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Author’s Note

This novel was previously published as
a trade paperback book under the title The
Trouble With Paradise (ISBN: 0-966-1861-0-9) by Escape
Media Publishers in January 1998. The original edition of this book
was selected as a National Writer’s Association Novel Competition
Finalist. This Smashwords Edition appears under the title
Calico Pennants. The title and the
text have been altered by the author to render a version of the
novel more authentic to his original vision and concept.

 



PART I.

 


The Fruit Juice Philosopher

“Relax – it’s just a planet...”

That was the handwritten message at the
bottom of a black and white photograph that hung on the wall of
Song Cajudoy’s Sunrise Café in Lahaina. The faded print was of a
sun-browned Oriental with a full face, long black hair, a wispy
little goatee, and a big smile on his lips. Though at a loss to
understand why, Julian Crosby could not take his eyes off the
picture.

He was also keenly interested in the girl
working behind the counter. She was a petite Filipina with
delicate but determined features. Her silky black ponytail hung
down over her flower-print shirt all the way to her waist. Her
movements were nimble, like the sparrows and finches that flew from
perches in the mango tree just outside the café’s open doorway.

Normally not a deliberate eater, Julian
lingered over breakfast today, and before he’d drunk his coffee and
finished eating his banana-nut muffin, a willowy blond wearing a
very revealing bikini over a volcanic figure came sauntering into
the diner. Obviously a friend of the Filipina, she casually
ordered a glass of passion fruit juice, then inquired, “Where’s
Kamehaloha this morning?”

For the first time in over a year Kamehaloha
Kong was not sitting at the Sunrise as the day dawned over the mid-
Pacific. (It was his enigmatic smile that beamed down from
the picture on the wall). Song Cajudoy shrugged as she poured the
drink.

“Our friend is sailing his boat from
Shipwreck Beach to Lahaina Harbor,” she said. “I think he wants to
sell it.”

“Next time you see him,” said the blond,
“tell him there’s a haole in town looking for him,
okay?”

“Sure,” Song agreed. Her unappreciative
opinion of Kamehaloha Kong was based primarily on the fact that he
owed her money for meals eaten at the Sunrise.

From his corner table Julian Crosby
eavesdropped on the conversation. Shamelessly, he admired the
bikini girl. As she turned to walk out of the café her shoulders
rocked gently and her long arms swayed like palm fronds touched by
the Trades.

He paid his bill and needlessly left a tip.
Out the door and onto Front Street he sauntered, past the Pioneer
Inn and all the way to the far end of the pier where the
Carthaginian sailing ship was docked. There he stood out on the
launch, watching rays of golden sunlight dance over the straight
that separated Maui from the Island of Lanai. A colorful dragonfly
whirred round his head.

On this splendid Hawaiian morning, Julian
took a moment to acknowledge his friend and stockbroker, Kevin
Miles, who had first suggested and then facilitated this Maui
vacation. You were right about this place, my friend, he silently
acknowledged. Here a decrepit attitude doesn’t stand a chance for
survival.

Driving his rented car, Julian spent most of
the morning exploring the leeward side of the West Maui Mountains.
He stopped at a busy farmer’s market in Wailuku to buy mangoes and
a pineapple then drove mauka to Pukulani and Makawao, where
Hawaiian paniolos worked on upcountry ranches. Later, on the
eleventh floor balcony of Kevin Miles’ ocean-view condo, he cooked
ahi on a gas barbecue and assembled a salad made from
tropical fruits. He drank an entire bottle of Chardonnay to toast
his arrival in Hawaii.

The view from the balcony of Kevin’s condo
was sublime. Molokai Island appeared distant and surreal at sunset
as the billowy clouds concealed its conical summit. Its leeward
canyons were cast in fiery shades of pink and mauve. As dusk fell
Julian heard the sound of waves breaking onshore. The white foam
was oddly luminescent in near darkness. In the distance, a sugar
train whistled as it chugged through the cane fields from Kaanapali
to Lahaina Town.

The ocean breeze kept the eleventh-floor
apartment cool, and Julian slept more soundly than he could
remember sleeping in years. It was barely light when he opened his
eyes. For a moment he lay in bed trying to recall a dream he was
certain he’d dreamed. A curious image presented itself.

 


Sitting on a bridge near a rainforest
waterfall was the round-bodied Hawaiian he’d seen in the photo at
the Sunrise Café. With bare feet and busy hands the ‘fruit juice
philosopher’ was weaving baskets out of freshly cut palm fronds.
Aware of the haole’s presence, he extended his thumb and
little finger. “Aloha, brother!”

“Aloha,” said Julian.

“A little out of your element, aren’t you?”
said the basket weaver.

Julian shrugged. “I think everybody’s
looking for a little piece of paradise...”

“True, brother. But Paradise is nothing more
than a state of mind. Don’t you agree?”

“Come on now,” said Julian. “Who could argue
with splendor like this?” Of course he was referring to the
prolific natural garden, as well as to the emotional comfort it
seemed to impart.

“The rainforest is beautiful, but it’s
also very dense,” said Kong, “The haole can never fully
understand its mysteries…”

“What’s a haole?” Julian asked. “I
keep hearing the word, but I’m afraid I don’t know it.”

The Hawaiian laughed at him. “You are
haole!”

“The blond girl at the Sunrise said we would
meet.”

“Could be we have important business,” the
weaver speculated.

“With all due respect,” said Julian,
“business is the farthest thing from my mind.”

“A poor choice of words on my part, brother.
I’m sure that your trip is intended for pure pleasure!” The
Hawaiian laughed so hard that he nearly fell off the rock on which
he was sitting.

“So where do you fit in?” Julian wanted to
know.

Kamehaloha’s black eyes suddenly went
serious as he surveyed the newcomer from head to toe. “Kahuna’s
power is very curious,” he said, nodding. “I search your soul. I
uncover your dreams and fantasies. Then I work through your sense
of possibility.”

“No offense,” said Julian, “but I’m afraid I
have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“It’s my job to throw the world off its
axis,” said Kong, and he again busied his hands with his task.
“Kahuna may do a little mischief, brother, but I never make
knots that are impossible to untie!”

 


Again Julian heard the sound of the breakers
rolling onshore, and redirecting his attention to more tangible
circumstances, he quickly dismissed the memory of a strange dream,
already fading. Putting on his bathrobe, he walked onto the balcony
to assess the morning weather. A thin mantle of fog cloaked the
velvety escarpments to the east. The sea was gray and foamy, bold
but not cold looking. Though it was quite early he observed a young
couple making their way, arm-in-arm, up the deserted beach, and he
was momentarily overcome with the uneasy suspicion that too many
opportunities had been missed, and good years gone by. How utterly
absurd it suddenly seemed, for instance, that he’d never run
barefoot along the seashore. Determined to correct this omission
immediately, he put on his bathing suit and went downstairs to the
beach.

One mile up and one mile down: he stopped
periodically to examine his footprints on the fine sand. They were
not unlike the others he saw, but the waves washing onshore erased
his telltale signature almost as quickly as he’d made it. He
stopped to watch two wind surfers flying over eight-foot waves with
their sails unfurled, and he experienced a vicarious feeling of
freedom, as if he were the one riding the thundering
swells.

This ribbon of windswept beach separated the
ocean from a life-size terrarium. Here blossoms of every
conceivable shape and color – Birds of Paradise, Torch Ginger, and
Heliconia – engendered within Julian a reformed sense of personal
size and proportion. Such profusion shifted his attention away from
the triviality of toil and replaced it squarely on the majesty of
nature. Quite unconsciously, he’d begun the process of giving up a
long-fostered, nervous and competitive perspective.

Walking inland he discovered a network of
wondrous caves – cool, moist, and mossy – where patches of ferns
grew out of cracks in the rocks and water trickled down the walls
into limpid cave pools. Peering into the depths, he drew a startled
breath and blinked his eyes in disbelief. Convinced that he’d
rediscovered a place both secret and taboo, Julian thought he saw
the image of a beautiful girl – not Polynesian, but fair-skinned –
taking shape in the concentric ripples where his reflection most
certainly should have appeared. Her cool, blue-gray eyes reflected
a keen awareness of her circumstance and seemed to suggest
mysteries beyond the realm of time. Her tensile body intimated both
elemental conflict and natural harmony. She appeared to be
endlessly searching some unfathomable horizon. Who was she?

Quite unaccustomed to revelation, Julian
drew back. He made his way through the dense tropical vegetation
back to the beach. Sitting upon the sand, he looked out to sea and
contemplated the horizon.

Returning that evening to Kevin’s condo, he
soaked in the Jacuzzi for an hour, trying without much success to
come to terms with his newfound visionary propensity. That night he
went to bed before it was fully dark.

Next morning he awoke early with the obscure
feeling that he was late for an appointment. Considering the fact
that he knew not a soul on Maui, such an impression seemed
unfounded. Still, the sensation would not leave him. Having eaten
nothing the night before, he was very hungry, so he dressed and
walked up Front Street to the only restaurant open at this hour –
Song Cajudoy’s Sunrise Café.

He ordered coffee and a cinnamon roll. The
only other customer in the café at this hour was the ambiguous
local in the black and white photo – the same rainforest basket
weaver he’d encountered in his dream! With a glass of fruit juice
before him, the kahuna meditated at one of the outdoor
tables facing the sea, contemplating hibiscus corollas on a trellis
as he waited for the sunrise.

“Mr. Kong,” said the haole, “my name
is Julian Crosby.”

The Hawaiian nodded his big head in
recognition. “Somebody said there was a haole looking for
me.”

“I heard you have a boat for sale,” said
Julian.

“You want to buy a boat?”

“I’ve been considering it.”

“You don’t look like a sailor,” said
Kamehaloha Kong.

“I’m not, really,” said Julian. Then he
explained, “I sailed occasionally in California. But that was years
ago. I decided to come over to Maui for an extended vacation, and
my friend in San Diego offered me his condo. But I’ve been thinking
it might be great to get a boat. Nothing too fancy – just big
enough to go from island to island. It’s probably a foolish
idea.”

“Maybe the best reason to do it!”
said Kong. Wringing his thick hands, he sermonized, “When you’re
young, brother, you pay a dime and get a dollar’s worth of
pleasure. But when you get older, you pay a dollar and only get a
dime’s worth of fun. How old are you?”

“I’m fifty-two,” said Julian.

“So, brother, maybe you can still get
forty-five cents on a buck,” Kong laughed.

“How big is your boat?” Julian asked.

“She’s a six-passenger, thirty-one foot
Bertram Flybridge Sportfisher powered by twin four-cylinder, one
hundred sixty-five horse inboards – a real beauty! She’s called
Scoundrel. The engines are a little fickle if they’re not
tuned just right, but you’ll get a feel for that.”

“How much are you asking for her?” Julian
wanted to know.

“Twenty-five thousand cash,” said Kong. “I’m
probably giving her away, but I’m hard up for money.”

“When can I have a look at her?” Julian
said.

“Right now, if you like,” said Kong. “She’s
docked in slip number thirteen over at the small boat harbor at the
end of Canal Street. We can walk there in five minutes.”

 


The Scoundrel

Kamehaloha Kong tinkered with the
Scoundrel’s engines for nearly fifteen minutes before he was able
to make them turn over, but finally the twin-inboards rose to life
with a roar that shattered the morning serenity in an
ear-splitting, bone-rattling, two-cycle cacophony. The sound of the
motors sent tremors of doubt thundering through Julian’s still
uncertain sense of security, but the Hawaiian was able to adjust
each choke until combustion was assured. He piloted the boat out of
Lahaina Harbor as if it were an old friend.

Standing on the bridge and looking out to
sea, Julian remarked idiotically, “That’s a helluva lotta
water…”

“Sure thing, brother,” laughed Kamehaloha
Kong. “And that’s just the top of it!”

The captain turned his boat starboard and
began paralleling Maui’s western coastline. He steered the craft
past Maalaea Harbor, Kihei, Wailea Resort, and Makena, Maui’s
southernmost point. Well away from shore, he opened up the throttle
and powered the cruiser over the incoming waves.

Holding tightly to the side railing, Julian
tried to look nautical, but in actuality looked weak and forlorn
and more than a little out of place. The biting sea spray made his
office-white face tingle, and the wind plastered his hair straight
back.

“Wha’ d’ya think?” Kamehaloha called down
from his position on the head.

“She has plenty of spirit,” Julian
observed.

“Do you want to take the wheel?” Kong
asked.

“Maybe after a while. I’m not sure I have my
sea legs yet.”

“I’m heading round the southern shore to
Molokini Island,” Kong declared.

“Wherever you want to go,” Julian acceded,
“I’m with you!”

In Molokini’s sunken crater, calm and clear
waters were almost guaranteed for novices and experienced divers
alike. Kamehaloha Kong turned off the engines and dropped anchor
near the crescent-shaped, volcanic islet. He made no immediate
attempt to explain his intentions to Julian, but descended to the
main deck and popped open a storage compartment that housed an
impressive array of scuba equipment. “You ever made a dive?” he
asked.

“I’m afraid I’ve not had the pleasure,” said
Julian dubiously.

“It’s easy,” said Kong without concern. He
began pulling various pieces of equipment out of the compartment.
“I have expert classification. I’ll give you a little instruction
and have you suited up in a matter of minutes.”

“Really?” said Julian.

“Hey! No problem, brother.”

Julian dressed down to his swimming trunks,
and Kamehaloha Kong lifted a lightweight backpack apparatus with
protruding hoses, gauges, and straps onto Julian’s shoulders. He
adjusted the position of a single air tank before the novice could
voice an objection, and with a large-lipped, toothy smile on his
big brown face, he initiated a crash course.

“This jacket is your buoyancy compensator,”
Kamehaloha explained. “By inflating it with just the right amount
of air, you can maintain stasis under water,” he explained. “You
add air by blowing into this ribbed tube. It is released with this
valve. You see?” Kong repeated the demonstration so any fool might
comprehend the procedure.

Julian looked overwhelmed.

“And here’s your regulator,” Kong continued.
“Put it in your mouth and breath naturally. There’s really nothing
to it.” He then showed Julian how to read the gauges that measured
ocean depth and air tank pressure.

“Now put on your fins and spit in your
mask,” he told him. “That’ll keep it from fogging up. Once we’re in
the water, hold your nose and blow the pressure out of your ears.
And stay with me no matter what happens. We’ll descend very slowly
down to fifty or sixty feet. When it’s time to come up, follow your
slowest air bubble to the surface and you won’t get the bends.”

“Are you sure I can do this?” Julian
asked.

But his appeal was already too late as
Kamehaloha took him by the arm and jumped overboard.

Unique experiences had never been Julian
Crosby’s passion, and he now found himself wondering why he’d
allowed Kamehaloha Kong to maneuver him into such a situation. Yet
he could not deny the novelty of this experience. A once abstract
and anomalous world now tolerated him as an alien guest!

On the surface was a great light; he could
almost feel the intensity of some luminary beacon shafting through
the water. Below, against a backdrop of ever-deepening shades of
green and gray, lay the vast coral reef and sandy bottom. Myriad
schools of multicolored, tropical fish, (supported by a grand and
diverse cast of undersea plants pulsating to the rhythms and
currents of the fluent medium), brought the mercurial art of water
ballet to its natural zenith. Simply putting on a mask had unveiled
this silent world – one that seemed to appeal to some primordial
atom deep within his ancient consciousness.

Along the coral reef the crystalline
framework of the radically symmetrical bodies – brittle tentacles
of calcium carbonate – formed a gorgonian colony: orange and purple
sea feathers; fans; calcareous spicules with erect central rods
surrounded by conglomerate cylinders. Prolific were hydras,
jellyfish, and sea anemones. There were mollusks and snails and
crabs. A Crown-of-thorns, a Spiny Sea Urchin, a Diadema, a Gall
crab... Julian became entranced by the parade of fishes: first a
Parrotfish swam right in front of him; followed by a Lionfish with
its colorful, zebra-like patterns. A shoal of Jewelfish awash in
chromium-pink, changing to silvery-yellow in reflective light, was
no more than an arm’s length away.

Kamehaloha directed Julian’s attention to a
vibrant stand of fire coral. Waving his hand from side to side, he
instructed the novice diver not to touch the poisonous branches.
Then he pointed out a community of Moray eels, green and snake-like
with geometric patterns that appeared to undulate as the creatures
slithered near the reef’s foundation.

In this world of intricate patterns and
temporal networks, linear measurement lost all meaning, and Julian
now floated in an odd state of suspension. So when Kong pointed to
his watch and motioned toward the surface, Julian was surprised to
learn that they had already been diving for nearly and hour. They
ascended slowly, Crosby at Kong’s heels, so the pressure could
equalize within their bloodstreams. As they neared the surface the
light of day grew brighter and brighter. Suddenly they were above
water, and for a moment the world of dry land and air felt
curiously foreign to Julian.

Onboard the Scoundrel, Julian was all
expletives.

“What an experience! That was fantastic! I
never imagined it would be so...” He fell speechless.

“So you liked it?” said Kong as he peeled
off his mask and began unfastening his BC. “I knew if I told
you what I had in mind you would have put up some kind of fight.
Now you’re aware of something new.”

Still dripping seawater, Julian sat on the
Scoundrel’s deck. Considerable suction was created between the
rubber fins and bare skin, and a popping sound punctuated their
conversation as he peeled off his flippers.

“This was probably some sort of tactic to
make me want to buy the boat,” said Julian. “And perhaps it just
might have worked, Kong.”

“You think you want to buy it?” Kamehaloha
asked as he wrung water from his long hair.

“I’ll buy it on two conditions,” said
Julian, still breathless.

“What conditions?”

“That you include the two scuba outfits. And
that we spend another day sailing together so I can become
thoroughly familiar with every operation on board.”

“Okay,” said the Hawaiian. Kamehaloha’s
characteristic smile spread over the breadth of his face. Julian,
too, beamed at the notion of owning the Scoundrel.

“We can sail over to the Big Island next
Sunday,” Kong suggested. “I hear there’s going to be a luau
at Hilo Harbor. You can drop me off there, and then go anyplace the
Scoundrel will take you. I have only one more question.”

“What’s that?” Julian asked.

“Do you have twenty-five thousand in
cash?”

Julian looked the Hawaiian directly in the
eye. “I can get it,” he said. “But you’ll have to give me a couple
of days to have the money transferred to a Hawaiian bank.”

“I think the haole just bought
himself a boat,” said Kong, extending his hand. “Congratulations,
brother!”

They shook hands to seal the agreement.

 


A Luncheon with the President

In January 1937, Amelia Mary Earhart Putnam
stood in the doorway of the Round Robin Lounge off the lobby of the
venerable Willard Hotel in Washington, D.C. Having just come from
the salon, and dressed in a new, smart-looking blue suit with a
silk scarf, a black belt and bag, pumps, and her silver
Distinguished Flyer’s Cross, she searched the room for her
longtime friend, Eugene Vidal, but did not locate him.

Approaching her, the Maitre d’hotel
bowed graciously. “May I be of service, Miss Earhart?”

By now she probably should have been
accustomed to being recognized, yet such familiarity in public
still managed to catch her off guard.

“I’m meeting a friend, Mr. Eugene Vidal. But
perhaps he’s not here yet,” she said.

“Mr. Vidal is seated at the back of the
room,” he told her. “By his request,” he added. “Please allow me to
escort you, Miss Earhart.”

At Vidal’s table the host withdrew. Gene
stood up and kissed her lightly on the cheek, then pulled out her
chair. “Welcome to Washington, AE,” he said as they sat down.

“It’s dreadfully cold here,” she
remarked.

“What do you expect? It’s January!”

“I’m acclimated to the weather in
California,” she said.

“How’s George?” Vidal asked.

“Feeling sour about not being included for
the White House luncheon.” She smiled indulgently at the minor
tantrum GP had thrown before she left Oakland.

Knowing George Putnam’s moods, Vidal
chuckled. “I’m sure he’ll get over it,” he said.

A waiter arrived to take their drink orders.
Though it was just before noon, Vidal ordered a scotch and soda; AE
wanted only tonic water.

“You must admit,” she said, “it’s a little
odd that GP was not invited.”

“Not if you know the Roosevelts,” said
Vidal.

“Mrs. Roosevelt has always been totally
supportive of my flying,” she told him.

“The First Lady is captivated by you,
Amelia.”

“Don’t tell me things like that, Gene. I’m
nervous enough about this luncheon.”

“Why?” he wanted to know. “You’ve been to
the White House before. You’ve met the president and Mrs.
Roosevelt.”

“But not for lunch in their private
quarters. What do you suppose this is all about?”

“Part of Roosevelt’s charm is the way he
perpetuates mystery,” said Vidal. “So what’s today’s protocol?”

“The limousine is picking me up in an hour,”
she related.

“Good. Then we can have a few minutes
together – to talk.” To Vidal, AE seemed uncharacteristically
nervous as she took a compact from her bag and checked her already
flawless make-up. “You look stunning, Amelia,” he reassured
her.

Snapping the compact shut, she said, “I
am going to the White House, you know. To meet with the
president and the First Lady.”

During the next forty-five minutes they
discussed ongoing repairs by Lockheed to the Electra
following the aborted take-off and rollover in Honolulu. Amelia
told Vidal that the repairs were going well and that as a result of
the accident several innovations were being incorporated into the
plane’s structure. They also discussed plans to establish,
following the completion of her equatorial flight, a new commercial
airline.

“Of course you know that Harry Manning has
withdrawn as navigator for the around-the-world flight,” she said
to Eugene.

“ I didn’t know that. Since
when?”

“Since we returned from Hawaii. He says it’s
because his leave of absence will run out before we can get
underway again, but I think it’s something more – something
personal.”

“Involving you or GP?” Vidal inquired.

She took a sip of the tonic then dabbed her
lips with the cocktail napkin. “I can’t determine,” she said. “But
it looks as though I’m going to have to find another
navigator.”

“That’s unfortunate,” said Vidal. “Who do
you have in mind?”

“GP wants Freddy Noonan. But I don’t
know.”

“Freddy’s a great navigator, of course. But
if those rumors about why he was sacked by Pan Am are true...”
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