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“…avoidance wasn’t an option,” 

 
 

“Kalei wake up, someone is here to see you,” my 

brother Kapono said. He is tall, dark, and handsome. All 

it takes is one look from his big brown eyes, and women 

drop like flies. Our older brother Kalani is the same 

way. I am the girl in the middle. While I have been 

known to turn a few heads, I don’t do it nearly enough 

for someone to consider me beautiful.  

Kapono is also my alarm clock when I was required 

to get up before the alarm went off. This is usually due 

to someone arriving at the house early asking for me.  

I was annoyed that someone had shown up at the 

house at six-thirty in the morning. Did they not have a 

sense of decency? Not everyone goes to bed at seven 



p.m. and gets up at what my military father likes to call 

“oh dark hundred.” Some people go to bed later than 

that, and they like to sleep for as long as their snooze 

button will let them get away with it. I was definitely 

part of the latter group. 

I was so annoyed that I even skipped the morning 

routine to go straight into the parlor intending to give 

whoever it was a lesson in time etiquette. I didn’t even 

care what my hair looked like. I came to a dead stop 

when I saw who it was.  

James Cooke was seated next to my grandfather on 

the couch. I stood there instantly deflated. Hot ire 

drained from me only to be replaced with cold dread. I 

had no idea what was going on, but I guessed I would 

find out soon enough. I was pretty sure I wasn’t going 

to like it.  

James Cooke is a haole man of medium build and 

height, with watery blue eyes. He was neatly dressed, 

but somehow still seemed disheveled. I first met him 

when I had to deliver a book at Magic Island, near Ala 

Moana Beach Park. Shortly before I was to meet him, I 

giggled when I saw his name written down on a sticky 

note attached to the book. James Cooke is also the name 

of a person with historical significance in Hawaii. I 

thought that the current James Cooke should probably 

stay away from Kealakekua Bay on the Big Island. Just 

in case he was as unlucky as the person he shared a 

name with and ended up dying there too.  



Shortly after I met him, I was nearly killed. Not that 

he had anything to do with the things that happened, 

but my process of association is strong. I have been 

doing my best to avoid him ever since. As he was now 

sitting on my couch, avoidance wasn’t an option.  

“Good Morning Kalei,” said Mr. Cooke brightly. I 

could only manage a half smile.  

 

Have I said I’m not a morning person?  

 

My grandfather chuckled and gestured at the 

recliner telling me to sit there. My grandfather is a thin, 

dark brown wrinkled raisin with a sweet face, and kind 

glittering eyes. He is as quick and sharp as a razor 

blade. He’s also kolohe, mischievous. I folded my legs 

under me and sat. 

“I’m sorry to have woken you up so early,” said Mr. 

Cooke, “but I wanted to cut down on the chance I 

would be seen.”  

I wondered why he needed to be concerned about 

that. It was silly of him to think no one would see him in 

this neighborhood.  

Most of our neighbors were up early. Most got up 

to go to work, but some were just early risers. I’m sure 

everyone on the block already knew we had a visitor. 

Not that it mattered. What mattered was why he was 

here and I asked him about it. 



“I just came to let you know Nanaue is fine. He 

thought you might be concerned about him since you 

haven’t seen him for a while.”  

He was right about that. I had been thinking about 

him. He is the son of our family’s aumakua Kamohoalii. 

The last time I saw Nanaue he had been protecting me 

during an attack by the Dragon people and he was still 

unconscious when others who came to help, carried him 

away. That was a few weeks ago. 

“He sent me to tell you he has recovered from his 

injuries.” 

“Thanks, but you woke me up to tell me this?” 

“That and to warn you to be careful. Things are not 

as calm as they seem.” 

My grandfather gave me a look that told me the 

conversation was over. I said goodbye and went to do 

the morning routine. I touched the shark’s tooth 

necklace I had around my neck. It was one of Nanaue’s 

teeth. He had given it to me months ago and I hadn’t 

taken it off. I looked at it glad he was ok and started to 

get ready for work. 

 

 

 

If you want to read more you can get the book in 

Paperback or Digital ebook editions from Amazon and 

Barnes and Noble. 
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