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“I’m not a morning person, does it show?”  

 

I was floating in the water, with the sun on my 

face, and the breeze wafting over my skin. I was 

enjoying the rhythm of the ocean when something 

bumped me in the water. I jerked awake gasping. I 

thought I felt sharkskin.  

I was dreaming about swimming at Magic Island 

again. It was the third time this week. Magic Island is a 

man-made peninsula that is part of Ala Moana Beach 

Park on the island of Oahu. There is an enormous wall 

made of rocks that almost completely encloses it. It 

allows water in and for the most part keeps big animals 

like sharks out.  



I opened my eyes and found my brother 

hovering over me at 6:30 this morning. My brother 

Kapono is the poster child for the perfect Hawaiian 

Male. He is over 6 feet tall, dark wavy hair, light brown 

eyes, straight nose, and perfectly tanned skin. When he 

walks by women stop what they are doing. He doesn’t 

seem to notice how handsome he is despite all the 

attention he gets. He is a sweetheart, but he can also be 

annoying.  

“Kalei, wake up!” He said hitting the side of my 

mattress with his leg. I let myself think that him 

nudging the bed was what I felt when I was sleeping, 

and feeling sharkskin was just my imagination. It was a 

good thing I woke up when I did. I didn’t want to think 

about what could have happened in the dream if it went 

on. I might have been in trouble. Sharks will sometimes 

bump against something before coming back to take a 

bite out of it. 

I spoke eloquently and said “Hunh?” then rolled 

over and snuggled back into my pillow.  

“Kalei, get up, the Kahuna Council are here, and 

Alika is with them.  

The Kahuna Council is a group of spiritual 

advisors who carry on the ancient traditions and still 

pay homage to the Hawaiian Gods. Both my 

grandparents were once a part of the council and the 

other members frequently came to our house to spend 

time with my grandfather. All of them are devoted to 



the gods for different reasons, but they all agree their 

main purpose is to be a link between heaven and earth.  

They are the wizards of Hawaii, our people of 

power. They are our shamans. We go to them for 

matters both material and spiritual. Part of their job is to 

teach people how to get along with the gods. They teach 

things like how to ask the right god for the right thing, 

and what to leave as the appropriate offering at the 

heiau, which are the sacred temples of the gods. They 

are also in the habit of reminding people to have 

common sense and not take anything from a heiau, not 

even a single stone, or they risk the god’s wrath. The 

gods could petty and cruel if people were not careful. 

When the gods decide to teach a lesson, it usually isn’t 

pretty.  

The other person my brother mentioned is Alika 

Mala. He is our neighbor and my ex-boyfriend. He and I 

had broken up for the last time a month ago. Ever since 

then, I have been trying to avoid him. I say we broke up 

for the last time because he and I have been breaking up 

and getting back together since I was in the 6th grade, 

and he was in 8th.  

I’m now 26, and from my point of view, we are 

pau - finished.  

“What do they want?” I whined.  

“To talk to you, now get up,” he said.  

“Dammit,” I said squeezing my pillow harder.  

I’m not a morning person, does it show?  



I groaned and let go of my pillow. He walked 

out leaving the door ajar. I could hear everyone talking. 

My grandfather’s gentle voice had a hard edge to it. He 

was mad about something. I didn’t know why the 

council was here to see me, and frankly, I knew I 

probably wouldn’t like it.  

I got out of bed and headed to the bathroom. I 

had to pass the doorway to the parlor to get there which 

meant everyone got a good look at me as I passed. 

When they saw me, everyone suddenly got quiet.  

Terrific.  

I got into the bathroom looked in the mirror and 

understood. My long brown hair was sticking out in ten 

different directions. I still had pillowcase impressions on 

my cheek, dried drool on my chin, and my light brown 

eyes were crusty. I did the morning routine stood to my 

full height of 5’6” then walked out to face them. I 

greeted the Kahuna Council wearing shorts and a t-shirt 

with holes in the armpits. You wake me up too early, 

and that’s as good as it’s going to get.  

I noticed Kapono was in the kitchen wiping the 

counters and putting things away. It was his way of 

keeping out of sight, but still being close enough to hear 

everything. I was conscious enough to notice breakfast 

wasn’t on the table. Kapono hadn’t made me breakfast. 

He always makes me breakfast. It was not going to be a 

good day.  

My grandfather smiled and patted the couch 

next to him. He is a wrinkled raisin with sparkling eyes. 



He frequently has a look on his face that implies he isn’t 

paying attention, but make no mistake he is as sharp as 

a well-honed blade. Almost nothing escapes his notice. 

He is a kind and gentle person who rarely raises his 

voice. My father once told me that when he did though, 

you knew all hell was about to rain down.  

In all the time I’ve known my grandfather I have 

never seen him that way, he seems to take everything in 

stride. I sat down next to him, held his hand, and looked 

at the others gathered.  

There was a guy I didn’t know standing by the 

screen door speaking softly with Alika. I immediately 

recognized the other people there. Lincoln “Link” Kala, 

head of the Kahuna Council, Kaliko Mala, Ikaika Lewis, 

and Eddie Santos. They are the senior members. There 

were currently nine members on the council. Four of the 

nine were here to see me, and it was pretty clear from 

the looks on their faces this wasn’t a social visit. Link, 

Kaliko, and Ikaika were looking at me expectantly; 

Eddie was looking out the window for some reason.  

“I don’t like this Link,” said my grandfather.  

“I know,” Link replied, “Good Morning, Kalei.”  

When my grandfather stepped down over a year 

ago, Link took over the leadership of the Council. He is 

a big man, at least 6 feet tall, and appears to be as wide. 

Some of it muscle, but most of it not. He is bald as a cue 

ball, and can look stern and scary when he wants to, but 

he also has warmness about him. His smile can light up 

a room, and he has a wickedly contagious laugh. He has 



had me and my brothers rolling on the floor laughing 

more times than I can remember. Unfortunately, he 

wasn’t laughing now. His dark eyes were tired, and he 

seemed a little sad.  

To me and my brothers, he is our favorite Uncle. 

We call him uncle as he is a long time friend of my 

grandfather and it’s pretty normal in Hawaii to address 

every male older than you as uncle and every woman as 

aunty. We do this whether or not they are related to us. 

It’s a sign of respect. It would have been considered 

rude of us to call him by his first name.  

“Uncle, what is this about?” I asked. He looked 

at my grandfather then back at me. I looked at my 

grandfather who looked at me then looked at Link. I 

was getting confused, and no one had said anything yet.  

“We’re here because we have been receiving 

messages from the gods,” said Kaliko.  

“Great, what does that have to do with me?”  

“You know you are a kahuna,” she said.  

“What?”  

It’s hard to be witty so early in the day.  

Kaliko Mala, I didn’t like her. I never have. She 

annoyed me. She is a very smart woman, but whenever 

she came over for council business, she would always 

argue with my grandfather. She would stand to her full 

height of 5’2”, and then proceed to raise her voice to get 

her point across at the meetings. You would think a 50-

something year old woman would have figured out by 

now you can’t always get your way by bullying people.  



She is overweight, and my grandfather would 

sometimes tease her about it. When she started on one 

of her rants, my grandfather would tell her she needed 

to calm down as her multiple chins were quivering. It 

would usually get her to stop talking long enough for 

them to try to accomplish something.  

I once asked my grandfather why he tolerated 

her. He could have asked her to leave the council. He 

said he knew her heart was in the right place. He never 

doubted her ability and dedication to the council. He 

said she didn’t understand the subtlety sometimes 

needed in certain situations. She preferred a more direct 

approach and could be unreasonable because of it.  

She wasn’t one of his favorite people, but he 

liked her. At the same time though, he seemed to take 

every opportunity and great pleasure in teasing her. I 

knew he didn’t care she was overweight. In ancient 

times, being fat was a sign of wealth, and my 

grandfather didn’t care for skinny women. He said he 

loved women “soft.”  

“Hold on,” my grandfather said to her. He 

turned to me and said, “Baby, you know Tutu, and I 

were on the Kahuna Council.”  

“Yeah…so?” I get snotty when someone is about 

to tell me something I know I’m not going to like. He 

frowned at me and shook his head. I made a sour face at 

him but sat quietly.  



“The abilities get passed down from generation 

to generation. It seems none of my children felt the 

calling, but you might.”  

“Called for what, to be a kahuna?”  

“Possibly,” said my grandfather.  

“No, no, no, no, NO!” I said.  

Being a kahuna is a big deal. There are a lot of 

rituals involved not to mention dedication, meditation, 

and I don’t know what else. Most of the process is 

secret. There are some things I have witnessed being 

with my grandfather, but for the most part I’m clueless 

about everything kahuna, and pretty happy being so. To 

me, it means taking on responsibility and making a 

commitment. As I seem to be unable to maintain a stable 

relationship with Alika, I think I may have an issue with 

commitment. Although, I am more spiritually connected 

now than I have ever been, I am still not a good 

candidate to be a kahuna.  

Link spoke. “We can discuss whether or not you 

should trained later, but we need to know if you have 

been dreaming.”  

Members of the Council have known me all my 

life, and they know I have vivid dreams. Sometimes 

they seem to be prophetic, but most are not. Once when 

I was ten years old I dreamt a classmate of mine, Kaylee 

Barbosa, fell off her bike, and scraped up her leg after 

school. I didn’t think anything of it until it happened 

exactly the way I saw it that afternoon.  



I felt sorry for her when she fell, but I also 

thought it was cool and went home to tell my parents. 

My mom said it was a coincidence. My father gave me a 

funny look but said nothing. When I told my 

grandfather, he nodded his head and said “hmm.”  

I never dreamt Alika would later cheat on me 

with Kaylee. If I had known when we were ten, what 

would happen when we were adults, I would have left 

her laying there after she fell instead of helping her up. 

For the most part, I ignore the dreams. Whenever I 

dream something that seems real, I chalk it up to either 

being too tired or just a weird coincidence.  

“I dream all the time, it doesn’t make me a 

kahuna.”  

“No, it doesn’t, but it could,” Link said.  

An old Hawaiian belief says the gods can speak 

to you through dreams. They can show you things from 

the past or the future. Sometimes you only dream what 

seems to be half of something. Then strangely you 

might find out someone you know has dreamed the 

other half. You could also find someone who has had 

the same dream as you. All of it is the gods speaking to 

you.  

Another aspect of dreaming is if you have a 

problem, you can think about it before you go to bed 

and in the morning you may figure out a solution to the 

problem. I don’t know if you could obtain world peace 

this way, but it can be helpful for some things. If you are 

in a situation where you really don’t know what to do, 



this is one way to get some insight. While you’re 

sleeping, the gods can whisper to you, teach you things, 

and show you what to do.  

 

 

 
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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