Murder at
the Luau
Chapter Nine: His & Hers

few days left her drained and exhausted. She stayed
very still, letting her emotions work through her,
looking at them the way her self-proclaimed “hippie
dippie” mother had taught her to do: as if taking
each feeling from a box and seeing it for the first
time. Kitty loved the imagery, even if there was
a faint whiff of patchouli about it. When she was

Marcus Kelekolio sat numbly staring at the
wall opposite his desk. Kitty stood frozen in the hallway outside the slightly-open door, transfixed by the
obvious suffering in his face. Lit feebly by the glow
of a computer monitor, the dried streaks of tears lined
his face, and the curve of his shoulders toward the
desk were the mark of a man who had spent a sleepless night sitting up.
Kitty had spent her own sleepless night in
her hotel room, where housekeeping had tucked the

overwhelmed and panicked, she could come back to
this technique and suddenly she had a lock to pick,
a puzzle to solve, rather than a snake pit of churning
anxiety in her chest threatening to eat its way out.
Kitty opened the imaginary box as she stared
at the ceiling, and realized that while she was frightened by the attack, and anxious about who would
have targeted her in that way--on surfboard? really?
what a preposterous idea!--her overriding emotion
was raw anger.
Kitty Campbell was very, very angry.

sheets in so tightly that she waged a war against them
to keep her mind off the fact that she couldn’t rest.
Whenever her eyes closed to block out the inexorable movement of the clock closer to dawn, she was
surrounded by blue ocean and a sense of panic as she
pictured an oversized hand reaching out to pull her
down, down, down.
On waking, if it could even be called that
when there were three minutes of fitful slumber to
every 57 minutes of anxious sweating, she had lain in
bed for nearly an hour. The events of the preceding
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She came here as a guest, someone who
had been invited and felt honored by the invitation.
What she had found on the island was death and
sadness. Quite honestly, Kitty was over it. She had
lost her university position and her reputation when
accused of tampering with federal property; the fact
that she DID tamper with federal property denied
the extenuating circumstances, and ignored the fact
that the administration had been eager to see her go,
for reasons Kitty had never fully understood. Now,
each time she felt she was close to a new beginning,
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she had run up against a murder.
Jessica Fletcher, she was, but without the talk

window was open and screened, a breeze riffling the
stacks of papers on some of the open shelves as it

shows and accolades. Kitty Campbell was a sleuth

moved lingeringly into the room, investigating cor-

without an agent.

ners and lifting the warm air until it passed through

And so she felt angry that, once again, her

the office door. Kitty felt the tickle as the air kissed

hopes had been dashed against the rocks of circum-

her cheek in passing, as if whispering in her ear the

stance.

secrets it brought from the sea.
And she was angry that she liked it.

“Marcus?” Kitty called softly.

That part surprised her when she pulled it out

He stiffened but didn’t look at her.

of her mother’s imaginary box. Kitty realized that

Kitty stood in the doorway, wanting to sit

she was enjoying solving crime, that it was a much

but contagiously affected by the man’s sorrow.

more satisfying lock to pick even than the one on the

Most of the university department chairs she’d

gate of a federal building where crimes were being

known were the blow-hard type, and her skill set

covered up (which they were, no matter what the

when it came to addressing the emotional needs of

authorities had told her department chair). Catching

others was somewhat stunted as a result.

killers made Kitty feel that her...unique skill set, as it

Through the open window, Kitty heard a

were...was of value, that she was connected to others

dog barking in the distance. Marcus jumped, then

in a deep and meaningful way that went beyond her

gestured over his shoulder in an irritated fashion, as

knowledge and her credentials, that extended to her

if swatting a fly.

core being.

The barking stopped, and Kitty felt as if

She showered, dressed, and went to see Marcus. It was time to turn her anger to action.

she’d been released from a spell. She moved into
the room, pushing against the breeze, and took a
seat in one of the matching university-issue uphol-

Marcus’ office walls were obscured by shelves that

stered arm chairs that faced her friend’s desk.

reached to the ceiling, punctuated by a large window

Growing up, Kitty hated being late. Arriving

that overlooked the campus greenery outside. Unlike

to a school dance or a party when everyone else was

most collegiate architecture, the buildings that com-

already there, it hadn’t mattered if all the other kids

prised the University of Maui were low and timbered,

were her friends. She could feel herself shut down,

not ivory towers. The view was of palm trees and the

frozen and uncertain of herself. If she arrived first,
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she would warm up as the party warmed up, greet-

under the circumstances.

ing each of her friends as they arrived, but if she

He looked through her, his focus disappear-

were last, her ability to gauge the temperature of the

ing through the doorway into the hall past Kitty’s

room vanished, and she lost her skill at reading peo-

head.

ple to determine their mood and intentions. She felt

“I’m going to take that as a no, then,” she

unsafe, and had developed a strong, semi-conscious

quipped, attempting to rattle him back to something

desire over time to avoid showing up late. When

like normalcy with a clumsy attempt at humor.

she’d arrived at the luau on the day they’d discov-

“She was my light,” he told Kitty hoarsely.

ered Angela’s body, she had been early as always, so

Kitty bit her lip. Marcus sounded like he

the unexpected hoard of guests walking in with her

was talking to her from inside a well.

had nearly pushed her into a coma.

“A coconut killed my light.”

Coming into Marcus’ office now, she had

Kitty paused. She didn’t expect Marcus to

felt something similar. As if she were unsure of his

make sense at the moment, but this was such a non

reception and reaction. Taking that moment in the

sequitur that she didn’t know how to respond.

hall to observe him, Kitty had felt a soft click inside
her, not unlike the sense she got when she success-

She worked her jaw lamely, but seriously,
she had no reply.

fully rolled the final tumbler in a lock, setting it
loose under her hand.

Marcus seemed to work actively to bring his
eyes back to her, finally making contact and con-

“Marcus,” she said again. A statement this

tinuing, oblivious to her confusion.

time.

“Can you believe that?” he asked her, his
He dragged his eyes to meet her, a slow and

voice just above a whisper, but full of emotion.

agonizing journey akin to a marathoner struggling

“I….” Kitty replied.

over the finish line.

“A coconut,” he said again, “one stupid co-

No words. A small nod of acknowledge-

conut and my whole heart...just gone…”

ment, and lids rimmed with redness.
“Are you holding up?” she asked him.

Kitty stared. “Marcus...I don’t know what
you’re talking about.”

She didn’t ask how he was holding up, just
if he was. She didn’t know how anyone could hold

He looked back at her and seemed genuinely
confused. “You don’t?”

up, even to the tragic degree Marcus appeared to be,
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Kitty shook her head.
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“She didn’t call you?” he asked.

to have a topic other than his wife’s injuries to dis-

Kitty blinked slowly and said, “Marcus, did

cuss.

Angela call YOU?”

“You haven’t been to Kahanu Gardens yet,

He frowned and shook his head. “Wait, what?

have you?”

No, not… No, you don’t understand.”

Kitty shook her head.

“That’s what I’m saying,” she replied.

“The heiau there, the ancient temple, is one

“I meant Noelani, didn’t Noelani call you?”

of Maui’s most famous. There are botanical gardens

“Wait, what? Why?” Kitty’s alarm bells

around it, you really should go while you’re here.”

were perking up. She realized this wasn’t what she

His words were light, but his tone remained funere-

thought, a man so deeply mired in grief that he didn’t

al.

have a solid handle on the facts. This was a set of

“On the grounds, around the raised platform

facts she hadn’t even seen yet, and she was suddenly

of the heiau--it’s truly wonderful, nearly 80 meters

hungry to pick the lock.

long, you really must go--there are palms. It’s a

Marcus took a deep breath and laid both his

windy spot, all black lava…”

hands on the desk in front of them. He seemed to be

His voice trailed off again.

studying the tips of his fingers, but Kitty noticed they

Marshaling his thoughts, he continued, “I

were pressed so hard into the wood grain that they

take a lot of our visiting faculty and lecturers there,

showed white around the nail beds.

they get a kick out of the signs under the palms

Slowly, but in a clearer voice than he’d used
since she arrived, Marcus related Noelani’s news.

warning visitors to stay at least 15 feet away and
never, ever walk under palm trees.”

“Angela has...had a wound...in her head. Noelani finished the autopsy, she said there was damage

“Because...coconuts?” Kitty asked, trying to
keep up.

and… It looks as though Angela was hit with a co-

Marcus nodded again. “They’re mostly wa-

conut, and the fracture it caused to her skull is what...

ter, you know. Have you held a green coconut? Not

what killed her.”

the brown ones that look like monkeys, the green

“Can a coconut even do that?” Kitty asked, so

ones, with the husk still on?”

incredulous that she didn’t think before speaking.

Kitty shook her head once more.

Marcus nodded vigorously, seeming thankful
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“They weigh four, five pounds maybe, more
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than you think. And when they fall from a tree that’s

tioned exactly like we would expect to see in a ritual

100 feet high, well…”

burial in any other archaeological context.”

Kitty let out a low whistle.
Marcus nodded. “Exactly. I think I heard

He looked at her steadily as she spoke. He
barely blinked.

once they can get over 50 miles an hour on the way

“Maybe she was hit by a coconut, I don’t

down. There was even an urban legend that more

know,” Kitty told him. “But even if she was, how

falling coconuts kill people each year than shark

did she get into the pit? Why didn’t someone help

attacks, but I don’t know if that’s true. I only know

her?”

that they really do kill people. And Noelani says that

He took a deep breath in, nodding slowly.

Angela…”

“Of course, of course,” he said, studying his

Marcus broke then, his hands coming up to his hands again.
face and covering it while his shoulders shook with
sobs.

“And for that matter,” Kitty went on, “how
can we even be sure the injury was caused by a co-

Kitty didn’t know how to comfort him. Her
brain froze in the face of his pain. Her only skill

conut? Did you say Noelani told you it was a skull
fracture?”

was solving puzzles, and so her brain went where it

Marcus nodded.

always went in times of stress: solution mode.

“So, I’m guessing it was called blunt force

“But, Marcus...that doesn’t make sense,” she

trauma, something like that?”

told him.

Another nod.

He started as if he’d forgotten, momentarily,
that she was even in the room.
Looking up at her, his brows furrowed. He

“Marcus, you’ve done enough forensic
anthropology to know that blunt force trauma is a
very, very general term. And that the damage from

composed himself, pulling a handkerchief out of his

one object can look an awful lot like the damage

pocket and blowing his nose in a dignified way.

from another.”

“I don’t understand,” he told her when he was

“True,” he said, skeptically.

finished.

“So maybe she was hit by a falling coconut,

“Marcus,” she told him, as gently as she
could. “Angela was found buried in a pit. She didn’t

which you are telling me is a real thing,” she said
earnestly, “but in that case, there would have been

fall there, she was placed there. Her body was posiThe Murder Mystery Quilt: Murder at the Luau
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an ambulance and a doctor and someone helping her!

her to everyone around,” he said.

Not a burial in a pit on the other side of the island.”

Kitty nodded kindly.

“So what are you telling me, Dr. Campbell?”
Marcus’ use of her title and last name belied the tone

Marcus’ phone pinged just then, a message
coming through. He pulled himself together and took

in his voice, the tone of a man both hoping and dread- a look at the screen.
ing the news she might share next.
“Listen, Marcus,” she told him gently. “I’ll
talk to Noelani. I’ll ask her for more details. But

“Lacy,” he said to Kitty. “She’s covering my
classes this week. I really don’t know how I would
get through without her.”

there’s...other evidence besides the injury. I don’t en-

Kitty told him, “I know how important having

tirely know what it means yet, and honestly, I would

a really great grad assistant can be, I mean, you and I

love to believe that this was an accident, because I

have both had some duds over the years.”

think that would hurt you less.”

She knew she was being inappropriately

Marcus coughed involuntarily.

light-hearted, but honestly, she felt overwhelmed by

“But the reality is,” Kitty went on, “I believe

the intensity of his outpouring. She only had the one

your wife was murdered and placed in that pit to cov-

imaginary box for feelings, and it was very full of

er it up. I think it would honor her to pursue it.”

hers right now.

“Then you think the coconut…”
She shrugged. “Like I said, I’ll talk to Noelani. But my gut tells me that the injury may look

“Lacy has been so much more than a graduate
assistant,” he told her. “She’s been such a dear friend,
to me and to Angela. They were close.”

like a coconut hit her on the head, but it’s way, way
more likely that a person did.”

Kitty nodded, but wondered what Marcus
meant by “close.”

At this, Marcus openly wept, and he didn’t
bother to cover his face with his hands.

“I want you to find out who did this,” he told
her with force.

“She was hosting a charity event the day be-

“You and me both, friend,” Kitty replied.

fore, making leis for all the guests by hand, that’s who
she was. It meant so much to her, it’s why we never
left Maui, why I never took a position at another university. Her life was here. She gave her whole heart,
all fire and passion and kindness, it just flowed out of
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