside a Black Angus bull’s belly at midnight,” she philosophized, “with his tail down.”
Kara confirmed that Susan didn’t need anything before she and Gybe left Susan and her attorney to continue their conference.
“What do you think of her lawyer?” Kara asked Gybe as they boarded the bus for the return trip.
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They rode the bus back towards Mala Wharf. When the bus passed through Lahaina town, Gybe signaled the stop and they got off.
He gave Kara the fifty-cent walking tour of old Lahaina before guiding her into the Lahaina Yacht Club. “Let’s grab a drink.”
The Yacht Club sat on a prime location on the makai side of the street. In an alcove near the front door, the club sold T-shirts, hats, and other club miscellany to members and tourists. Kara bought a souvenir T-shirt printed with the burgee and name of the yacht club.
After a drink at the club, they ambled along the waterfront towards Mala Wharf. Like flood waters seeking a storm drain, some tourists inundated T-shirt and trinket shops while others overwhelmed restaurants and bars. Gybe started to comment on the clueless tourists until he recalled that they too were tourists.
Kara cast off the lines and Gybe motored away from the old Mala Wharf. “That boat looks familiar.” Gybe commented as he swung Aweigh’s bow towards the vessel.
As he neared the forty-foot or so sailboat, Gybe painted a happy grin across his face.
Aboard the vessel, hearing the approaching outboard, a woman raised her head from where she had been working on the bow and turned towards the dinghy. She stood to greet Gybe.
Barefoot, Flyn stood five foot eight and wearing only a sarong around her waist, she weighed no more than 140. Her ash blond hair was short – the only maintenance being a quick shake of her head after leaving the water. A blue dolphin tattoo leaped from beneath the sarong towards her navel.
Gybe requested permission to tie up. To the boat, not the dolphin.
“Gybe! I didn’t know you were in Hawai‘i.” Flyn beamed and bent over the lifelines ready to take the dinghy painter.
Kara tossed the painter to Flyn’s hand. Gybe watched the body language as the two women interacted for the first time.
Gybe followed Kara aboard where they settled under the cockpit awning. Gybe introduced the women. Flyn offered ice tea.
Eleven years earlier, Gybe had met Flyn during a year he spent sailing the Chesapeake Bay. For a few weeks during that summer, he anchored above the drawbridge that crossed Spa Creek. The bridge connected Annapolis with its neighbor, Eastport. Spa Creek was a short creek that flowed into the Severn River near the U.S. Naval Academy.
Flyn had her boat anchored there at the same time. They had become good friends or as Flyn explained ‘best friends.’
Flyn’s boat was a Swan forty-one. She and an ex-boyfriend had purchased it at an auction of seized assets taken by the Drug Enforcement Administration. Drug smugglers had built two secret compartments on the outside of the hull below the waterline. When the U.S. Coast Guard stopped and then boarded the vessel off Cape Hatteras, divers found the homemade compartments.
Before placing the vessel up for auction, the Coast Guard hacked open the compartments and removed the contents. Because the druggies had glued the compartments to the outside of the hull, there wasn’t any structural damage.
Flyn and her boyfriend repaired the bottom and refitted the boat over one winter. By the time that Gybe met Flyn on Spa Creek, the boat was hers and the ex was history.
Gybe had made no promises when he first bedded Kara. Or, as Kara had reminded him the next morning, she bedded Gybe. Nonetheless, he sensed a bit of possessiveness in Kara’s body language as he described his friendship with Flyn.
While Gybe and Flyn discussed their voyages to Hawai‘i, Kara sat silently. Gybe glanced at her often, but she sat there with arms crossed. Surely, he thought, Flyn’s toplessness couldn’t offend her. In the short time that he had known Kara, she had seemed very comfortable with her body, clothed or not.
Finally, Gybe drew Kara into the conversation. “Kara is here to help her friend Susan – who is sitting in the Wailuku jail. We just returned from visiting her.”
Flyn listened as Gybe described the murders and Susan’s arrest.
“Everything points towards Susan’s guilt. She had the opportunity and she didn’t like the victims. The prosecutor claims that he has witnesses and physical evidence tying Susan to the murders.” Gybe summarized.
“Susan admits she has no alibi.” Kara sighed. “She went out in her workboat alone on the night of the murders. The police believe their job is done.”
“So, you’ve got to find out who really did it?” Flyn asked.
Over the next hour, Flyn, Kara, and Gybe discussed theories and methods to solve the problem of exonerating Susan. Who wanted to kill the two scientists? Who would gain from their deaths? Who wanted to see Susan jailed? Or could Susan be an innocent bystander without an alibi?
A business motive seemed unlikely because the scientists worked for different companies. Gybe admitted that he didn’t know if the two victims knew each other. Could a jealous spouse or lover be responsible?
They agreed that the concrete on the head was a bit bizarre. Was it significant? Why the mask and snorkels? Why keep the victims alive and then drown them on the reef? “The bodies weren’t dumped in the ocean or tossed in a gulch. Someone went to a great deal of trouble with the concrete, snorkels, and placement near the reef. Why?” Flyn wondered.
The reef seemed important, but why? Was someone trying to send a message to the corn companies, trying to scare them away from Moloka‘i? Were they trying to draw attention to the dying reef while implicating the biotech companies? Were they trying to frame Susan?
Susan claimed that the reef was dying because of the escape of GMOs – genetically modified organisms – from the experimental corn companies. “Susan, and I agree with her, believes that the companies are killing the reef.” Kara noted.
“Good, you have confirmed the prosecutor’s theory of her motive.” Gybe answered. “Her arrests as a protester prove that she’s responsible for stoking the belief that the biotech companies are killing the reef?”
Flyn brought the conversation back to the reef. “Is Susan right? Are the research labs responsible for the death of the reef?”
Gybe mused aloud. “I don’t know, but it is dying. Vast stretches along the south shore of Moloka‘i have little or no live coral. Without the coral, the reef can’t support the reef fish. The reef looks like a long dirty pile of rocks.”
“Gybe, I’m sailing to O‘ahu tomorrow. Why don’t I snoop around at the university? See what they think is killing the reef.” Flyn offered.
“I don’t follow.” Kara said. “So what does it matter who is killing the reefs? Susan is on record as believing it and that will be good enough for the prosecutor.”
“You’re right.” Gybe responded. “But, we don’t have very much to go with. If we find that there is common belief that the biotech guys are responsible, then lots of people including subsistence fishermen share the motive with Susan. It will weaken the prosecutor’s case. In the prosecutor’s eyes, Susan is the tie between the corn companies and the reef.”
Flyn volunteered to sail to Honolulu where she planned to talk with professors at the University of Hawai‘i. Gybe knew that before talking with the profs, Flyn would spend a few hours in the library acquainting herself with background material on the reef and its ecology.
Flyn had helped Gybe before. He hadn’t planned to involve her. Hell, he hadn’t known she was in the islands, but now that she offered to help, he was glad she was onboard. Tomorrow, he and Kara would sail back to Moloka‘i where he hoped to learn more about the victims and their companies.
“I’ll see you back on Moloka‘i in a week or so.” Flyn waved to Gybe and Kara as they motored towards Ferrity.
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The next morning, Gybe and Kara had an easy downwind sail to Moloka‘i. Gybe steered Ferrity into Kaunakakai harbor and dropped the hook. He was careful to position Ferrity well into the harbor clear of the turning basin for the interisland supply barge.
After securing the boat and prepping the dinghy, he motored Aweigh the short distance to the dinghy landing. The ’vair was still in the parking lot.
“Whoa, what is that smell?”
Roadkill, rotten papayas and other thoughts drifted through his odor banks as Gybe tried to name the aroma. Aha, dead fish. Rotting fish layered both the front and rear seats of the ’vair. Flies swarmed the car.
The harbormaster trotted over, approaching from upwind. “This car yours?”
“We’re borrowing it.” Kara replied.
“You’ve got to move it now. I’ve called for a tow truck.”
“Don’t suppose you saw who did this?” Gybe asked.
The harbormaster knew nothing. Gybe got in and drove the ’vair to the dock used by commercial fishermen to unload their catch. He found two plastic grocery sacks in a trash can and handed one to Kara. “Put this on as a glove and start shoveling.”
With the doors wide open, Gybe pitched the rotten fish, one at a time, from the driver’s side into the ocean. Kara began on the passenger’s side. The flies struggled against the easterly trade wind to follow the flying fish into the water. When the fish were gone, Kara grabbed a water hose coiled in front of the first sailboat and began washing out the floorboard. Forty years of oxidation provided numerous outlets for the water.
“I’m going back to the boat for some cleaners.” Gybe headed for the dinghy as Kara continued to rinse out the ’vair.
An hour later, Kara guided the ’vair up the causeway trying to outrun the odor. They had cleaned with Clorox and Simple Green but the breathtaking smell remained.
Gybe decided that they should visit Dr. Splicer’s house before meeting the dead scientist’s boss. With a map, he directed Kara through the town to the house two lots from the end of Makia Street.
Notices on the doors denied entry without police permission. Gybe walked around the house, noting the layout of windows and doors. In the back yard, he spied a long narrow greenhouse.
He had opened the door and was staring at row after row of nipple-high corn stalks when Kara whispered “police.”
Donning his most casual attitude, he led Kara back through the yard and towards the ’vair. The police officer asked what they were doing.
Gybe explained that he was a writer and that he was working on the murder story. “Is that OK?”
“Don’t go in the house. It’s a crime scene.”
“Still? I thought you guys locked up the murderer.” He pulled a spiral pad from his pocket and pretended to flip through the pages. “Susan, wasn’t it?”
“Yeah, she did it.” The cop slung a thumb over his shoulder towards the ’vair. “But don’t bullshit me, that’s her car. What are you doing with it?”
Gybe continued his ruse of writing. He introduced Kara and told the officer that Susan had loaned the car to Kara. “After I interviewed Kara – Susan is affiliated with Kara’s company – she offered to drive me over here.”
The officer didn’t appear to be buying any of the explanation. Apparently remembering a lesson from Intimidation 101 at the academy, the officer puffed up his chest, plastered an ugly scowl on his face, and reached down for the deepest voice. “The house is off-limits. Do not come back unless you want to join your little greenie friend in the jail.”
Gybe limp-wristed a salute, perfected by a draft-dodging President, and escorted Kara to the ’vair.
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Playing along with the cop who had found them at Dr. Splicer’s house, Kara and Gybe drove to the company that had employed Dr. Splicer. Kara parked the car in a visitor’s space near the front door. As they walked to the front door, Gybe glanced up at the sign - GeNesRus, Inc. Juh-ness-russ – what could that mean?
Inside the front door, they found a small reception area. Kara introduced them and asked the receptionist if they could meet with the president. Ten minutes later, Dr. Elizabeth Miller entered through a door behind the receptionist and introduced herself.
From his research, Gybe knew that Dr. Miller was a scientist besides being the CEO of GeNesRus. He expected a white lab coat with pens in the pocket, running shoes, thick-lens eyewear, and unshaped hair.
What he saw was a woman who looked him in the eye and matched his height. Each lens of her eyewear was paper-thin and set in a large frame. They may have been a fashion statement rather than a necessity. Her hair was spiked on top, layered on the sides and back.
She wore a business suit tailored to the fine contours of her athletic body. The short skirt revealed a lot of leg; legs that ended a long way down at her bare feet where several pinkies sported toe rings. A bit provocative, but this was Hawai‘i, Gybe thought.
Dr. Miller caught his glance and flushed with embarrassment.
Gybe explained why they were there and asked if they could talk with her for a few minutes. Dr. Miller escorted them to her office. The office abutted the reception area behind the door through which she had entered.
Moments after they took the two chairs in front of Dr. Miller’s desk, the receptionist carried in a tray with a large juice pitcher and three ice-cube laden glasses. She sat these on the corner of Dr. Miller’s desk and then served the fresh mango juice.
Dr. Miller’s office was spacious. Gybe quickly counted ceiling tiles – ten rows of five tiles. A standard acoustic tile was two by four feet. The office was twenty by twenty or four hundred square feet. A deep pile maroon carpet covered the floor. She sat behind a massive desk made of an exotic dark wood. Solid wood, not veneer. Behind Dr. Miller, a large window opened towards the ocean. Because the research center was a couple hundred feet above sea level, there was an unobstructed view to the water and across the channel to the island of Lāna‘i.
Floor to ceiling and corner-to-corner bookshelves covered one wall. At least one third of the book titles were technical. In addition to the tech journals, Gybe saw an assortment of classics and recent best sellers. The opposite wall supported five quality prints. Gybe recognized them as the work of the longhorn-mustachioed Salvador Dali. Gybe recalled a quote by the surrealist: “The only difference between myself and a madman, is that I am not mad!”
A sofa, end chair, coffee table, and wet bar filled the half of the room not taken by Dr. Miller’s desk and the leather covered arm chairs now occupied by Gybe and Kara.
“Nice office, very nice. I take it you are a reader.” Gybe motioned to the wall size bookshelf.
“Thanks, but I must credit the former occupant. Except for a few of the books and the prints, the office was this way when I leased the building.”
Not prone to dance around niceties, Kara asked, “Can you tell us about Dr. Splicer?”
Dr. Miller turned to the window. She appeared to focus on a distant rock formation, but Gybe suspected that she was fast-forwarding through a movie, a movie that only she saw. A movie of memories.
“Her death was terrible. She preferred to be called Jean or some of the staff called her Dr. Jean when they joked about her work. She was very intelligent. She was funny. She worked hard. She had a good ethos, an absolute must in this business. She was one of my best students. I taught her when I was at UC Davis. In fact, I’m the reason she is –was – on Moloka‘i. As soon as she completed her dissertation and passed her boards, I offered her a job here at GeNesRus.”
Dr. Miller wasn’t crying, but her voice occasionally broke and sometimes she paused for several moments to collect her thoughts. “What is GeNesRus?” Gybe asked.
The answer came naturally. Dr. Miller had founded the company two years earlier. She had left UC Davis to work for another research company here on Moloka‘i. “They were very generous with the relocation. The company insisted that I find a place to live, unpack, and settle before reporting for work. I received full pay during the relocation. Then on the Friday of the first week of work, I received a termination letter. They terminated everyone in the company. It folded without warning. We were given until noon to clear our offices, then security locked the doors.”
Dr. Miller lamented that she hadn’t learned the names of many of her coworkers. No one knew or at least told them the reason for the shutdown. As a recent hire, they gave her a severance check equal to three month’s pay. She was stunned.
The company had paid for everything, so Elizabeth had no out of pocket losses. Her only real problem was that she was on Moloka‘i without a job. She considered applying for a position at one of the other companies. On the following Monday, she had driven by the old company and was surprised to see a For Lease sign on the door. She called the agent and made an appointment.
“The agent drove over immediately with a set of keys. She hadn’t seen the property yet. She told me that the principal broker had listed the property over the weekend.”
Inside, Elizabeth was shocked to find that all of the equipment and furnishings were still in place. Desks complete with computers and telephones occupied every office. The labs were intact with all equipment left just as it had been on the previous Black Friday. The agent was equally puzzled.
When told of the lease terms, as is, Elizabeth said she’d take it.
“It was pretty ballsy, if I do say so.”
She explained that she had no company, no business plan, and no employees. She researched Hawai‘i’s generous technology-development tax credit. Moreover, as a woman, she was certain there would be other grants or preferences available. She stepped into her new office, turned on the computer and connected to the Internet.
“The rest is history as they say. Today, I have nineteen employees – all women.” She threw in with a glance to Gybe.
“Wow.” Was all that Kara could say. “You must be very proud.”
Aware of the skyrocketing estrogen levels, Gybe re-directed the conversation. Another five minutes and these women would sync their menstrual cycles.
“Have you had other problems in the past, before Jean’s death?”
Except for Susan and her activist friends, there hadn’t been any other problems.
“No threats? Break-ins? Vandalism?”
“Now that you remind me, there was one odd break-in just after I signed the lease. It happened during that first week when I doubted the wisdom of what I had done. I was wondering what I was doing with a fully outfitted office and laboratory. Anyway, someone broke into the building and stole one of the computers.”
“Just one?”
Dr. Miller thought that it was odd, but that was all that the thief had taken. There were more than twenty-five other computers plus much more valuable laboratory equipment, but the thief had taken just the one computer.
“What was special about this computer? Who used it before the previous company disappeared?”
She told them that the theft had occurred so soon after she signed the lease that she hadn’t taken a complete inventory of the building. Although she had worked in the building for almost a week before the previous company disappeared on that awful Friday, she hadn’t learned who occupied each office.
“To be honest, since I had a company to found, I didn’t pay much attention to the theft. The burglar had used a key to enter the building. Changing the locks moved up the priority list and I forgot about it until now.”
“What was the nature of Jean’s work?”
“That’s proprietary, of course. Biotech research is very competitive. I won’t tell you, at least not specifically. But in a general sense, you can learn this from our press releases, Jean experimented with the transfer of genes from one organism to another.”
“You mean like those idiotic French scientists who removed the green fluorescent proteins from sea life and inserted them into a rabbit? Just so they could make a glow in the dark rabbit.” Kara huffed.
“NO! It is irresponsible to conduct trans-species genetic transfers for the purpose of art or novelty or whatever they called that rabbit. Stuntmen like that give genetic science a bad name.”
“Bring those goofballs in here and I’ll splice in some rabbit genes. Next thing you know, they’ll be sprouting cottontails on their noses and butts.”
Gybe and Kara stared at the scientist, but didn’t see any horns or other telltale signs of evil.
Dr. Miller waved her hand. “Sorry, that was a bit of genetic humor.”
It was clear to Gybe that Kara’s accusation had touched a raw nerve.
Dr. Miller continued. “Here at GeNesRus, my company, I allow genetic research among plants, not between plant and animal. Our research goals are to add beneficial traits not tricks. For example, we have created and released a variety of corn that was resistant to Begonna cornrottus. In some parts of Africa, only this variety of corn can survive.”
Dr. Miller’s explanation was like rubbing Kara’s nerves with sandpaper. She wasn’t buying the researcher’s arguments. Sensing Kara’s rising hostility, Gybe redirected the conversation away from the ethics discussion and back to Jean. “Dr. Miller, we are trying to find who murdered Jean. If you can be more specific about her work it would really help.”
“All I am willing to say is that Jean, when she was killed, was working on the transference of genes from one plant species to another plant species.”
“Her greenhouse is wall to wall corn. Short stuff, ready to pick?” Gybe said.
“I wouldn’t know about that.”
“Was she growing experimental corn at home?”
“Oh, definitely not. The US Department of Agriculture, Environmental Protection Agency, Hawai‘i Department of Agriculture, all sorts of agencies have very strict regulations controlling the growth of our experimental corn. A hybrid corn buffer and a tree buffer, for instance, must shield the field test plots. Any two test plots must be at least one quarter mile from each other.”
“No, I assure you that if Jean has corn in her greenhouse, it is most definitely not an experimental variety. There are large fines – several hundred dollars at least – for violating the regulations.”
Gybe stifled the smirk that wanted to mount his face when Dr. Miller mentioned the hundred dollar fines. He waited as Dr. Miller searched for her next words.
“I’ve met Susan, albeit on somewhat adversarial basis.” Dr. Miller went on. “Susan is very determined and steadfast in her beliefs. You may think it odd, but I respect her position. Don’t misunderstand what I’m saying; she is unequivocally wrong about our work impacting the reef. However, she is correct when she says that the reef is dying. It is. The reef is dying.”
“Did you know Dr. Wilson, the other victim?” Kara asked.
Dr. Miller said that Moloka‘i was a small island. Although there were several competing seed research companies, it was impossible not to know most of the other scientists, especially the ones who lived here. She had met him at conferences and social events. She did not know his area of research although she had heard that his company, SynCorn, customized the color of corn kernels.
Taking a different tack, Gybe asked. “Tell us about Dr. Splicer’s, Jean’s, personal life. We understand that she wasn’t married. Was she seeing anyone regularly?”
The intercom buzzed before she could answer. After replacing the handset, Dr. Miller excused herself and said that she had another meeting. Gybe and Kara left her office.
Back in the ’vair as Kara cranked the engine, Gybe voiced his thoughts. “That interruption seemed a bit too convenient. The meeting felt good, but what did we learn?”
Kara wheeled out of the lot and turned left onto Maunaloa Hwy. They headed towards SynCorn’s office.
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“I’ve been expecting you,” said the SynCorn receptionist. “Have a seat. Director Spooner will be with you in a moment.”
Kara and Gybe exchanged puzzled looks. While they waited for the director, Gybe surveyed the reception area. A deep tan cloaked the receptionist’s lean build including well-developed biceps, probably exercised on the long paddles out and back from the break. Beyond two ear studs equally distributed amongst her ears, he saw no lip rings, nose hoops, eyebrow studs, tongue doohickeys, or other metal. He couldn’t see her navel. A two-inch tattoo, maybe a frigate bird, flew across her upper left arm. Gybe guessed that she was a surfer.
In front of them, several trade publications littered the coffee table. Large plants dominated two of the corners. There were no windows. The hard, plastic, molded seats were tolerable for sits of less than ten minutes. Replace the magazines and this could be the reception area of a doctor, dentist, or lawyer. The best description of the reception area was sterile.
“Hello. Hello,” voiced SynCorn’s director, as he barreled in through a side door. “I’m Dr. Spooner, Lester Spooner – you can call me Les.”
Gybe made the introductions this time. Les led them into his office.
Gybe estimated that Les stood about five nine or ten. He was dressed more like a Texas oilman than a research scientist. Many business people in the islands wore aloha attire – aloha shirt, pressed trousers, and loafers. While in the office, the shirt was worn tucked in. Les, on the other hand, wore starched denims, plaid cowboy shirt, bolo tie, and pointed boots. A forty-quart hat rested on the two-drawer file cabinet behind the desk.
The potbelly above the hubcap sized belt buckle suggested that Les preferred vodka to veggies and/or excuses to exercise. There was nothing distinguishable about his face, but his hair was thick with tight kinky curls that sprung a half-inch from his head. A dark-skinned marauder had swum through this white man’s ancestral gene pool.
“Cigar?” Lester offered the humidor first to Kara then to Gybe. Both declined.
“Isn’t it illegal to smoke in an office building here in Hawai‘i?” Kara, never one to hold her thoughts, asked.
“Sure is.” Les snipped the end from a fresh cigar then after enough affection, foreplay, and tongue action to satisfy most women, set fire to one end and savored the virgin smoke.
Gybe fought the urge to look up to see what Les found on the ceiling.
The modern desk was the size of a sheet of plywood. A flat panel display and keyboard stood at one side. Gybe had chosen his seat so that he could catch the reflection of the display in the window behind the director’s desk. A naked woman and two small furry rodent-like creatures filled the reflected image of the computer monitor.
A cascade of paper-clipped documents, their edges aligned, sat to Les’s right. There were no bookcases in the office. Over Les’s left shoulder, a poorly concealed wet bar occupied one corner of the room. In the other corner, the one in the sunlight, a terra-cotta pot supported a stalk of growing corn. Behind the stalk, a spear gun leaned into the corner.
Enlarged photographs of ocean reefs teeming with fish covered one wall. In one of the pictures, Gybe saw a diver – spear gun in one hand, string of gored fish in the other. Pictures on the other wall showed Les in various poses on water-skis and jetskis.
With the cigar, now on full afterburner, Les leaned forward. “How can I help you?”
Gybe explained their theories about Susan and that they were looking for the real murderer.
Les leaned back and drew a deep lungful of smoke, then another. “Isn’t the Maui Prosecuting Attorney convinced that Susan did it?”
“We aren’t.” Kara responded. “Can you tell us what Dr. Wilson was working on when he was killed?”
“No. That is confidential information. Proprietary. Trade secret, you know.”
“We heard that he was using genetic modification, what do you call it?” Gybe answered his own question. “Gene splicing to create corn kernels of various colors.”
“No comment.”
“How long have you known him?” Kara continued.
Les leaned back and stared at the ceiling. “I’ve known, knew, Dr. Wilson for almost five years. We worked together at another company before I founded SynCorn. I recruited Ray, uh must have been almost three years ago now. Brought him out here from the mainland.”
“You knew him well. Did he have any enemies?”
“Not a soul. Ray was a dedicated scientist and family man. You know he left behind his wife, Sharon. Sharon teaches at the Moloka‘i High School near Kualapu‘u. They had two young children – Tyler is eight and Ashley just turned five. I attended her birthday last week. Tragedy, a real gawd-damned tragedy. Pardon me ma’am.” He nodded to Kara.
“Sounds like he was a close friend. Did he use drugs or gamble?” Gybe asked.
“Absolutely not! First, gambling is illegal here in Hawai‘i. Hell, they don’t even have a lottery - one of only a dozen states that don’t. Ray would never use drugs. I know that for a fact.”
Sensing that they were being played like a hooked marlin, Gybe rushed forward with some slack line. “How long do you think he knew the other victim, Dr. Splicer?” Gybe asked.
Again, Les leaned forward in a dominating posture. “Why do you think they knew each other? I have no knowledge that they were acquainted.”
“That’s odd.” Gybe challenged. “Moloka‘i is a small island with a small cadre of research professionals.”
“Look, I’ve tried to help.” The cigar puffed into overdrive. “You two are wrong. Your crazy friend Susan,” he glared at Kara “did it. Hell, the police have arrested her twice here at my company and there have been other times when I should have had her arrested. She is wrong. Our methods are safe. We have nothing to do with that damn reef. She murdered a good friend of mine. Now, if you’ll excuse me.”
Gybe pressured Kara’s arm to signal that she should be quiet. They left.
That wasn’t very productive, Gybe mused to himself. Kara started the ’vair and looked to Gybe. The look said what now.
“Let’s go back to Jean’s house. If that cop is gone, I want to poke around.”
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They didn’t spot any cops as they returned to Jean’s house.
Except for the attached carport, the house was identical to Susan’s. The mismatched carport roof identified it as an add-on. Royal blue window trim accented the fresh bright yellow paint on the clapboard siding of the original house. A dusty pink Jeep Wrangler sat under the carport.
Unlike Susan’s house, someone had maintained the lanai of Jean’s house. Gybe walked up the steps and tried the front door. Locked. Likewise, the side door was locked.
Full of success from entering Susan’s house, Gybe tried lifting the corresponding window on Jean’s house. It wasn’t locked, he could see that. But, it was stuck.
“Whoa big boy. What are we going to do if that cop returns? How will you explain breaking and entering after he warned us to stay away?”
“I got us out of the jam before. This one’s on you. Better think of a good story while I try to get this window open.”
He tried harder, something creaked.
Kara stared at his puzzled expression through the top pane of the entire window assembly that he held in his hands, then she looked at the rectangular hole in the wall. “Nice work, muscles.”
Still holding the window, Gybe looked around to see if anyone was watching. Luckily, the carport and Jeep blocked the view of the neighbors. “Damn termites.” He leaned the window assembly against the house.
Kara stepped through the gaping hole and unlocked the door.
The floor plan matched Susan’s house. Instead of a Porta-Potti in the closet, the second bedroom in this home had been divided into a bathroom and study area. After a quick walk-through, they separated to search the rooms.
Kara opened doors and drawers in the kitchen then moved into the bedroom where she looked through the closet and under the mattress. Gybe remained in the study and shuffled through Jean’s desk, then thumbed through the two-drawer file cabinet. Uncomfortable with the amount of time required to search through Jean’s computer, he opened the case, removed the hard drive, and took it with him.
“Should you be taking that?” Kara had returned to the study.
Gybe ignored the insinuation. “Find anything in the other rooms?”
“I don’t know what I’m looking for. I think she likes to cook. The spice rack is extensive and these pots and pans belong in a chef’s kitchen.”
“Can’t say much for her taste in music though. She has at least eighty CDs and a nice sound system. Every CD that I checked was bluegrass!”
“What did you find in the bathroom?” Gybe asked.
“Usual girl stuff. What are we looking for?”
“I’m not sure, but we need to learn about her personal life. Did you find pills, condoms, diaphragms?”
“That’s weak Gybe. Because she’s a woman, you’re trying to turn her into a slut or something?”
“PMS time, is it?”
Kara saluted with both middle fingers.
“Cute. If Jean doesn’t have contraceptives or protection, then that might indicate a sexual preference. Or maybe she was a closet nun.”
Kara relented. “I found some condoms in the dresser, but no pills.”
They returned to the kitchen and were about to leave when Gybe stopped to inspect the extensive spice rack. It seemed too obvious, but he opened the oregano jar. What he found inside was not oregano.
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Kara pulled the door shut and shook it to make sure it was locked. On a bench at the front of the carport, Gybe found a roll of painter’s tape. He sat the window assembly back into the ragged hole, then ran a length of tape along each side to hold it in place. He placed a can of blue paint and a paintbrush beneath the window.
Kara released the brake and depressed the clutch while Gybe pushed the ’vair back down the driveway. A small, once white pickup, Nissan or Mitsubishi, with a deep gouge above the left rear wheel, bounced past the carport and stopped next to the greenhouse. Kara killed the engine when Gybe stopped to watch a small man climb from the pickup.
“Who are you?” The question emanated from a conical peasant hat floating beneath shoulder level. The hat shaded the eyes of the man clad in black pajama pants and shirt with socked feet wedged into the small sandals. Next to him, the truck bed held a well-used lawn mower, two large green trashcans, and a mound of palm fronds. The handles of a rake, hoe, and shovel rested on the tailgate.
“Friend of Jean’s, who are you?” Gybe responded.
“Don’t think so.” The small man’s eyes belied an intelligence the antithesis to his attire or age. “Miss Jean’s dead.”
“OK. You got me, old man.”
Gybe told the old man that he was a real estate opportunist. From the obits, he knew the property would soon be available. There were no local heirs, so he was inspecting the property. To save them the trouble, he would make a fair, cash offer to her mainland family. The old man might have bought the ruse. Gybe couldn’t tell.
“You the gardener?”
The man opened the greenhouse door stepped inside out of the sun. “Garden some. Take care of the corn, mostly. Nice lady. Tragic what happened. That sortta thing don’t happen here. And this old man could kick your haole ass.”
Before him, Gybe counted eleven rows of corn stretching at least forty feet to the end of the building. Each stalk stood above its own small planter – half an oak wine barrel. The corn was much shorter than what Gybe had seen in Iowa. At first, he assumed it was younger corn. Then he noticed that each plant held several full-size ears of corn. Maybe it was a midget variety.
“What will happen to the corn?” Gybe asked.
“Don’t know. Somebody from her work will come for it.”
As the man watered each plant, he told Gybe that he expected to hear from that other fellow any day now. The other fellow, Gybe learned, was a coworker of Miss Jean’s who met with her in the greenhouse on most Saturday mornings. During the week, Miss Jean worked late. That’s why she had hired the gardener to tend the corn during the week.
When she had the ’vair back on the street, Kara asked Gybe where they were going next.
“Take me back to the harbor.” Gybe said. “Tomorrow, we will find Jean’s coworker, the one the gardener told us about.”
“You think the ’vair is safe here?” Kara asked as she stopped the car in the same parking spot where someone had used the ’vair as a bait bucket.
“The car still stinks so how can they make it worse? Fill it with squid instead of fish?” Gybe joked.
“Besides, I think you should go back to Susan’s house. I need some time alone. I want to think about what we know and where we should look next.”
A few volleys later, Kara conceded and started the ’vair. From her posture in the car and the chirp of the tires, Gybe guessed that she was pissed. And he didn’t care.
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Gybe stood at the bow of the inflatable and looped the painter around an aft cleat on Makani. Mongoose with sky blue teeth of the day greeted him from the aft deck.
Settling into the cockpit, Mongoose passed a cold Lavaman red ale to Gybe and placed a basket of chips on the small cockpit table. “Aloha, my friend, where’s the manic maven of Mendocino? Has she been thrown off the island?”
“Ah, ’goose, you’re in love aren’t you?”
Gybe selected a big triangular chip from the basket. “These chips are good. From the Hotel Moloka‘i?”
“Where else? For sure, none of the grocery stores carry them.”
“What’s that sweet smell in the air? You been smoking pakalolo again?”
“Now Gybe, you know that crazy weed – marijuana - is illegal. They could take my boat if they find even one seed. Besides, batu – ice – crystal meth is the local drug du jour.”
“Tell me you’re not a tweaker.”
“No way. Use ice and your brain looks like moldy Swiss cheese. I’ve seen pictures of their brain scans. I’m into the simple pleasures of beer and chips. And if I can get rid of you before the canoe races, I plan to pick me one of them sweet young wahine paddlers after she finishes her practice.”
Gybe was familiar with the outrigger canoes. It seemed that every port in Hawai‘i had at least one club. He had heard there were more than one hundred clubs around the islands. The canoes, similar to those of the ancient Polynesians who discovered and settled Hawai‘i, were nearly forty-five feet long. The long narrow, only eighteen inches wide, hulls, once carved from koa wood, were made of fiberglass. A small outrigger, or ama, helped steady the canoe in rough seas. Six paddlers, one behind the other, powered the canoe through the ocean. Although dubbed six-man, the canoes were as likely to carry six women as men.
“Got the hint. Tell me what you’ve heard since we talked yesterday.”
Mongoose repeated most of what he had told Kara and Gybe on their first visit. Of course, Mongoose had heard about the concrete helmets, Gybe’s visit to Maui, and their visits with the seed companies. He told Gybe that when the marine patrol came by looking for a stolen jetski, he asked about the murders.
“What’s the word about town? Do the people think Susan is the murderer?”
“Mostly. Susan isn’t very popular. Jobs are scarce, so when Susan protested against every new form of development, the people resented her. They don’t want to ruin their island, but they want to eat. Eat first, protect later.”
“Catchy, Mongoose. Why don’t you make up some bumper stickers, ’Eat first, protect later’ or maybe ’Eat now, save later’.”
“Good idea. Gotta keep it short, like their attention span.”
“Hand me another beer and bring some more chips.” Gybe was feeling the effects from the first beer more than he should have. He hadn’t eaten recently; maybe that was it.
As the two pals washed down the new basket of chips with the fresh beers, Gybe explained how he wasn’t able to get much information from the seed companies. He knew that Mongoose had extensive computer skills and where he lacked skills, he was capable of cultivating contacts within the IT community. Could the ’goose see what he could find out about the victims’ work?
Mongoose owed him from the incident with the police, but Gybe also played to the ’goose’s curiosity. He had known Mongoose less than a month, but his respect for the apparent bohemian continued to grow.
Finished with his second beer, strangely feeling no pain, Gybe motored the dinghy back towards Ferrity just as the first of the afternoon six-man canoes paddled away from the beach. Six young Hawaiian wahines stroked the paddles in a choreographed motion. Three paddled on one side, two on the other, and the steersman alternately stroked or used her paddle as a rudder to guide the canoe.
After perhaps a dozen strokes, she would signal the paddlers to switch sides. In sync, each girl lifted her paddle to her other side and stroked on the new side. Their backs, above and below the bikini tops, glistened with sweat as they paddled first one side, then on command, shifted in unison, and paddled on the opposite side. No doubt Mongoose, true to his namesake, was on the hunt. A snake in mongoose clothing.
Kara sat reading a paperback, a Stephanie Plum novel, in the cockpit of Ferrity when Gybe maneuvered Aweigh alongside. He wrapped the painter around the starboard midship cleat and climbed aboard. “How did you get aboard? Do you always go into someone’s house without an invitation?” Gybe plopped down across from Kara.
“Kiss, kiss.” Kara puckered up and handed Gybe a new beer.
“How did you get here?” Gybe took the beer, but wondered if maybe he should slack off a bit on the alcohol. Unable to focus, he shut down the senseless waste of neural capacity.
“Swam. It isn’t that far from the pier. I put some dry clothes in a bag and swam out. Unlike some men of late.” She glared at Gybe. “Others appreciated my form when I dove off the pier. By the way, what does ’hana my’ mean?”
Recognizing that hana ma‘i meant sexual intercourse, Gybe smiled and ignored her question. “Did you bring dinner?”
Gybe lit the barbecue grill that hung from the stern rail and showed Kara how to adjust the temperature. He went below and began preparing a salad from the veggies that they had purchased at the Maui Safeway. He looked forward to the next farmer’s market. When the salad was ready, Kara removed the two mahimahi steaks that had been marinating on the counter and placed them on the grill.
When Kara had arrived on the pier, a fisherman had been dressing his fresh-caught fish. Like practitioners of the oldest profession, Kara flirted with the angler until he sliced off two nice steaks from the still bleeding fish, placed them in a resealable plastic bag, and presented them to Kara.
Gybe retrieved a fresh bottle of an Australian Sauvignon Blanc from the reefer and pulled the cork before joining Kara in the cockpit with the bottle, two glasses, and the salads.
The sun hovered two outstretched fists above the western horizon. Mongoose and Makani were anchored a third of the way between Ferrity and the shore. Already, one of the six-man outrigger canoes was sitting alongside Makani – the women laughing and enjoying the ’goose. Most of the noise came from a non-ending procession of cars and pickups, full of young people, driving out the causeway, around the pier parking area, and then back up the causeway to town. Island fever.
Gybe and Kara ate and watched the falling sun.
After dinner, Gybe should have taken Kara ashore. He should assert his authority. He should maintain his independence.
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Gybe had succumbed to the call of nature last night. Oats had been sown in an uncivilized fashion yet he prayed that none would sprout. He hadn’t taken Kara back to the pier after dinner.
Kara made coffee and prepared the cereal breakfast while Gybe swam to the harbor buoy and back.
Over breakfast, they discussed plans for the day and decided to visit the widow of Ray Wilson, the other murder victim. She lived in the middle of the island, not far from the high school.
Before getting into the car, Kara slid over to a pay telephone mounted outside the ferry terminal and called the widow. Mrs. Wilson agreed to meet with them as soon as they could drive out to her place.
In the driver’s seat, Kara twisted the screwdriver clockwise. The starter motor stirred the pistons, the carburetor atomized the gasoline, the spark plugs lit fires, and the rear-mounted engine stumbled to life.
Fifteen minutes after they left the harbor, Kara drove along a street in Kualapu‘u. A boy, maybe eight or so, rode his bike along the sidewalk as Kara cornered the ’vair into the driveway. Three small girls were playing in the carport attached to the modest home. At the front door, Mrs. Wilson invited Gybe and Kara into the home.
“Thank you for meeting with us, Mrs. Wilson. We are sorry for the loss of your husband.” Kara sympathized.
“Sharon, please call me Sharon. I get enough of the Mrs. Wilson at school. I teach ninth grade literature, you know.”
Gybe looked around the room. They sat at a small table in a breakfast nook. Sharon offered coffee and they accepted. The house was furnished with new, but functional, furniture, a necessity with two youngsters in the house. On the way in, Gybe had noticed a den or study to one side of the entrance hall. Floor to ceiling bookcases spanned the walls. Even here in the nook, bookshelves filled the spaces beneath the bay windows. Most of the titles were of popular literature. Not, Gybe noticed, professional books of a genetic engineer.
“Sharon,” Kara began, “we are trying to find out who murdered your husband. The prosecutor believes that my friend Susan is guilty. I don’t agree.”
Fighting tears, “I was surprised at Susan’s arrest as well. I knew her from some of the protests at Ray’s company, SynCorn, but I also knew her from her work at the school.” Sharon said.
Sharon explained that Susan volunteered one afternoon per week during which she taught a non-credit environmental awareness workshop to students in ninth through twelfth grades. Although the workshop was an elective, many of the students participated, perhaps due to Susan’s obvious passion for the subject. Sharon liked Susan.
“That’s very kind, I wasn’t aware of all of Susan’s activities. Who do you think could have murdered your husband?”
“I don’t know. Ray’s life was his work and his family – our two children and I. When he wasn’t at work, he was doing something with us. The kids are…” she stumbled “ were very important to Ray.”
“Like most scientists, I think, he worked a lot. Most Saturdays.”
“Do you know anything about his research?”
“Ray and I were opposites when it came to work. I love literature, poetry, the arts. Ray was a scientist. I didn’t understand his work and he didn’t understand mine. We seldom talked about work.”
“Who were his friends?”
“Mostly coworkers. Ray got along with most people but he never cultivated lasting friendships.”
“Ray’s boss, Les Spooner, told us that he worked with Ray on the mainland. Then when Spooner founded SynCorn, he hired Ray and moved your family over here.”
“No, you must have misunderstood. When we moved to Moloka‘i, Ray worked for another company. That company went out of business six or seven months after we moved here. Les hired Ray the day after the company foundered.”
“How well did you know Les? Did you know him before Ray began working at SynCorn?”
Like mold on a strawberry, disgust crept across Sharon’s face. “Well enough.”
Gybe tried to ask the question again. “How well did Ray get along with his boss?”
“All right, I guess. Les was short on funding, and even though once, he was a scientist, he pushed the researchers to hurry the development. Ray used to comment that you can’t make a corn plant grow faster. I think Ray sometimes told this to Les.”
“Was Ray satisfied with his work? Was he looking for a new job?”
“No, he wasn’t looking. But,” Sharon hesitated, “I guess it is all right to tell you now that he is gone. He told me that he was working on something that was going to make us very wealthy. Something that would allow us to live our future without monetary worries.”
“Did he say what it was that he was developing?”
“No, he said it was a secret. Something that he had to keep quiet.”
“I’m sorry I have to ask, but was Ray using drugs?”
“No, of course not.” Sharon paused. “Well, not anything serious anyway. We smoke a little pot now and then, who doesn’t?”
“How about finances, any problems there?”
“Not really. The first company, the one that failed, covered all of our expenses for the move here including the loss that we took on the sale of our former house. My salary as a teacher in Hawai‘i is nothing, but Ray made good money at SynCorn. Plus, he was optioned with a lot of stock. When the company goes public we will be very well off.”
“Who gets the stock options now?” Gybe kicked in.
“Uh, I’m not sure. I haven’t thought about it since …”
Sharon hadn’t thought about the stock options. She knew about them, knew they might be valuable, yet she hadn’t thought about them. Odd, Gybe thought. He decided to shift the conversation to another topic.
“How were you and Ray doing? Any marital problems?”
“We were fine.” Sharon stood and looked at her watch. “If you’ll excuse me, I must get the children ready for their swim lesson.”
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Back in the ’vair, Gybe suggested sightseeing might clear their thoughts. He was a believer in lateral thinking and found that sometimes if he let a problem percolate in the background, a solution would bubble to the surface.
“Let’s start with a drive to the north shore.” Using a map of the island, he guided Kara to a lookout overlooking the Kalaupapa Peninsula. On the west side of the peninsula, lay the old city of Kalaupapa, home to Father Damien, the Jesuit priest who tended the leper colony through some terrible times. Gybe and Kara decided not to hike the three-mile switchback trail down the 1700 foot sea cliff to the Kalaupapa National Historic Park. Kara snapped several pictures with a small digital camera.
Next, Kara drove back to the center of the island where Gybe suggested she turn right onto Maunaloa Highway and drive towards the west end of Moloka‘i. A mile marker indicated a distance of twelve miles to the beach resort ashore of the Papohaku Roadstead. The ’vair climbed from the central lowland saddle of the island up to a moderate ridge and then gradually down to a turnoff onto Kaluako‘i Road which descended to the beach.
At the end of the road, they got out and walked across the white sand beach to the water. A northwest swell dumped heavy surf at the tide line. The Papohaku Resort had reopened after an extensive remodeling effort. Dozens of tourists frolicked in the pool. Others lounged under beach umbrellas while young men in aloha shirts and young women in sarongs shuttled drink trays to the beach lizards.
After exploring the beach, they returned to the parking lot where they waded through several surfers admiring the ’vair. Leaving behind a cacophony of catcalls and car comments, Kara drove back up Kaluako‘i Road and at the intersection with Maunaloa Road turned right towards the town of Maunaloa.
“Isn’t Maunaloa on the Big Island?” Kara asked.
“That it is.” Gybe switched his voice to narrator mode. “Mauna Loa, the volcano, rises more than 13,000 feet above the south central part of Hawai‘i, the Big Island. On its southeastern flank, Kilauea has been erupting since 1982.”
Sensing her confusion, Gybe proffered. “As I understand the Hawaiian language, meaning very little, mauna means mountain and loa means long or high. When I first sailed into the islands, I was more confused than normal.”
Gybe’s rare admission of non-perfection elicited a smirk from Kara.
“The same place names exist on different islands. There is a town named Kailua on O‘ahu and one on the Kona coast of the Big Island. Sometimes, a town will share the same name as a region, area, bay, or coast. To identify the town, people will refer to the town followed by the word town. The town of Puna may be called Puna town to distinguish it from the Puna coast.”
In Gybe’s opinion, Kara appeared eager to learn but perhaps too proud to learn from him. She seemed glad to see that the road was about to end along with Gybe’s narration, at the town of Maunaloa. Kara turned into a parking lot of The Lodge, a luxury resort overlooking the western downslope of Moloka‘i.
“Let’s get some lunch, follow me.” Gybe struck out for the front door.
They had missed the main lunch crowd, so the hostess led them to a window table overlooking the west end of the island. At an elevation of 1200 feet, The Lodge offered an unobstructed downslope view to the ocean, less than five miles away. Gybe pointed to the outline of O‘ahu, twenty-five miles across Ka‘iwi Channel. “The tall peak is Makapu‘u Point. Just to the left, the smaller peak is Diamond Head.” With the clear skies and lack of fog or smog, the view was consuming.
After lunch, they explored the small town – laid out grid fashion and no more than five blocks from edge to edge – noting only one fast food place, a small movie theater that claimed to be the only one on the island, and a general store. For Gybe, the most interesting shop was the Big Wind Kite Factory. A kite in the shape of an old two masted square-rigger, a brigantine, drew Gybe’s immediate attention.
“Wow. That doesn’t fly does it?” Gybe turned to the clerk.
“Absolutely,” replied the sales clerk. “All of our kites fly.” She explained that she constructed each kite from bamboo and nylon. “They fly best in winds of five to fifteen miles per hour. This one is our flagship model, but we have several others.”
Gybe wanted the kite. “I’ll take it.”
Kara’s eyes, if eyes could speak, said “boys and their toys.”
As Gybe handed over his credit card, he asked. “Must be a lot of kite fliers in this town – can’t be more than a couple hundred people.”
“We sell to locals and tourists, but the Internet has been a great business tool.” She processed his card and handed Gybe the chit to sign.
Gybe wanted to try out the new kite but Kara convinced him that they should head back to the harbor.
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When they rolled down the grade into Kaunakakai after several sightseeing stops, the sun had set and the streetlights glowed along the causeway. Accustomed to the missing reverse gear, Kara piloted the ’vair into a space for easy exit, her habit by now. By the time they walked to the dinghy landing, the car engine had rattled to a stop.
“Shit. Where’s my dinghy?”
Both stared at the dock where they had left Aweigh securely tied. Only a yellow polypropylene rope dangled from the cleat. The dinghy was nowhere in site. Gybe knelt on the dock and lifted the painter from the water. A clean cut marked the new end of the rope, about two feet from the cleat.
“I don’t know if they really hung horse thieves in the old days, but if I catch the bastard that stole my boat, he’ll be begging for a noose…”
“Hey, it’s only a boat.” Kara interrupted. “Aren’t you the one living the simple life?” The words fell out of her mouth before she realized that maybe this wasn’t the time for a discussion of simplicity.
Gybe scanned the harbor. Ukulele music emanated from Makani, three fishermen stood near the mauka end of the pier, and the vehicle parade rolled up and down the causeway. Although it was after sunset, a couple of old coots were preparing their boat to go out fishing. Gybe asked around, but no one had seen the dinghy since this morning.
The fishermen gave them a lift out to Makani. Gybe wanted to ask Mongoose if he had seen anything.
“Welcome wahine, et tu mi amigo.”
Amazingly the self-medicated Mongoose had worked four languages into the simple greeting. They stepped aboard and into a party in progress. Tied to the starboard side, an outrigger canoe bumped against the fenders – inflated white sausages - that insulated it from the hull. A small skiff dangled from its painter at the stern.
A uke player removed one of the flower leis from his neck and slipped it over Kara’s head, then stuck a white hibiscus behind her ear. Her eyes widened at the bare canoe-paddler-developed chest of the young man as she appeared to absorb in his scent.
A beer materialized in Gybe’s hand as he surveyed the deck. On the foredeck, three young women, arms above their heads, undulated their trim bodies while two men on the cabintop, strummed their ukuleles. Gybe joined four women, two men he didn’t recognize, and Mongoose in the cockpit. Japanese lanterns hung from the rigging and cast an eerie glow over the boat’s deck. Kara drifted aft with her new friend. Not surprisingly, the heavy scent of pakalolo, the Hawaiian word for ganja, cloaked the air.
“That parrot is bogarting your doobie.” Gybe pointed at the yard-long bird perched on the ship’s binnacle.
Everyone turned towards the bird whose bright red feathers adorned its back and long tail. A yellow band separated the red from the iridescent blue wing feathers. Sensing the attention, the bird hopped to the ship’s wheel and screeched, “Not inhale, not inhale.”
“It’s not a parrot – it’s a scarlet macaw.” Mongoose explained. “Name’s Bill.” He took the fat doobie from Bill and took a deep hit. Remembering his manners, he passed the joint to the girl on his right.
Another skiff nuzzled alongside, disgorged its passengers, and joined the other one dangling from its painter astern.
An hour later, when Gybe and his new friend, Nani, dove off the port bow and swam to Ferrity, few on board Makani were still in the current space-time dimension. No one noticed. No one cared.
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The next morning, Gybe was alone aboard Ferrity when Mongoose motored his dinghy alongside. Kara sat in the bow of the tender, a shallow anger on her face.
“Nice party, ’goose. Coffee?”
They settled around the cockpit. Mongoose waited for his coffee to stop steaming, Gybe did the same with Kara.
“Where’s Bill? And where did you get him?”
“Won him on a bet at Roach Hill Downs two nights ago.”
If civilized society, as touted by politicians, newspapers, and high school home ec teachers, was a well-manicured lawn with two stately oaks and surrounded by well-tended flowerbeds, Mongoose was the oil spot on the driveway. He paid no taxes, at least none that weren’t collected at point of sale. Mostly he bartered. The only official papers that he carried were a passport and a ship’s document. He had backups to these in several names. The ’goose’s name embossed no credit cards nor titled any checks.
An article on the Internet about the annual cockroach races at Purdue University, dubbed Roach Hill Downs had inspired him to bring the event to Moloka‘i. For the starting gate, Mongoose used a one-gallon glass jar that he had painted black. He placed the entrants in the jar and then sat it upside down in the center of a seven-foot circle. Because the jar shielded the light, the roaches were quiet in the container. A rope, duct-taped to the jar and led over a rafter completed the gate assembly.
The blowing of a conch shell signaled the start of a race. The raising of the jar exposed the roaches to the bright lights in the arena. The race began. Rules were simple. The first roach over the outside circle won. ’Goose’s roach won three consecutive races and hence the grand prize – the scarlet macaw. “Won him off a fellow calling himself Jack Sparrow.” Mongoose amplified.
“It was exciting, man. Much better than them chicken fights you see all around the islands. After the races, I set up a gecko-wrestling pit. In the pit, a 32-gallon Rubbermaid garbage can, we placed one gecko and one cockroach. If the roach survived two minutes the roach won, else, the gecko won.”
“Bill,” he motioned to the red macaw, “chose from the losers. As a vegetarian, he shuns red meat and insects. But like a cat with a bird, he needs his toys.”
He explained his dream to take roach racing to a national level. “The working man needs a sport that doesn’t require expensive thoroughbreds, pit crews, or whiny, spoiled athletes. A sport where a ticket doesn’t cost thirty dollars or a beer eight bucks!”
Gybe interrupted the dream, “How will you get the roaches to wear Nike caps or Budweiser jackets?”
“The illiterati always scoff at genius.” Mongoose continued. “Besides racing roaches and gecko-roach wrestling, I foresee maze running, chariot races, and roach-pulls in the future.” A regular Mark Twain and his Calaveras frog.
Kara remained quiet.
“I got some stuff on the seed companies.” Mongoose changed the subject.
31
“Good – tell me.”
Mongoose explained what he had discovered. GeNesRus, the company where Jean worked, was researching methods to perfect the transfer of genes from one species to another. They worked exclusively on plant-to-plant transfers, focusing on methodologies without specific goals for any particular transfer.
“So they are working on techniques, but not specific products?” Gybe asked to clarify.
“Exactly. They want to learn how to move genes quickly, predictably, and successfully. They want to master the gene transfer process between ANY two plants. If they succeed, they will be able to custom design to specification new plants – plants with new characteristics – faster than the traditional single-goal development cycle. According to the reports that I read, they are very close to succeeding. In tests, they’ve been able to pull any genetic trait from over five hundred species and place that trait into any other species and create a viable new plant within forty-five days.”
“They have a computer database that lists up to fifty traits for each of five hundred plants. A simple program randomly pulls a trait from the set and assigns it to another in the set. This random match-up becomes the problem for the researcher to solve.”
“The murdered Dr. Splicer was one of five trained scientists working in this area at GeNesRus.” Mongoose continued. “Of course, they have several lab assistants and technicians, but the five scientists were responsible for the research. Jean’s boss – Dr. Miller – whom I believe you met was head of the company.”
“Who funds it?” Gybe interrupted.
“That’s a little hard to say. All of the employees own stock which they purchase with their own money. In addition, they have generous stock options. Like many startups, they have accepted founder’s stock and stock options in lieu of high pay. Their salaries are modest at best.”
“Dr. Miller put up her own money for the lease and receives no salary. As you know, she got a very sweet deal on the lease. The previous renter abandoned the building lock, stock, and barrel. Or maybe it’s equipment, desks, and computers. She has accepted seed capital from two Boston based venture capital firms.”
“I’m curious about the company that left everything behind. That’s very strange. What happened to them?”
“Didn’t check into that, but I will.”
“What else did you find?”
Mongoose rattled along for another ten minutes describing the other scientists and some of the assistants. “Guess you know about Jean and her boss?”
“Jean and Elizabeth? No.” Gybe responded.
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Gybe noticed that Kara remained silent throughout the conversation. Her facial expression alternated between a far away almost dreamy quality and a stern angry set. Was she dreaming of the paddler-boy from last night or the swimmer-girl that followed Gybe home?
“They were very friendly.” Mongoose answered his own question.
Kara snapped back to the present. “You mean lesbians? How do you know? Elizabeth told us that Jean had a boyfriend.”
“Maybe she did, but the e-mails that I read were pretty explicit. How many people send e-mails to their bosses signed ‘kisses J?’ Besides, your friend Susan should know.”
“Should I ask how you got this information? How you read her e-mails?” Gybe wondered. “I suppose you hacked through their firewalls and into the server?”
“You underestimate me Gybe.” The masterful Mongoose explained how excellent firewalls and security systems protected the computer network at GeNesRus. The trade secrets under development were very valuable. Biometric devices, attached to each workstation, read fingerprints and scanned retinas before allowing access.
“They even had a prototype pheromone sniffer. When it detects the scent of an unauthorized person or a particularly obnoxious perfume, it blanks the computer screen. The IT Director has accused one male hacker of using the sensor for immoral purposes. Something to do with predicting estrus cycles.”
“The scanners are very difficult to bypass, at least for most people.” Mongoose added without elaboration.
He explained that he could have hacked into the system, but he found it easier to befriend the IT manager.
The Information Technology manager was a gamer, ’goose amplified. A gamer, Latin name Geekonus gamerectus, was one of the two known subspecies of the more commonly encountered geek. The gamer worked at GeNesRus as an antidote to starvation. She didn’t care whether the company worked with genetics or gondolas. When she wasn’t working, she was gaming.
In exchange for a bootleg copy of a soon to be released and much hyped game, the IT manager gave Mongoose read-only access to the server. From there, he was able to explore the entire GeNesRus computer network including all workstations and the mail server.
“Trite as it may sound, people are always the weak link in a security system.” Mongoose expounded.
“Good work on GeNesRus, what did you find at SynCorn?”
“Not much more than you already know. Dr. Wilson, before his murder, was working on the color modification of corn kernels using genetics. Rather than trying to solve a real world problem, like pest control, productivity gains, or drought resistance, their goal was to make red, white, and blue corn. Or any other color that the marketing department needed.”
“I haven’t gotten into their computer system yet, but I will. The word on the street is that Mr. Lester Spooner is about out of money. He founded SynCorn from his own pocket, money that he made on the stock run up of his last employer. He bailed, that is, he cashed in his stock, before the company went the way of the American chestnut.”
Kara explained ’goose’s comment. “Billions of American chestnut trees died in the first half of the twentieth century. Trees up to one hundred feet tall with trunks up to ten feet in diameter blanketed much of Appalachia. They are on the brink of extinction because of the chestnut blight. A parasite that traveled with Asiatic chestnut trees imported in the 1800’s. Just another example of man screwing up the environment.”
This woman was a one-tracker. Gybe thought.
“Anyway, Les’s company is short on funds and some suppliers have cut off deliveries. He hasn’t laid off anyone. Yet. But at least two of the key researchers have seen their paycheck go away. Les has talked them into accepting stock.”
For another twenty minutes, the three discussed what they knew and what they should do next. Gybe emphasized that they needed more information. Specifically, he was interested in the personal lives of the dead Jean and her very much alive boss, Elizabeth. Could some sort of lover’s triangle have precipitated the murders? Was Jean seeing the dead Ray as well as Elizabeth? Could Elizabeth have murdered them both during a jealous rage?
Or could it be the other way around? He remembered how their interview with the dead man’s wife had ended abruptly when he questioned their marital bliss. Could Sharon, the dead man’s wife, have believed that the two victims were having an affair?
Finally, was money involved? Could the SynCorn’s financial troubles play into the deaths?
There were too many unanswered questions.
Tomorrow, Kara would take the Moloka‘i Princess ferry over to Maui and question Susan again. The ’goose would continue his efforts to break into the computer system of SynCorn. Plus, he would dig into the personal lives of the murdered woman’s boss and the murdered man’s wife. When Kara went below to use the head, Gybe asked Mongoose to snoop around about Susan as well.
Gybe, for his part, was going for a sail. He needed to ponder the problems and probe the possibilities. That is, if he could find his damn dink.
33
The chuckling Mongoose, if mongooses could chuckle, forced out, “I know where your dink is, man.”
“Where? What’s so funny? When I find the guy who stole it, I’ll shellac his testicles and present them to his girlfriend as earrings!”
“The dink is right where you left it.” Mongoose paused for effect. “Almost anyway, it’s on the bottom.”
“The dink is an inflatable, you moron, it can’t sink. Even if the air leaked out or someone deflated it, the dink would stay afloat like a limp air mattress in a swimming pool.”
“Not if it’s full of concrete. Remember that pretty young wahine that I was with last night?”
“Mongoose, when I left there were at least eight young women on Makani. You’ve got to ease up the pakalolo. There’s a reason they call it that. It comes from the words for tobacco and crazy – crazy tobacco.”
“Gybe, I saw you swim away with Nani. You’re awfully uptight, didn’t you get…”
“Enough! Why is my dink full of concrete?”
According to the girl, yesterday afternoon an island concrete truck pulled onto the pier and backed up to the dingy dock. As always, several locals were on the pier. The driver swung the dump chute over Aweigh and starting pouring concrete. Inspecting his work after the dinghy sank, the driver noticed that the painter was still holding up the bow. The driver retrieved a machete from the truck cab, slashed the line, and drove away.
“Didn’t anyone call the police? Did they get license plate numbers?”
“Everyone knew it was your dink. While you have yet to make enemies, you haven’t made any friends. To the locals, you’re a yachtie or rich haole. They thought it was pretty funny.”
Mongoose had brought his dive gear and a float bag with him. At the pier, they found the dinghy on the bottom, thirteen feet below the surface. The concrete man had stopped pouring once the dinghy sank. The air chambers, still inflated, kept the whole mess at near neutral buoyancy. They removed the outboard and carried it to the surface. After attaching the float bag to the starboard grab rope, they used the scuba tank to inflate. When the bag was two-thirds full, it had lifted the dinghy up to a 45-degree angle with the bottom. From this position, the two men were able to flip the little boat onto its top, concrete down. The concrete plug wore the dinghy like King Kong’s condom.
Gybe released the air from the dink and the two men peeled the Hypalon fabric of the dinghy away from the concrete. Kara had remained on the dinghy dock where she helped with the salvage operation.
“I need to do some laundry before I take the ferry to Maui.” Kara said once the motor and dinghy were safely on the dock. “I’ll take the ’vair to the laundromat.”
“Check the dryers.” Gybe hollered as Kara started walking towards the car.
Kara halted, turned towards Gybe as if he had just told her to wash her hands before supper, then started walking.
“Squid – check for squid in the dryers.”
That stopped Kara. She faced Gybe. “What squid in the dryers?”
Gybe explained that fisherman sometimes used the dryers instead of hanging the squid on racks in the sun. Kara shuddered, then boarded the ’vair.
In the parking lot, Gybe field stripped the outboard. He removed the carburetor, fuel line, and spark plugs. After rinsing everything in fresh water and then drying the parts, he reassembled the simple two-cylinder engine. Less than two hours after they had peeled Aweigh off the bottom, she was afloat with the engine purring like the good little rice-burner that it was. He bid adieu to Mongoose and motored to Ferrity.
Gybe stowed the dinghy on the foredeck. Since he was sailing only a short way and downwind at that, he broke his own rule and left the dink inflated, but lashed securely. Thirty minutes after returning to his boat, Ferrity was ready to sail.
With the anchor on deck, he left the foredeck, stopped at the mast, and raised the mainsail. Predictable trade winds blew from the east.
Once in the cockpit, he hauled in the mainsheet to control the luffing sail. As the wind filled the mainsail, the boom swung to the starboard side. Ferrity gained speed as she headed southeast towards the pier.
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