
Waves of Warning - Chapter Twenty Nine  

Cross Currents at Ka’unua - Part Two 

Section One - Arrival at the Sacred Reef 

Dawn came clear, bright and warm. The blue sea was now calm and smooth as the long low 
‘guiding’ swell continued to roll out of the southwest. The two voyaging craft were much farther 
apart than at any time during the passage to Ka’unua, but neither was in any way off course. 
Their destination was close at hand, though still four or five hours away on this windless 
morning of an day long anticipated.  

But Taveka knew he wasn’t going to die today, and probably not tomorrow, and maybe not 
for a while.  

Ever since he had become the chief navigator of the Marulean people, he had known what 
was going to happen when he lowered the sails of his craft for the last time. And over the last 
two years of his life, he had worked to be in control of the exact manner of his death. He had, 
almost mischievously, modified the tradition so that instead of sailing his voyager into waves to 
meet his death, he was going to ride a surfboard into the heart of the ocean through the tunnel of 
a big wave. 

That wave would not break at Ka’unua on this day, because the waves rolling beautifully 
down both sides of the reef were barely waist-high.  

A mile north of the reef David and Luan had lowered their sails and set several sea anchors. 
They would only approach Ka’unua on the day of Taveka’s passing which obviously would not 
happen on this calm morning.  

Soon the sun was straight overhead and hot on Luan’s bare skin and David began diving to 
spear some fresh fish. She was keeping an eye on his bubbles coming up from the deep even as 
she watched the surface of the sea for sharks. She raised her head and shielded her eyes from the 
sun. No sharks, no wind, nothing in any direction except the masts of her father’s voyaging craft 
off in the distance in the center of the lagoon. Intermittent waves of a quietly surging sea washed 
around the edges of Ka’unua. 

“Well, I never thought I’d be happy that the surf was flat, but then again, I guess that doesn’t 
make this any easier, does it?” he said. 

“No it doesn’t. Dad is probably laughing about it, I suppose.” 
“I wonder if anyone ever dies when they want to.” 
“Will you want to when you are the man waiting in the center of Ka’unua, and our son is 

sitting out here?” 



David was not surprised by his wife’s question. He thought of his son, and another child on 
the way. He thought of what had saved him last night when he was beaten down to the last 
remnants of his character.  

“When that day comes, I’ll want to make sure my love for you and our children and our 
people was left as strong as I could make it, and then face my death as your father has shown me. 
And as I’ll show our son. That’s the chain, and I won’t be the one to break it.” 

“I bet you won’t. But enough of the future, how about fish for dinner?” 
“Coming right up!” 
Helmares adjusted his diving goggles and dove down to hunt for fish. Luan sat smiling at the 

thought of her husband’s past and their future together. She stretched her arms over her 
shoulders, then felt the baby inside her kick a little. She looked back over the side of the voyager 
to check on her husband’s bubbles. She could see him deep, and he appeared to have  fish on his 
spear. She sat up, and glanced toward the reef where her father waited for waves. 

As she did, she saw something floating past the tips of the tri-hulls. She looked a little closer, 
and saw what it was. 

David could hear his wife’s screams while still fifteen feet below the surface. He kicked 
harder and the screams became louder. 

“Luan! What is it?” 
He lifted himself out of the water and grabbed his wife with both arms. She turned to him 

and buried her head on his shoulder. He held her tight, said her name, She held him tighter. Only 
then did he look over her shoulder. 

He saw the dome of a helmet about two inches above the surface of the blue glass sea. 
Something was pushed up into the helmet. Extending down into the clear water was a neck 
severed cleanly just above the shoulders. 

Taveka watched the sails being raised and by their set he knew the voyaging craft was 
coming his way. Minutes it entered the lagoon, David at the tiller and Luan standing well 
forward. 

“We need to break the tradition of silence. David can’t, but I must.” 
Taveka thought carefully about why the tradition of silence existed. It gave others a true 

sense of the finality of his dying while he was still with them. It avoided lots of idle talk that 
might dissuade the navigator from completing his responsibilities. But his daughter needed him. 

“Wait till I tell your mother what kind of child you turned out to be! Breaking rules, ruining 
traditions, never giving a man any peace.” 

“Yes, I’m exactly the woman you get when a man like you is her father.” 
“Hmm, I never thought of it that way. Our ancestors won’t be happy.” 
“Tell them it won’t happen again,” said Luan, looking her father straight in the eye until she 

realized the utter truth to the words she had just spoken. 
“No, I suppose it won’t,” he replied, looking at David. 
He let the craft drift forward until the two men faced each other. 
“What do you need?” 



He described what Luan had seen and nothing more. A brief look of understanding arrowed 
between them when the brief words had been spoken. 

“Luan, stay here – you’ve seen enough. David, bring your sharpest knife. Sometimes all we 
need to do is cut away a piece of their uniform with their name on it or their dogtags - - - ” 

He stopped the memories in their tracks. He looked at his daughter, and then looked out to 
sea where their search and retrieval would begin. 

They found the floating helmet, and David broke off a vertebra from the neck. It was all that 
would be needed to identify the victim, and at least next of kin would have some kind of closure. 
Using the surfboard to retrieve some items while the voyager went after others, they collected 
floating shards of four different surfboards, one with a foot still inserted in the straps. Once 
again, He broke off a bone and kept it. They found a nearly intact foam sled, the kind used 
behind waverunners for rescuing surfers, and another helmet, empty. They saw the remains of 
several sharks, including one whose mouth was stuffed with something. The back half of the 
shark was completely gone, and Taveka took it upon himself to cut away more of the shark, 
revealing a hand extending out its throat. The hand had a ring on it. He cut off the finger with the 
ring still on it. 

The wind began to come up as the afternoon wore on. Still they searched back and forth 
across the zone near Ka’unua where swell, wind and current had left a trail of debris and 
remains. Here and there they found plastic shards or part of a windshield or a fragment of a 
wetsuit. 

Just before dark David saw a lifevest floating upright in the water. Taveka saw it, too. The 
vest contained a torso. The head had been torn off. Both arm openings were slashed with the 
deep slicing cuts of sharks’ teeth. The spine protruded from the bottom. 

David put the surfboard in the water. There would be no need to pull the floating hulk aboard 
the voyaging craft to do what was necessary. He was about to step down on the board, when 
Taveka stopped him. 

“Sometimes I thought it was better to find them like this. When they were crushed in their 
planes, they often appeared asleep. Sometimes I didn’t want to touch them because I thought 
they were going to wake up. I was fifteen the first time, and it took me almost four years to 
eventually learn that they weren’t ever going to wake up. Let me do it.” 

The old man stepped onto the wide surfboard, sat down, and paddled slowly towards the 
floating remains. He leaned over and rolled the torso towards him so that he could open the vest. 
As he did, he felt something in one of the pockets. He held the vest with one hand and opened 
the pocket flap with the other. He pulled out a small camera and held it up for David to see, then 
continued to open the vest. There was no necklace or chain or anything else that could be used 
for identification until a shirt was revealed. It was soaked in blood, but there was a logo on the 
chest, barely discernible. He cut the shirt away and held it in one hand. 

“Taveka, better get a vertebra, too.” 
“Yes, you are right. We didn’t do that back then. I’ll get the vest, too.” 



David carefully organized everything as Taveka raised sail. He placed the vertebra in the 
shirt, and wrapped everything else they’d found in a small piece of sail cloth. He wrapped the 
vest around the bundle and used a length of sennit rope to secure it into one package whose 
contents were now safe. He placed the camera in the vest pocket and closed the flap. 

Taveka went into the shelter dome and opened the compartment where, long ago, he had 
placed the box of offerings to his ancestors. From it he removed his time-worn carving tools, the 
first coil of sennit rope he had ever made as a boy, and a large bundle wrapped in an old piece of 
duck canvas, waterproofed with candle wax and tied tightly with sennit line. 

David placed the bundle of remains and fragments deep in the compartment in the center 
hull. He put the wood panel covering securely in place, and covered it with a mat. 

“Leave it in there. You and I must never touch it again. When you get back to our island, 
leave this craft outside the lagoon. Then tell Kalala everything. Let her take over from there. You 
will have done your part. She knows what to do until arrangements can be made to get it directly 
to someone with the proper authority to receive it.” 

The sun touched the western horizon and disappeared quickly. Within half an hour, stars 
began to populate the canopy overhead. The two voyagers were lashed together, floating within 
the protecting coral ring of Ka’unua. The waves were getting a little bigger as a full moon was 
rising in the east. The two navigators and the woman who connected them were sitting on the 
platform of Taveka’s voyaging craft. They were eating the fish David had caught while Taveka 
talk about the reef to the southwest. 

“It has always been a place of taboo, even as Ka’unua has always been a place of peace. 
Here, there has never been a shark that we didn’t know. With all our ancestors still here, this 
place is safe. But that reef,” he gestured to the southwest, “is where we never go.” 

“It must have been a big expedition to need a PBY, with a lot of money behind it.” 
Luan knew exactly what both men were thinking simultaneously. 
 “Maybe the sharks will scare them off,” she said, “but if not, this might be the beginning of a 

new era for our people.”  
Silence settled on the voyaging craft like wind dying in the sails. David and Taveka gazed 

into the future, but Luan looked out across the lagoon at the waves breaking perfectly along the 
reef. Their curves were lit up by the moon, and their white water trails were luminescent. She 
thought of how her husband had often moved in his sleep as if he was paddling a surfboard, or 
rising up to see waves, or talking about riding the liquid curves with an almost blissful look on 
his face, the same look she had seen so many times after they had made love. She looked at the 
two men and changeed the subject to something far less serious than the future of the sea people. 

“David, have you ever, uh, surfed in the moonlight without me knowing about it?” Luan 
asked with a slight tone of accusation. She winked at her dad without David seeing her do it. 

“Of course, but, I mean, no, uh, you’ve always known where I was at night after I, uh, I mean 
you and I, I mean why would I - - -“ 

Taveka had happily given up his little girl to the man who made her a woman and a mother, 
but they were still so close they could read each other’s minds. He played his part perfectly. 



“That’s ok, David, I won’t say anything to her. We’ll just call it navigator stuff,” said Taveka, 
with a grin matched by his daughter’s, that told David the two of them were in cahoots. 

“Uh, yeah, Luan,” he said with a ‘Two-can-play-that-game’ tone, “That’s navigator stuff. 
Can’t tell you. Sorry!” 

They all laughed, and in the joy of the moment, Taveka suddenly realized the source of his 
daughter’s inspiration. He stood up and saw three waves rolling all the way down the reef. 

“David, please un-lash your craft from mine.” 
“May I ask why?” 
“You may ask, but I don’t have to tell you.” 
Taveka looked at the waves and then looked at his long, wooden surfboard lashed under the 

cross members. 
“Are you ever going to stop surprising me?” David asked incredulously. 
“Yes, and quite soon, actually. But not tonight. Let’s get going. I want you to show me some 

things.” 

The California surfer paddled the last few yards to the voyaging craft where Taveka and Luan 
had watched him ride several waves in the moonlight. He had displayed the exact same 
technique on each one, showing Taveka how to adjust speed with precise changes in the body’s 
center of gravity, by putting his arms up over his head to elongate the curve of his body while 
gliding in perfect harmony with the wave and shifting his weight to perfectly match the pace of 
the wave brushing past Ka’unua,. 

He stepped up from the board to the voyager in one spry motion. 
“Show off!” said his wife, laughing at her husband’s last little touch of agility and style. 
“That’s how you do it, Taveka, you keep your feet together and use your arms high above 

you, with your back in an arch so that you can shift your center of gravity just so and keep the 
nose from pearling while staying exactly in the sweet spot of the wave.” 

“That’s what he’s doing in one of the pictures you have on the Morning Light, isn’t it?” 
“Yes, the one of Mickey Dora. And the other one is of Joey Cabell at Tamarin Bay. Those 

two are all you need to know about perfect poise and style on a small wave. Ok, your turn.” 
Taveka was all business as he lowered himself to the deck of the board floating next to his 

voyaging craft. With time remaining before his final surf session, he wanted to reach a new level 
of skill. 

“Now don’t try to do it with your feet together. Just work on the arch. Get the feel of the 
speed against the shifting of your weight. And slowly. Too much arch and she’ll race right out 
from under your feet. Just stay with the wave the whole way.” 

“And please watch me and tell me if I make any mistakes. I don’t want to be a, uh, what did 
you call ‘em?” 

“A kook!” 
“Yeah, I don’t want to be a kook on my last wave. The ancestors would be insulted. 
“How would they know? They’ve never surfed!” 
“David, they would know. When it comes to balance and harmony with the ocean, believe 

me, they would know.” 



Taveka paddled his board away from the voyager towards empty waves shining white and 
deep blue. He rode two of them to practice the techniques of trimming his board for maximum 
speed. David hooted in approval across the open water. The old man rode wave after wave, 
sliding across the small, clean, walls they peeled flawlessly down the reef. 

Soon the moon was almost overhead and illuminating the entire reef. Taveka ended a ride 
and did not paddle back out. He was as excited as a man could be, but though the spirit was 
willing, the flesh was now weak. He knew his limits and lived within them even in the last days 
of his life. 

“You never cease to amaze me, Taveka,” said the student-now-teacher as he lifted the board 
out of the water, placed it across the hulls, and then offered his strong arm to pull his mentor on 
deck. 

“I think I’ve got it. I can’t do it with my feet together like you did, but the speed and the arch 
and spray off the nose, yes, I’ve got it.” 

Above their bright and full laughter came a fresh, new sound far different than the steady, 
washing noise of the small waves breaking along the reef. It did not register with Luan, but 
David and Taveka heard it quite clearly. 

Taveka smiled broadly as a wave came down the reef easily six feet high. It lifted the 
voyaging craft and setting it back down abruptly. There were two more behind it, one halfway to 
the southern tip of the reef, and then a third even further up the reef. The moon, now almost 
directly overhead, lit up the entire ring of white water now glowing in the phosphorescence 
around the entire circumference of the reef. 

“Let’s go back inside the lagoon. I think the surf is getting bigger.” 
“Yes. Something is coming to Ka’unua.” 

The sun was still well below the horizon to the east. Despite the strenuous hours of surfing 
under the full moon, Taveka was alert and awake. The swells were far, apart. He felt the 
emptiness between them innately, having been tuned to the rhythms of the ocean for decades. 

Yet, this rhythm was substantially different from any he had ever felt. Though they were now 
twice the height of a man, Taveka’s instincts told him these waves were but infants. They would 
continue to grow steadily, from youth to maturity to full adulthood. And from somewhere deep 
beneath his instincts came the fact that their size and power would expand to a fantastic height 
and strength. And when those ancient waves came, he would welcome them warmly on the last 
day of his life. 

“Wake up!” 
David heard the whispered voice through the last moments of his sleep. A wave of dark 

emotion flooded through his mind, and his heart went heavy. He unwrapped Luan’s arms from 
his chest, and sat up in the shelter dome. He knew he would have to wake her soon, but he 
thought letting her sleep for now was all he could do for her on this day so long expected. 

“Yes, Taveka, I’m coming.” 
“Good. Quickly, now.” 



David came out of the shelter and saw a set of waves, each over ten feet high. He was 
suddenly confused and looked at the side of the voyaging craft where his mentor kneeled on his 
surfboard. 

“Let’s get going,” he said excitedly, but when he saw the sad look on David’s face, he 
backpedaled for a moment, “Oh, yes, well, it is not big enough today, so I want you to show me 
more techniques.” 

Helmares’ expression changed entirely. 
“You what? I thought - - - “ 
“Don’t think so much. Let’s just going surfing. Tomorrow, or the next day, or the next, I will 

think about my last wave. Right now the waves are still babies and I want to go and play with 
them.” 

*  *  * 

Fifteen hundred miles to the southwest, the waves were not babies. They were seventy feet 
high for the second day in a row and perfect for high performance surfsailing. Some brilliant 
maneuvers had been executed, yet the Alba_Swords stayed on course, knowing a safe haven 
awaited them in a little more than seventy hours. They were not going to be late. Eight hours 
behind them, the waves were easily a hundred foot high. Another eight hours back, the open 
ocean seas were half again as big. And the mariners aboard the Alba_Swords Tom Swift and 
Serena knew the probabilities existed of much bigger waves even now being spawned off 
Antarctica. 

*  *  * 

“We have to go back in, and right now,” said David, barely pulling out of a ten-footer near 
where Taveka sat on his voyaging craft. 

“Why? You rode that wave well. I can do that, I’m sure of it.” 
“No, you would fall for sure.” 
The old man was a bit offended. 
“And why is that may I ask?” 
“You may ask, but I don’t have to tell you. Now help me with the board, and let’s go back in 

the lagoon.” 

The long board was a masterpiece of craftsmanship. David had spent many hours with 
Taveka building its interior framework using bamboo strips, and then surrounding the wing-like 
assemblage with solid wood, seasoned and strong. He had purposefully designed it so that it 
would be wide and easy for Taveka to use for learning the basics of surfing. Yet in the back of his 
mind he knew that the waves of the Nebula Archipelago were world class, so being able to re-
shape the nose and tail, and even change the rocker, were possible thanks to the wood’s 
extremely tight grain making it almost waterproof. He knew what he wanted to do, only to search 
his craft without success for the tool he needed. He was about to explain his plan when Taveka 
made explanations unnecessary. 



“And I don’t have one either, but we will in just a minute.” 
Taveka dove over the side and disappeared for almost a minute before returning with a 

branch of coral. 
He saw the look on David’s face and said, “Don’t worry. They know what its for, and it will 

grow back long before you come back here.” 
An hour later, David had successfully used his new tool to make the rails of the surfboard 

perfect. The wide tail of Taveka’s board was now a narrower ‘diamond tail’. He thinned out the 
last two feet of the board to reduce its buoyancy and give the board more bite. Then he narrowed 
the nose to reduce its bulk and gain more control. Finally he streamlined the fin by reducing its 
thick foil slightly to give the board more forward thrust. 

“Now we can go back out there,” said David, setting the board down across the cross 
members of Taveka’s voyaging craft. 

The old navigator came around to the rear of the surfboard and put his eyes close to the tail. 
Then he slowly moved his head backwards, with one eye closed. Then he repeated the process 
with the other eye. 

“You missed a spot,” he said. 
The two men were excited and admiring their handiwork when a voice of reason snapped 

them out of it. 
“Are you two ready to eat?” said Luan, “or are you going to starve yourselves like children 

who are too busy playing?” 

“Now, that’s what we want,” said David, cross-stepping with flair after completing a great 
ride in the early afternoon, “She’s responsive without being wobbly. Tail slices with authority. 
The fin works perfect. She’s ready when you are Taveka. She’ll give you the control you’ll 
need.” 

“All the way back in the tube? Let’s see if you can disappear and make it out. I want to be 
sure your new design works all the way.” 

“Back in a minute, Taveka,” said David with a joyful feeling of anticipation that he’d never 
quite known before. He was about to get a perfect wave all to himself, and try to ride back in the 
tube as deep as he could get, and doing it all for someone else besides himself. 

The board had its own momentum. Two strokes and to his feet. He leaned back to slow the 
board, then extended his arm forward, lowered his shoulder and accelerated down the face that 
was becoming more vertical second. A hard, sharp first turn off the bottom, the diamond tail 
cutting into the base of the wave, the fin flowing perfectly while providing stability and 
direction. Up the face, the wall extending ahead, speed now a critical factor. 

Another carve off the bottom, and then under the roof of the cylinder, board fitting the inner 
curves of the wave perfectly. The wave seemed to pause, he stepped hard on the tail, then into a 
crouch deep inside the spinning tube. Looking out of the tunnel at his mentor watching his every 
move. 

He emerged from the wave as it backed off in the deep water down by the lagoon’s entrance. 
He paddled back out to where Taveka was waiting. 



“Thank you, David. I’ll have all the control I need. Now give me the board and go back and 
get your wife. And take your time, I won’t need you to come back out here for two hours or so. 
I’ve got to practice.” 

“Any suggestions?” 
“Yes, help me out of the water.” 
The men linked forearms and the navigator was on the deck in an instant. 
“What a thing to do with your life! The more you ride, the more you want to ride, and the 

more you ride, the more tired you get, except your mind refuses to listen to your body because it 
gets more and more excited!” 

“Yeah, yeah, yeah. What else is new?” David smirked playfully, “Here, let me go ride one or 
two. I think its getting bigger again.” 

“Yes it is, but it is still not big enough to kill me. Maybe tomorrow, or the next day, or who 
knows? Maybe I’ll just surf out here forever!” 

“Yeah, I was getting tired of waiting for you. My turn.” 

“Now what?” 
‘The nose is still too fat. It needs to be pulled in to more of a point so it will catch less wind 

and will not affect your balance in fast turns. And the rail needs a little less curve to fit the wave 
better.” 

“Well what does that mean? If that’s what you need to ride bigger and bigger waves, then 
we’ll end up with a long narrow, pointed platform that goes like a rocket ship!” 

“You learn pretty fast for an old man!” 

In the early evening the waves continued to grow, never losing their shape or their 
consistency. It was all the men could do to keep their eyes off them. 

Luan saw how the deeply the men were under the spell of the waves, she tried to bring them 
back to reality with a laugh beneath her admonition. 

“How are we going to eat if all you do is surf? We have only enough food for maybe four 
days, and how will we get more?” 

“Don’t worry, dear, something will happen.” 
“Yes, and remember soon you will only have to feed yourselves. Now let me have some 

more of the fish stew. I think the waves will be even bigger tomorrow, but - - -” 
“But still not big enough for you,” laughed David. 
“No, I think that will be another three days at this rate.” 
Luan was just about to give the two men a piece of her mind when she realized that in three 

days, her father would be gone forever. 
“Well then, tomorrow you are not leaving me in here to float around in the lagoon. I’m going 

out there to watch you, and with all this talk, you guys better show me some good surfing.” 
“Don’t worry, dear. It might be fifteen, twenty feet on the sets. But it is so perfect I - - -, hey, 

I know! Let’s go surf the other side of the reef tomorrow! We haven’t done that yet!” 
“Always something new, right, David?” laughed his wife. 
“Yes, I taught him that, but that’s navigator stuff, so don’t blame him!” 



Their laughter rang out across the lagoon, warming the spirits of the ancestors who began to 
swirl the inner waters in expanding rings of energy springing from an eternal source of  joy. 

*  *  * 

Section Two - Delays in Tahiti 
“So we can’t get a permit until the other one expires?” 
“That’s correct, Mr. Larson. We are sorry for the delay,” said the official in the Tahitian 

Maritime Ministry’s office of special permits. 
“Well, can we do the paper work today so that it will be ready?” 
“No, that would be premature. We must wait until previous permit has expired before we can 

proceed with your application.” 
“But Wavelife - - - “ 
“Please, we have our laws regarding the issuance of permits for special activities inside the 

territorial waters of our nation, and I’m sure you want to cooperate with our laws,” said the 
official. 

“Excuse us, sir, while I have a word with Mr. Larson.” 
“Heath, don’ say ‘nuther word,” Mac Owens said quietly, “They’re under a lotta pressure 

over what happened ta Clark an’ Palua. If he thinks fer even an instant ya won’t cooperate, we 
ain’ never gonna git a permit.” 

He turned to the maritime official sitting behind his small wooden desk in the windowless 
concrete room, a fan barely circulating above them.  

“We’ll be happy to return day afta tomorrah. And thank you, sir.” 
“Yes, Mr. Owens, and thank you. We are all very sorry for what happened to your friends. 

And Mr. Larson, we are happy to have you back to visit us after your accident last May. It is not 
good for tourists to die in my country, and I know you will be very careful this time. Oh, and Mr. 
Owens, don’t forget to make the necessary your arrangements regarding the usual fees and 
charges that accompany an application of this type. Here, is my card. Come back in two days and 
ask for me. Goodbye!” 

The two men stepped outside into the sweltering sun of August in Tahiti.  
“Now what? This is just so much crap!” 
“This is jes a miner detail, Heath, an’ you got sum ‘vantages ya don’ even know ‘bout. He 

knows yer name, an’ he knows me, an’ brother, that’s like gold down here. ‘Sides, we got lots to 
do. Hell, I bet the permit gonna be ready fo’ we are!” 

Larson wasn’t going to be mollified quite so easily. 
“What was that he said about fees and charges? How much is this gonna cost us? And what 

necessary arrangements?” 
“It ain’t gonna cost you a cent, Heath. We gotta go an’ open a bank account right now an’ 

Cheryl needs to put fifty grand in it, an’ that’s gonna take twenny four hours. Plus we gotta git all 



tha paper work from tha Aeolus an’ everybody’s passport numbers ta operate a charter inside 
their airspace.” 

“How did all this get done last time?” said Larson, calming down a bit. 
“Clark did it all. Geosurf had an account fer their surf resort, an’ the Skyhook’s bin flying 

‘round here fer years. An’ even with all that squared away, when we flew y’all in there las’ May, 
it cost twenny grand to pull that off on the spur of the moment. An’ Clark had to eat that since 
nobody wanted to tell ya ‘bout it after what happened to ya.” 

“Mac, at this rate we’ll never make it for that swell.” 
“Didn’t that ‘tude getcha in trouble last time? Now jes’ take it easy, an’ we do first things 

first. How bout sum lunch?” 
“I dunno know, I’m not that hungry.” 
“Heath Larson, ya know what yer problem is?” 
“No, Mac, what’s my problem other than needing a piece of paper?” 
“Yer problem is that yer too big fer anyone ta slap some sense into ya. Now y’all listen to 

me! We ARE gonna eat lunch. An’ then we’re goin’ to the bank, an’ we’re gonna start the money 
process. An’ then to the hotel an’ git everybody organized fer tomorrah. An’ yer gonna do what I 
tell ya ta do ‘else I’ll have Bruddah tow yer ass out ta sea tied ta one of yer surfboards an’ you 
can jes paddle back ten miles or so. Now fly right, buster! Yer gittin’ a second chance, an’ you 
aint gonna blow it if I have anytin’ ta say ‘bout it.” 

*  *  * 

David was up an hour before dawn on the third day of their sojourn at Ka’unua, his wife 
wide awake the moment he had moved from her. 

“I am going to scout around the entire reef. If your father wants this to be the day, I’d better 
first understand what he’ll be facing.” 

“Have the waves changed?” 
“Yes, Luan, I feel today is very different.” 
He kissed his wife deeply. She was bearing their third child, and he did not take leave of her 

lightly. But today he was the chief navigator of the Marulean sea people, and from the moment 
he opened his eyes, and he had a responsibility she understood well. 

Without even looking at the waves he dove off the bow of his voyaging craft and swam 
across the lagoon, the warm water comfortable and his muscles strong and supple. He could hear 
the surf, but did not look to see the waves. He only looked down into the water between each 
breath. He was starting his day by immersing himself in a different world, away from the waves, 
and closer to Taveka’s ancestors. He reached his mentor’s voyaging craft. He was not surprised 
that Taveka was still sleeping after seven days of challenges and exertion that would have taxed 
any strong man. The surfboard was resting on the crossbeams. He pulled it down into the water 
and rolled himself onto its deck. 

“Take your time.” 
There was no need to reply to Taveka’s voice coming from inside the shelter dome on the 

voyaging craft. There was no need for words to pass between them until he had something to say. 
He shifted to a kneeling position and began to paddle with the strength of his entire body. He 



used the sun to stay on course and never looked up as crossed the quiet lagoon surrounded by a 
sea-change in the size and consistency of the new day’s waves. The weight of the board provided 
extra momentum across the water, and before long he arrived at the lagoon entrance. He kept 
paddling and soon felt a slight change in the water temperature and noticed the board responding 
to a different texture on the surface of the sea. He stopped paddling and let the board glide on its 
own until it came to a floating rest. For a minute or more, he closed his eyes and sensitized 
himself to the open ocean. He felt the currents and the roll of the swells. He listened for the 
changes in the slap of wavelets against the board. He inhaled deeply to determine how much sea 
spray was in the air. Never once did he look around to get his bearings. He was a navigator, and 
as such he made sure all his senses were tuned to the ever changing sea. 

There was no doubt the surf was very different today. Soon he would find out just how 
different. 

The ocean was quiet around him in the lull between sets. He laid down on the surfboard and 
paddled with just one arm until the sun told him the board was pointed on a new course around 
the east side of the lagoon. He began to paddle with both arms at the same time. Between each 
long hard stroke he paused to let his senses gather information. Then he heard the sound of a 
wave breaking at the other end of the reef. He continued paddling, listening to the wave breaking 
as it came towards him. He adjusted his course slightly away from the reef. He heard another 
wave break off in the distance, and then he felt gravity pull against him as he went up the 
unbroken slope of the first wave. He counted the seconds it took before he reached the crest, 
where the early rays of light caught the corner of his eye, before he slid down the back of the 
wave as it continued its journey to the north. 

Then he counted the seconds before he went up and over the next wave, and the next, until 
the entire set had passed beneath him. Without ever seeing the waves, he knew they were twice 
as big as the day before, and the interval between them had increased. Several sets came and 
went, but he never looked at them. He just kept paddling across the ocean’s surface to absorb its 
character without thinking. 

Finally he knew he was closing in on the impact zone by the initial sounds of the waves 
breaking over the southern apex of Ka’unua. For the first time, he stopped and sat upright on the 
board. He slowly raised his head and used his shadow across the board to point it straight south. 
He took note of the slight difference in the sun’s position from when he had last been to this very 
place, a skill he had learned early on in his apprenticeship. He sat and looked out to sea with his 
gaze exactly on the horizon. He felt the rise and fall of the first swell of a new set and heard it 
break maybe fifty yards behind him. He stayed tuned to feel the interval of the waves. Now that 
his sensitivity to the ocean was fully developed, his first thought was of the seas between 
Ka’unua and the birthing place of the swells far to the southwest. His second thought was one of 
love for his wife and children. His third was for Taveka and the decision he’d made about the end 
of his life. Then he considered the sum total of all he’d come to understand since he’d left the 
lagoon, and he smiled. 

The ocean was balanced, the power of the waves benign. There was a hint of imminent 
change, but Ka’unua was not going to be a place of death today. 



He lay down on the board and set a course toward the entrance to the lagoon down the 
western side of the reef. He never looked up. He never changed his cadence and was never 
surprised by either a set or its waves. When he was back where he started, he stopped just short 
of his voyaging craft and spent several minutes coming out of his navigator’s trance. He left the 
surfboard floating between the hulls, lifted himself up to the deck, and kissed his wife as she put 
her arms around him. 

“Well, I don’t know if he’s ever going to want to die now. Today he’s going to ride waves 
unlike any he’s ever seen.” 

“Is it big enough to - - - “ 
“No, Luan, it’s not big enough to kill him, but it IS big enough to give him a day full of 

surfing’s purest promise.” 


