Chapter 1

     The rugged Na Pali coastline descended below the single shadow from Pu u o Kila Lookout to the crashing waves five thousand feet below. The lush green vegetation swayed ever so gently in the Pacific breeze. The deep, orange hues propelled across the dark blue water gave a hint of the kaleidoscope that was to follow. The wind pierced the single figure atop the lookout to remind him of nature’s potency when juxtaposed against the fragile human. Bald eagles returned to their nests cut deep in the cavernous rocks permeating the sloping cliffs below. Undulating water made its way towards the shoreline circumventing the jagged volcano remnants of a land formation that stretched northwest to Japan. The damp, cool air brushed against the graying beard. The steely, blue eyes fixed on the orange ball that was about to disappear below the horizon. 

     The lone figure grabbed his canteen to wet his parched lips, the water trickling down the corners of his mouth to moisten the gray filament below. The Kala trail with its breathtaking views and switchbacks had pounded the man’s chest like a punching bag during the previous five hours of rugged terrain that included crevices capable of engulfing one’s body in perpetuity. The lone hiker slowly lowered his aching body onto a flat rock to remove his boots and assess any tissue damage. He removed the bloodstained boots ever so gently to avoid tearing the flesh already peeled from the constant chafing against the rubber insulation of his boots. The contents of the canteen caressed the bare skin as he massaged his feet and toes to restore circulation and brighter color. 

     Purple hues radiated from the west casting ominous, amorphous shapes against the sides of both cliffs jutting below him. The wind swirled in the crescent moon-shaped valley below him. Wildlife began to take refuge as the temperature plummeted with each passing minute. The down-filled parka provided warmth to his brittle skeletal mass beneath the numbness and cold muscles, and his body strained for oxygen to increase the rushing blood through six miles of arteries, veins, and capillaries. The stone below his fragile frame penetrated his parka like cold steel causing this solitary figure to gasp momentarily. He removed his sleeping bag from his backpack and slipped into its protective womb for the next few hours. Sleep overcame him.
     Twenty-four hours ago Jack Cahill had sipped the last of his vodka martini as the 747 descended through cloud cover towards its final approach to Lihue Airport on the southeast shore of Kauai. This beautiful “garden island” of Hawaii’s magnificent chain of seven islands jutted upward from the depths of the Pacific Ocean. Cahill had just ripped the cord of his golden parachute following the merger of his company, Global Dynamics, with his chief competitor, Levitron International. Six months of due diligence with auditors, bankers, and the Federal Trade Commission had taken its toll on the sixty year-old Silicon Valley magnate. Now he planned to return to his birthplace to enjoy his retirement. 

* * *

     The Cahills were well-known in Kauai having owned the island’s largest sugarcane plantation on the southern coast near Koloa, where there is now a famous golf course where the PGA major tour winners play each December for the honor of besting their  competitors. The only child of Wanda and Zachary Cahill, Jack learned to swing a machete at eight, cutting down the cane stalks that would be ground into sugar for export to the mainland. Prep school was mandatory for the frail, young boy, whose taciturn demeanor kept him in many a fight, due to his refusal to defend himself. The elder Cahill was well-known on the island, having befriended the locals with jobs to support their large families in an otherwise tourist economy. Japan had yet to drop its bombs on their neighboring island to the east. The local, weekly paper headlined Hitler’s occupation of Poland, but such geo-political events were a world away from the sleepy town of Koloa.

     The younger Cahill played with the multi-ethnic Polynesian children who were gracious in their inclusion of Jack in games of hide and seek in the fields of sugarcane and pineapple. The young boy quickly acclimated to the gentle nature of his plantation friends and found refuge in their camaraderie. His best friend, Nathan, was a fifth-generation islander, his family having emigrated from the Fijian island of Vanua Levu three thousand miles to the southwest in the eighteen hundreds. 

     Jack attended the old Kalaheo School with twenty-five teachers and five hundred students in grades one through twelve. At ten years, he quickly mastered the machine and carpentry shops and used his hands to create storage boxes for pineapples that were loaded onto trucks for transport to the southern port of Poipu.  Jack and Nathan were inseparable during their school years. Jack’s day began at five a.m. He pumped diesel fuel into the side-paneled trucks that dotted the landscape as the field workers loaded boxes of pineapples onto the trucks during the cool mornings. Large machetes danced overhead as the tropical fruit was separated from its arbor host. Jack and Nathan joined the older children in the fields after school to cut the cane stalks and throw them into the waiting trucks for the curing barns south of the cane fields. 

     The war quickly changed the Cahill farm into a supply base for 55th Medical Group that took over the Kalaheo School in 1942. Jack was fifteen when the farm shut down due to the islanders being drafted into civilian service to care for the wounded from Midway, the Philippines, and Solomon Islands. Makeshift tents quickly transformed the once pristine fields for the lucky few U.S. Marines before their journey to Honolulu and the mainland. Many unfortunate souls died in the same fields in which Nathan and Jack once hid on warm nights during their youthful innocence. Such was the island that now peacefully immersed the lone, prostrate figure atop the cold stone overlooking the darkness of the Na Pali coastline below.  

Chapter 2

     Over five thousand miles away, Jon Styron, CIA Director for the President, routinely perused his morning intelligence reports. Information from computer consoles automatically scrolled at readable levels capturing the events of the last twelve hours. Israel had just invaded the West Bank, a U.S. intelligence satellite had disintegrated ten miles above the earth’s surface, and suspicious activity was intercepted by Border Patrol agents along the Rio Grande, near the town of Matamoras, Mexico. 

     “Here’s your coffee, Mr. Styron,” the military attaché said.

     “Thanks, Susan.”

     “Anything unusual this morning?”  the twenty-seven year old leggy blond asked.

     “Naw. It’s pretty quiet.” The typical posturing in the Middle East has escalated again. It’s been a cat and mouse game for the past two weeks, but the President’s National Security Advisor (NSA) is fully aware of Israel’s latest move on the West Bank.”

     “Do you need me to contact the Joint Chiefs?” Susan asked.

     “Already done. You might bring me the latest intelligence from Japan. The President is meeting with the Prime Minister in three weeks on the trade agreement.”

     “Got it.”

     Susan Riley had graduated first in her class from Annapolis. Her father was a retired rear admiral, now living alone in West Palm Beach, Florida. Her mother had died five years ago of a cerebral aneurysm, while playing golf. The Rileys had enjoyed thirty exciting years as a military family with duty stations in Honolulu, San Diego, New Orleans, Bermuda, and finally the Naval War College outside Washington, D.C. The retired rear admiral had finished his stint as a professor of naval tactics at the college for captains, who desired two gold stars on their collars and lucrative consulting engagements with defense contractors after their retirement. 

     Susan, already a full lieutenant after four years, had punched all the right tickets: conversant in three languages, computer geek in firewall security, a master’s degree in international economics, specializing in trade tariffs and intellectual property rights, and an impeccable military record with outstanding personnel ratings. The only thing missing in her life was a relationship, but she had no time for dating. The Navy was her life and she immersed herself in her job with unbridled enthusiasm. She had put in for her next assignment at the Naval War College and was on the shortlist, despite the fact that most instructors were commanders and higher. Like father, like daughter. 

     Susan’s eyes were glued to the computer monitor with reports from Pearl Harbor on activity in the Pacific. The Eighth Fleet was on maneuvers off the coast of Okinawa, careful to stay in international waters. The USS Nimitz served as the flagship for the taskforce assigned to patrol the Japanese coastline. Computer algorithms for the Black Box codes automatically deciphered Japanese military intelligence information from Tokyo that indicated the usual patrols off the five islands of Japan. Nothing unusual appeared on the screen. 

     “Nothing new to report on Japan, Jon.”

     “Thanks, Susan. I’ll call Brandon and let him know all is quiet in the Pacific.”

Jon picked up the red phone and immediately reached Brandon Ahern, the President’s NSA. “Brandon, it’s getting hotter than hell on the West Bank, but the President can fade some heat on his trip to Japan.”

     “Christ, Jon. If Rothstein puts another tank on West Bank soil, we’ll have every Palestinian sympathizer in America throwing rocks at any vehicle with red and blues.”

     “If you guys in the West Wing can push the President’s economic recovery plan, maybe that’ll buy us time until the U.K. comes to our rescue.”

     “Shit, Jon. Everyone’s lying low, afraid to piss away the money trail for the Eurodollar. The G7 summit meeting is three weeks away, and we can’t afford another hotspot after Somalia.”

     “Tell that to the JCS boys, Brandon. Let me do my job and you keep the hawks circling high,” Jon said. “I’ll let you know if we go to a code four.”

     “Thanks, Jon.”

     By this time, Susan had joined her boss in the briefing room. White glare from the monitors bounced off the rectangular cubicles, and  cast an eerie corona of intersecting shadows and lines on the ceiling. The CIA had taken a salvo in the Somalia crisis for lack of intelligence that would have removed the necessity for the military’s invasion in a war-torn country of no significance to the United States. Another debacle in the Middle East would send the President’s ratings into a nosedive. The trade agreement with Japan would reduce tariffs on Japanese products, mainly cars, in exchange for more imported oil and gas from the U.S. The President had won a close election two years ago on a platform of energy de-regulation. He needed Japan’s cooperation as incentive for further foreign exploration while retaining domestic reserves. 

     Twenty miles away from Langley the President met with his NSA and his Secretary of State. Maps and briefing books covered the mahogany conference table. The President peered over his reading glasses at the four clocks on the wall: Greenwich time, London time, Washington, D.C., and Tokyo. It was three o’clock Thursday afternoon in the West Bank which made it eight a.m. Thursday on the banks of the Potomac. 

     “What the hell does Rothstein think he’ll accomplish by pushing his tanks up Mosef’s ass in Ramullah?” the President asked.

     “I don’t know, Sir, but he can ill afford to push his luck with American sentiment changing daily,” Elliot Munson, the President’s Secretary of State, replied. “What’s our latest intelligence from Langley, Jon?”

     “That Rothstein plans to hold his position inside the West Bank and that Mosef’s fate is sealed in blood if he chooses to stay his ground.”

     “Doesn’t that egomaniac realize that I can’t keep world opinion focused on his precious Jewish state, if he continues to stick his dick up Mosef’s ass?” the President asked.

     “I don’t think Rothstein gives a shit about world opinion right now, Mr. President,” Munson replied.

Chapter 3

     Before the U.S. declared war against the Japanese Empire, it was well known in military circles that FDR secretly orchestrated the attack on Pearl Harbor. In 1940, FDR ordered the Pacific Fleet from the West Coast to Pearl Harbor over complaints from his military advisors. As early as November, 1941, the Lexington and Enterprise carriers sailed out of Pearl Harbor to avoid potential loss in case of a Japanese attack. What was left were battleships retrofitted since World War I along “Battleship Row” adjacent to Ford Island’s Naval Air Station (NAS). Code breakers deciphered JN-25 intelligence which pinpointed multiple ships closing in on Pearl Harbor from the west. After the first bomb hit Wheeler Field at 0758, news of the “successful attack” was conveyed to Vice Admiral Nagumo on his flagship, the Akagi.   

     Little known to most military analysts at the time was the presence of five midget Japanese subs positioned fifty feet below the surface in Pearl Harbor at the time of the attack. The West Virginia and Oklahoma sitting on the outside of Battleship Row exploded before 0758 from two torpedoes fired by a Type-A sub. Each warhead carried one thousand pounds of explosive—more than twice that of each torpedo carried by Japanese dive bombers. Apparently the subs slipped underneath the netting that left a thirty-five foot opening at the bottom of the eight-five foot deep harbor. The outcome of the surprise attack was not altered by the midget subs, but their very existence was unknown to naval intelligence.

     Kalalau Beach glistened with streaks of orange and red. Early morning dew moistened the silver-streaked beard of the lone occupant above the Na Pali coast. His left sciatic nerve pulsated from the hard stone below his sixty-year old frame. The tremors extended towards his left foot that took on the shape of gnarly meat on a hook. The cold wind sucked away his breath, leaving him gasping for air. He reached into his knapsack with his right hand and wolfed down two tablets from a Darvocet bottle. Bone and flesh melted into one, leaving his hip glued to the cold stone.

     Minutes passed. More pain ensued, followed by numbness. Damn this tired, old body, the solitary figure thought. Thirty-five years of arbitrage, frequent flyer miles, and handshakes for this. Life was unkind to the flesh, despite his monetary success. His mind raced with thoughts of his ex-wife and two children. Dorothy couldn’t care less about his pain or his retirement. She had used her half of his assets to start her own successful interior design business in San Francisco. His boys, now both in their thirties, had not spoken to him in ten years. So much for fatherhood, he thought.

     After twenty minutes the pain subsided, allowing the tingling in his left leg to lessen. Feeling returned slowly as his toes returned to their normal shape. His leather boots, stiffened by last night’s coldness and sweat, lay beside him. He painstakingly placed both feet into the worn boots and laced them to keep his feet warm. Blood once again returned to the extremities that had failed him for the previous twenty minutes. Pulling himself up against the rocky ledge to his right, the coast below transformed itself into a kaleidoscope of color on this fall morning. It was time to return to his vehicle. The Land Rover would take him to his boyhood home on the south coast of Kauai.

     Driving steep grades along Highway 550 with Waimea Canyon to his left reminded Jack of happier times when his family had toured the Grand Canyon. Both his sons had achieved the rank of Eagle Scout and the three of them had hiked down into the canyon and spent two days traversing the geological floor of nature’s glorious requiem to humanity. Dorothy had refused to accompany the trio, preferring instead the warmth of her motel room in Flagstaff. Jack and the boys had been close, a fact that had irritated Dorothy. Insecure and insulated from people, his wife had accused Jack of stealing the hearts of her two prized possessions. Luckily the boys saw through their mother’s neurosis and developed into fine physical specimens, free of parental dependency and control. 

     Turning left onto Highway 50 at Waimea Bay, Jack continued to Port Allen where he stopped for a brief respite. The yellow ball tempered the cool, southern breeze across Hanapepe Bay, cutting through both nostrils like pure oxygen. The dampness of the morning had worn off and a beautiful fall day awaited the eager traveler. Jack pulled into an old diner frequented by locals. The smell of freshly brewed coffee filled the small room. Fishermen with caps sat at round tables discussing the weather and news of the day. Jack made his way to a chrome and leather stool at the counter.

     “Whadda it be for you, Mister?” the leather-faced woman asked.

     “Coffee for now.”

     “You look like you’ve been hung out to dry, Mister,” the waitress continued.

     “Stayed on the north shore last night,” Jack replied.

     “Most folks stay inside. You look like you crawled out of a cave.”

     “If it’s okay with you, miss, I’d like to enjoy my coffee for now. You can bring me two eggs over easy, bacon and toast.”

     “Suit yourself, Mister.”

     The smell of hot grease and burnt toast permeated the small room, surely no testament to a five-star rating. Hunger was not discriminating. Jack chowed down on his eggs and bacon and threw down three more cups of coffee before leaving the overly intrusive waitress a small tip for her trouble. The screen door closed behind Jack, leaving old men musing about their livelihood and one woman with a coffee pot in each hand circling the tables like a hawk stalking its prey.

      The short thirty-minute ride into Kaleheo took Jack past familiar farmland that once belonged to his family. Coffee plants had replaced the pineapple and sugarcane fields in which he and Nathan had once cavorted. The old army hospital was gone and replaced by a library. His school was in dire need of repair with the chipped concrete and streaks of gray in the once-yellow building. Another ten minutes and Jack would find refuge in his two-story A-frame until he decided on something more permanent. After nearly forty years, Jack was home again.
