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      ‘Aina: that which feeds, whether it is from the land or the sea; a sacred respect for the gifts of the land and sea (eyeˊ-nah)

      ‘Aumakua: a family god (ow-mah-kooˊ-ah)

      Furikake: sweet and salty snack mix (fur-i-kahˊ-kay)

      Haole: term, often pejorative, that refers to Caucasians in contrast to locals of Hawaiian ancestry (howˊ-lay)

      He’e: Hawaiian octopus, commonly called “squid” (hayˊ-ay)

      Honu: sea turtle (hoˊ-noo)

      Keiki: child/children (kayˊ-kee)

      Kiele: gardenia (kee-ayˊ-lay)

      Koa: a tree native to the Hawaiian Islands; also, warrior (kohˊ-ah)

      Lanai: patio, balcony (lan-nīˊ)

      Lapu: ghost (lahˊ-poo)

      Lilikoi: passionfruit (leeˊ-lee-koy)

      Mahalo: thank you (mah-hahˊ-low)

      Makai: toward the sea (mah-kaiˊ)

      Malasada: Portuguese doughnut (mah-lah-sahˊ-dah)

      Masago: a type of fish roe commonly used in poke (mah-sahˊ-go)

      Mauka: toward the mountain (mowˊ-kah)

      Ogo: type of seaweed (ohˊ-go)

      Ono: delicious (ohˊ-no)

      Pali: steep cliff (pahˊ-lee)

      Paniolo: Hawaiian cowboy (pah-nee-ohˊ-loh)

      Pau ’ole: Bad person (pow-ohˊ-lay)

      Poke: marinated raw fish, often ahi tuna (pohˊ-kay)

      Pupule: crazy (poo-pooˊ-lay)

      Pupus: hors d’oeuvres, appetizers (pooˊ-poos)

      Tako: Japanese word for octopus (tahˊ-koh)

      Ti: type of Hawaiian plant (tee)

      Tutu: familiar name for grandparent (Tooˊ-too)
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      I bent my head as the wind whipped down Massachusetts Avenue, hurling snowflakes at my face, stinging my cheeks with hard, frosty pellets. The uneven coat of ice on the sidewalks made my steps precarious and slow. There were few others brave—or foolish—enough to be out in this weather. One man walked behind a dog that was dancing with excitement. A woman trudged behind two kids shrieking with delight. Where I grew up, there was no such thing as a snow day.

      I finally arrived at the restaurant. I stamped on the snow that had piled up against the front door and slipped my key into the lock with fingers stiff and clumsy from the cold. Once inside, it only took me a second to realize no one else was there. Normally my assistant Nunzio would already have come in through the back and flipped on the kitchen lights an hour before I arrived.

      I groaned. Even Nunzio, whom I could always count on, had stayed home. I moved through the darkened dining room and turned on the lights in the kitchen. As they blinked to life, I heard a heavy knock at the front door.

      I hurried to open it. Geoff, the owner of the restaurant and my significant other—he preferred the term “boyfriend”—stumbled into the vestibule. He was bundled up in a thick scarf and hat.

      “Kailani, what are you doing here?” he exclaimed, brushing snow off his boots.

      “Someone has to be here to make food.” I couldn’t keep the testy note out of my voice.

      “We can’t open today,” Geoff said. “There’s no way the delivery trucks can get through, and even if they could I don’t think we’d have any customers.”

      “You mean I came all this way for nothing?”

      Geoff smiled down at me. “Sorry. I just assumed you’d know not to come in on a day like this.”

      “Why did you come in, then?”

      “To catch up on paperwork. Snowstorms don’t bother me.”

      “Ugh. They bother me. Well, I guess if you don’t need me here, I’ll head back home.”

      “Want me to stop by later?”

      I didn’t but nodded anyway. Geoff and I hadn’t been dating for long and he was already becoming a little too clingy. Even a bit possessive.

      He leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. “Be safe getting home. I’d call you a cab, but there isn’t a single one on the streets.”

      “Believe me, I know.”

      I trudged home the same way I had come, the snow falling even harder now and blowing sideways, making my trek more difficult.

      When I finally made it to my apartment building, I clomped up the stairs in my heavy boots and stood inside my apartment, leaning against the door for several moments to catch my breath. It took me a while to peel off all my layers. I left them lying on the floor while I set milk on the stove for hot chocolate. As the milk warmed, I hung up my wet clothes near the radiator in my foyer to let them dry. My eyes were drawn to the canvas photo hanging next to the coat closet. It was a faraway view of the beach, taken from my parents’ backyard, overlooking the white sand and the curling waves of the pristine blue Pacific Ocean.

      My cat was curling around my ankles, rubbing her face against my pantlegs. “I don’t want to live in Washington anymore, Meli. We need to go home,” I said. This wasn’t the first time I had expressed that sentiment to Meli, but this time she stopped and looked up at me. She blinked and twitched her ears.

      It was the sign I needed.

      I watched the snow continue to fall from the cozy warmth of my apartment. Meli and I curled up on the couch while I tried to read a book, but I couldn’t concentrate. My thoughts returned again and again to palm trees and warm, caressing trade winds, to the faces of my mother and father, of my sister, Momi, and her little girl, Iolana.

      Geoff eventually stopped by, bringing with him an icy blast of air as I opened the door to the hallway.

      “Looks like this storm may never end,” he said.

      I invited him inside. “Take off your stuff.  Want some hot chocolate?” I called over my shoulder as I walked into the kitchen.

      “Sure,” he answered, struggling with one of his boots.

      I joined him in the living room a few minutes later. He was trying to stroke Meli’s chin, but she was having none of that. Her ears flattened back and she squirmed out of his reach.

      I handed him the mug of hot chocolate and sat down opposite him. “Geoff, I’ve been thinking.” I spoke warily, knowing he probably wouldn’t be as happy about my decision as I was.

      “Oh, yeah? About what?”

      “I’m going back to Hawai’i.” I waited for his reaction.

      He shrugged. “That’s all right, I guess. It’ll do you good to get out of this weather for a while.”

      He couldn’t actually think I was asking him permission to go on vacation. “No, not for a while. I’m moving back. For good.”

      I was right. He wasn’t happy. His eyes widened and his mouth hung open, his mug of hot chocolate halfway to his lips. “What do you mean, for good?” he demanded.

      “I mean, I just can’t stand it here any longer. I’m never going to get used to the weather, I miss my parents, and my niece is growing up without her auntie. It’s time to go back. This is something I’ve been thinking about for a long time.”

      He frowned and opened his mouth as if to speak, then closed it again.

      “I’ll miss you, of course, but I need to do what’s best for me,” I said. It was one of those social lies—I wasn’t going to miss him. But it felt like the right thing to say.

      The tone of his voice cooled a shade. “What will you do? For a living, I mean?”

      “I’ll do the same thing I do here. I’ll find a job in a restaurant.”

      He nodded. “Hmh. And what about me? What am I supposed to do?”

      “Geoff,” I said, “you’ll find someone. I’m sure of it. But I have to do what my heart is telling me to do, and that’s to go back to Hawai’i.”

      He nodded slowly, his mouth in a thin line. His voice was angry. “Are you sure this isn’t some kind of sick joke?”

      I frowned. “Of course not.” I was seeing a side of Geoff I hadn’t seen before, and I didn’t like it.

      “When are you leaving?” he asked coldly.

      “I don’t know. I just made the decision this morning.”

      He set his mug on the coffee table, sloshing a bit of hot chocolate out of the mug as he did so, and pushed himself up from the sofa. “I guess I should get going, then. Will you keep working at the restaurant until you leave?”

      “Of course. I’ll give you plenty of time to find my replacement.”

      I watched him as he strode down the hallway of my apartment building toward the stairs. Our talk hadn’t gone the way I’d pictured it. I figured we’d part as friends, and I definitely didn’t expect the anger. At the end of the hallway he suddenly turned around. “I thought we had something really special, Kailani. Here I was thinking about a future with you, and you just up and leave. You’ll come back, though. Once you realize what you’ve given up, you’ll be back.”

      I ignored the alarm bells clanging in my head, the ones warning me to go back into my apartment and shut the door. “Geoff, we haven’t been dating long enough to be thinking about a future together.”

      He stared at me for a moment, then raised his eyebrows, almost as if he were challenging me. I was glad to be making a clean break of things with him.

      “I’ll see you at work tomorrow.” I closed the door, locked it, and stood there until I heard him descend the stairs many long moments later.

      I waited a while before calling my mother since there was a five-hour time difference between DC and Hawai’i. She and my father were both thrilled by my news, as I knew they would be. They had a million questions for me, like when I would be coming home, where I would be looking for a new job, and how long I might be able to live with them before getting my own place.

      “I don’t know!” I laughed. “I’ll start putting out some feelers right away for jobs in restaurants and resorts along the Kohala Coast. Someone must need a chef. But I’ll be home soon. I can’t stand another day of this winter weather.”

      I hung up, promising to keep them posted about my job hunt. Suddenly the winter didn’t seem quite so bleak.
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      Two weeks later I was still working for Geoff, still floundering through endless snow and ice. Our relationship had become awkward. He made excuses to be wherever I was, whether it was in the kitchen or the basement of the restaurant, whether I was coming to work or leaving work to go home. I was actively looking for a job in Hawai’i. I didn’t want to leave without any employment prospects, but I was seriously beginning to consider returning home without a job just to get away from Geoff. I had told all my friends and colleagues in DC and on Hawai’i Island that I was headed back home; everyone wished me well.

      One night I worked very late at the restaurant. Normally I would have walked back to my apartment without a second thought, but it was almost midnight. I toyed briefly with the idea of taking a cab, but I had to save every cent to put toward a new place in Hawai’i. I reluctantly decided to walk.

      It probably wasn’t the wisest choice.

      I walked as briskly as I dared on the slick sidewalk, trying to stay warm. I slipped on a patch of ice at one point, dropping my bag. As I stooped down to pick it up, I noticed a man walking not too far behind me. My first thought was that Geoff was following me, but he had left the restaurant an hour before I did. He’d be home by now, I thought.

      The hood of the man’s parka was pulled low, so his face was in shadow. I walked a little faster after that, wishing I weren’t the only woman on the street late at night. I glanced over my shoulder and noticed that the man walked a little more quickly, too. A ripple of apprehension crept up the nape of my neck. I ducked into a tiny twenty-four hour grocery store and browsed for a few minutes, buying nothing but giving the man plenty of time to walk past me and continue on his way.

      When I went back outside, I looked left and right to make sure no one was following me. Seeing nobody, I kept walking, but it wasn’t long before I noticed the same man walking slightly behind me and on the other side of the street. I wanted to run, but I couldn’t because the sidewalks were too treacherous. All I could do was fumble for my cell phone and have it handy to call 9-1-1 if he came any closer. I looked over my shoulder again; he was crossing the street, walking a bit faster. I went faster, too.

      I took off my gloves and shoved them in my coat pocket so I could dial 9-1-1 quickly. I was almost in front of my building, pulling my phone out of my other pocket when I heard footsteps crunching in the snow directly behind me. The man grabbed my elbow and I let out a cry.

      “Kailani, it’s me.”

      “Geoff! You scared me to death! What are you doing? I thought you went home.”

      “I waited for you in the coffee shop across the street. I was just following you to make sure you made it home okay,” he said, still gripping my elbow.

      “Let go of me. You’ve never followed me before.” My voice grated with irritation. “Why start now?”

      “I was just concerned about you, that’s all.”

      “Thank you, but I’m fine. Don’t ever do that again. You really scared me.”

      “I’m sorry.”

      I shook his hand off my elbow and walked away. As I pushed open the door to my apartment building, I saw him out of the corner of my eye, watching me. I shivered, but not from the cold.

      Once inside my apartment I kicked off my boots and leant down to stroke Meli, who came to greet me. My heart still pounded from my encounter with Geoff. I leafed through the mail as I walked into the living room. The red light on my answering machine was blinking.

      “Hi, Kailani. This is Dr. Barbara Graham-Kingsley. I live on the Kona side of the Big Island and I’ve heard through the grapevine that you’re looking for a job. My family and I are in North Kohala and I am looking for a personal chef to manage our kitchen and cook for us. I understand that you are very capable and have local ties, and I think you might be perfect for the job. If you’re interested in finding out more about this opportunity, give me a call.” She went on to provide me with her cell phone number and email address and to request a copy of my résumé.

      I was intrigued, but I wasn’t so sure about the job title. I didn’t know any personal chefs and I didn’t know what responsibilities such a job entailed. On the other hand, I couldn’t ask for a better place to work than along the Kohala Coast. It would be a few hours’ drive from my family, but that was nothing compared to 5,000 miles, which was the current distance between us.

      I emailed my résumé and returned Dr. Graham-Kingsley’s call. I was soon talking to a receptionist at Orchid Isle Wellness.

      “Dr. Graham-Kingsley has left for our Kona office and won’t be back today,” the woman noted in a quiet, smooth voice.

      “What kind of medicine does she practice?”

      “She is a practitioner of Acupuncture and Oriental Medicine.”

      “Okay, thank you. I’ll try her again tomorrow.”

      I went online and searched for Barbara Graham-Kingsley. I learned she was a partner in the Orchid Isle practice. Besides her work in acupuncture and Oriental medicine, the clinic also offered dermatology, massage therapy, internal medicine, personal training, and nutrition services at several locations on the Island of Hawai’i.

      I thought of nothing else at work the following day as I tried to avoid Geoff, itching to get home to call Dr. Graham-Kingsley again. I reached her that night.

      The doctor introduced herself. “I’ve reviewed your résumé and contacted your references. I’m still waiting to hear back from your current employer, but everyone else I spoke to has glowing things to say about you,” she said.

      I should have known Geoff would refuse to return a call from Hawai’i, and especially if that call was from someone who might give me a job. Was he actively trying to sabotage my career?

      “I’m afraid my boss has been pretty busy lately. I’ll ask him to get in touch with you.”  There was no way Geoff was going to call her.

      “I don’t think that’ll be necessary, judging from what the other references had to say. As far as I’m concerned, you’re a good fit. Let me tell you a little more about the job. There are four of us. Besides me, there is my husband and our two children. You would be expected to prepare breakfast and dinner six days a week, plus provide school lunches for the children and luncheon for anyone who might be in the house on any given day. On Sundays, we require only dinner. In addition, you would be expected to provide food for any entertaining that my husband and I do. You would, of course, have a suite of rooms in the house. You get vacation whenever we do, and obviously we would make arrangements for you to get time off if you need or want it. We pay a very good salary.”

      I listened breathlessly. It sounded like a huge commitment.

      “Is this something you’re interested in? Or would you like a day or two to think about it?”

      I swallowed. I didn’t want to make a decision right then, but I didn’t want to lose this opportunity. “I am interested, yes,” I heard myself say.

      “Wonderful.” She paused. “When can you start?”

      We agreed that I would start in three weeks.

      “If I may ask, where did you get my name?”

      “All my clients and colleagues know I’m looking for a personal chef. One man lives in Punalu’u and said all the talk is of a young woman, trained at the Culinary Institute of America, who wants to come home. I got your information that way.”

      We talked about more particulars for several minutes, then I told her I would see her soon.

      She laughed lightly. “Fair warning, you may have a hard time at first. My husband and my kids prefer heavy American and European-style meals, and my goal is to get them to eat healthier.”

      “I’ll do my best,” I promised.

      I was going home.
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      Over the next two and a half weeks I packed, shipped the big things I didn’t want to sell, and said my good-byes. Geoff was still in denial.

      “I didn’t think you’d go through with it,” he said, half-smiling. “Washington is such an exciting place to live. I was sure you’d decide to stay.”

      I tried returning his sheepish smile, but it probably looked like more of a grimace. “I know, but I really miss home. I miss my parents and the rest of my family. I miss the weather. I miss seeing the ocean when I drive down the road.”

      “I guess I can’t blame you for that.” He gave me a hug as I stood stiffly. “I’ll miss you, Kailani.”

      “I’ll miss you too, Geoff,” I lied. “Take care.” I waved to him as I turned around and walked back to my apartment for the last time.

      Early the next morning I was on a plane heading for Kona. It was a long journey, with two layovers, and I finally arrived on Hawai’i Island that night at eight o’clock. I was exhausted, still on Washington time, but I got my second wind as soon as I saw my family waiting for me by baggage claim. My parents and Momi hugged me while my niece, Iolana, jumped up and down, clapping her hands and laughing. I looked around me, breathing in the warm tropical air, and felt an enveloping sense of peace and belonging. A sense of aloha ‘aina. A connection to the land and sea, yes, but so much more. A connection to the people of Hawai’i and our communal respect for our cultural bond with the island.

      Though it cost me a small fortune, I had checked four bags. My father and Momi helped me get them to the car while my mother held Iolana’s hand.

      “All your other things arrived yesterday,” Mom said as we drove home in the darkness. “We put everything in the guest room for you.”

      “When do you start work?” Dad asked.

      “Later this week, but the day after tomorrow I’m going up to Dr. Graham-Kingsley’s house to have a look at the kitchen and my rooms.”

      “The place must be pretty nice if they can afford a personal chef,” Momi piped up. “Do you think we can come and see it?”

      “Probably. But not until I’ve worked there a while.”

      We all chatted happily on the way home, an hour south of the airport. When I stepped out of the car at my parents’ house, I was wrapped in the same nostalgic feeling I always got when I returned home for a visit. Night-blooming flowers lightly scented the air, combining with the homey smell of the bread my parents made in outdoor ovens for their bakery. The soft winds caressed my face and blew a few strands of my hair as I stood looking at the sliver of moonlight reflected on the black Pacific Ocean. I could hardly wait to see its bright blue brilliance in the morning.

      The wait was worth it. The following day I awoke to the view of waves stretching into the distance far below the guest bedroom window. My parents’ home was not on the shoreline, but on a slope that commanded sweeping views of the wooded hillside, white sand beach, and the vast ocean beyond. The sun had risen over the summit of Mauna Loa behind the house, but the yard was still in shadow. The birds sang riotously in the swaying trees outside the window. It was so good to be home.

      I spent the day catching up with my parents and friends as I helped in the bakery, which had sold out of everything by mid-afternoon. Apparently Mom and Dad had told everyone they knew that I would be home, because neighbors, old friends, and acquaintances from nearby towns stopped by in a steady stream all day. It was wonderful to see everyone; the stress of living in Washington was melting off me like snowflakes in the sun.

      The highlight of my day was when Liko, an old friend going all the way back to elementary school, dropped in to see me and to pick up a few malasadas for his family.

      “Liko!” I yelled, running around the counter to give him a big hug. “You haven’t changed at all!” He was medium height, barrel chested, with brown skin and long black hair. His muscled arms and calves were wreathed in Polynesian tattoos. “How have you been?”

      He grinned. “Pretty good. It’s great to see you, K! How long you staying?”

      “Forever!”

      He beamed. “You got a job on the island?”

      I nodded happily.

      “Where you going to work?”

      “Up the Kohala Coast, as a personal chef.”

      He whistled. “Sounds great!”

      “What have you been doing?”

      “Surfing, mostly. And looking for work. I got laid off from the elementary school. State didn’t have enough money to pay Hawaiian language teachers any longer.”

      “I’m sorry to hear that. I’ll let you know if I hear of anything,” I promised.

      “Thanks.” He waved and left the shop.

      Shortly after Liko left my parents decided to close the bakery for the rest of the day, since all the goodies were gone. They put me to work preparing loaves to be baked and sold the next day.

      The following morning I woke up early, still groggy with jet lag, and drove up the spectacular Kohala coast to the Graham-Kingsley home. I drove with the windows down, enjoying the feeling of the sun and wind and warmth on my skin. I caught a glimpse of a whale tail slapping the surface of the water, likely a male performing part of his wintertime courtship ritual.

      It took under three hours to drive to the outskirts of the small town where the Graham-Kingsleys lived. I was unprepared for the sight that met my eyes as I turned makai and drove down the gently sloping hill toward their oceanfront home.

      It was the only home in sight. From the road above the house, all I could see were its expansive roofs, glinting brown in the sunlight. There appeared to be two or three levels; the house was probably built on a downhill gradient.

      I finally reached a fork in the road. I could either veer to the left into a long driveway or right onto a small track bordering ranchland covered in tall grass. The track appeared to lead to the ocean. I took the left fork and drove through two enormous brown gates emblazoned with giant iron palm trees. The driveway, with its neat split rail fences, wound through lush tropical gardens of palm trees, Monstera, Hawaiian snowbush, Song of India, and ti trees. I glimpsed midnight jasmine, red ginger, and hibiscus. Marveling at the growth that was possible with a sprinkler system on the west coast of the Big Island, I pulled in front of a four-stall garage.

      The house was on my right. I walked to the front door through a breezeway which formed a low bridge over a huge, sunken rectangular koi pond. A pergola laden with hanging jade covered the breezeway; large orange, white, and black koi fish swam lazily in its shade. To my left and one level below me I caught a glimpse of the pool, surrounded by chaise lounges and small tables. I raised my hand to ring the bell when the door swung noiselessly open.

      “You must be Kailani,” said the young woman who stood in the doorway. “I’m Lilia, one of the housekeepers. Come on in.”

      Lilia stood back, holding the door open as I stepped into the cool foyer. I took off my shoes and left them by the front door, as was the custom in Hawai’i, then turned around and followed her down a short hallway that was open to the garden along the back of the house. The coolness of the tumbled marble floor felt good on my bare feet. Soothing new age music played quietly on invisible speakers.

      Lilia glanced at me over her shoulder. “The doctor and Mr. Kingsley are out right now, so I’ll be happy to show you around.”

      When we reached the end of the hallway, the house opened up suddenly and I was treated to a magnificent view of the vast, deep azure Pacific Ocean and the island of Maui rising from the horizon. I let out a gasp.

      Lilia laughed. “Isn’t that amazing? Everyone has that reaction when they first see it.”

      “This is breathtaking. The water is so close!”

      “The original owners of the house actually had to pay a fine because they built too close to the water.”

      “I can believe it.”

      “Come on, I’ll show you your suite first.”

      I followed Lilia through a large living area, then into the kitchen, which looked well-equipped but a bit small for such a huge home. Lilia turned to me and said, “You can explore in here in just a sec. First let me show you where your bedroom is.”

      We went through a door at the end of the kitchen and into a spacious den furnished with tropical rattan furniture. Lilia pointed to two doors along the back wall of the room.

      “That door on the right is the bathroom and the door on the left is your bedroom.”

      We walked across the den and she opened the bedroom door. It, too, was furnished in understated tropical prints and had a beautiful rattan four-poster bed, dresser, and nightstand. A large window looked out over lush gardens that sloped toward a pali, a small cliff of jagged black lava rock that protected the house from the rising tides. The Pacific sparkled in the warm sunshine.

      “You’re welcome to take a look around the kitchen now,” Lilia said. “I’ll be back in fifteen or twenty minutes to show you the rest of the house.”

      After I thanked her and she left, I returned to the kitchen and began to acquaint myself with my new workspace. The room was rectangular and long, but narrow. The appliances were restaurant-quality, with stainless steel finishes and touch-pad controls. The counters, made of black granite, were shining and immaculate. Two oblong windows gave anyone in the kitchen a stunning view similar to the one from my bedroom.

      Below me, white waves curled as they broke close to shore, dashing rhythmically against the base of the pali.

      I finally tore myself away from the view and started looking through the cabinets and drawers. I found everything from gleaming pots and pans to hand-thrown pottery to serving vessels and ceramic dishes for everyday use. There was one drawer full of fun kitchen gadgets, like an immersion blender and a tofu press. I couldn’t wait to start using some of those toys. Another cabinet was full of snacks: potato chips, cheese popcorn, pretzels, candy bars, and barbeque-flavored onion rings. I shuddered.

      Lilia poked her head in the kitchen. “What do you think?”

      “Everything I could ever need is in here!”

      “You ready to see the rest of the house?”

      She led me out of the kitchen and toward the back of the house, away from the water. After she showed me the world-class wine cellar, we walked along the corridor that was open to the gardens on the mauka side of the house. A soft breeze blew down the hall, ushering in the scent of kiele flowers. Lilia led me through a wide doorway on our right and we were in a large office, again facing the front of the house and the ocean.

      “This is Mr. Kingsley’s office,” Lilia said with a sweep of her arm.

      The entire office was paneled with koa wood. The walls, cabinets, and desk were the rich burled caramel color of the rare and precious wood, gleaming in the midday sunlight.  A sitting area consisting of three rattan chairs and a round glass-topped table completed the contemporary tropical look of the office. Two huge shadow boxes hung on the walls. One held a latte-colored T-shirt with a “Kaimana” logo on the breast and the other contained an aloha shirt, patterned with tropical vines and flowers, also with the “Kaimana” logo on the sleeve.

      “Does Mr. Kingsley surf?” I asked. I recognized the logo—I had seen surfers wearing Kaimama clothes.

      “He loves it.”

      “He must like Kaimana stuff,” I noted with a smile.

      She raised her eyebrows at me. “I would say so. He owns it.”

      I was surprised. “Mr. Kingsley owns Kaimana?”

      She nodded. “Founder, president, and owner. He’s out surfing now, I’m sure.”

      No wonder the house was so amazing. Surfing garb was a lucrative business, and surfers were known for their fierce brand loyalty.

      I followed Lilia out of the office and onto the lanai, where we stood facing the water.

      “How do you get any work done here?” I asked.

      “It isn’t easy.” Lilia laughed.

      I followed her along the lanai, which seemed to run the entire length of the house, to a large covered seating area. It contained a dining table and ten chairs, a huge day bed with batik coverings and pillows, a comfortable-looking sofa and matching armchairs, several occasional tables, lots of large potted tropical plants, and a small wet bar.

      “Is this where the family eats dinner?”

      “Most nights, yes. Once in a while they eat in a small dining room on the other side of the kitchen.”

      “Have the Kingsleys always had a personal chef?”

      “As long as I’ve been here. The last one left about a month ago.”

      “Why did she leave?” Nosy of me, I knew, but I couldn’t help myself.

      “He. And it was because he hated working for Dr. Graham-Kingsley. But you didn’t hear that from me,” Lilia said in a low voice.

      “Uh-oh.”

      “I wouldn’t worry about it. You’ll probably get along with her much better than he did.”

      “I hope so.”

      I followed Lilia down the length of the lanai. She stopped at an open doorway and gestured inside. “This is Justine’s room. You’ll like her. You won’t really need to know where her room is, but I figured you ought to know your way around the house.”

      I nodded, looking in and noting more beautiful koa furnishings and light pink, feminine accents. Lilia continued to the end of the lanai and turned a corner. This side of the lanai overlooked the pool, guest house, and more gardens. She stopped and indicated another open doorway. “This is Marcus’s room. He’s a few years older than Justine. Again, you probably won’t need to know where his bedroom, but you’re getting the full tour. I peeked in the doorway. More koa furniture with navy blue bedding and accents. Clearly a masculine bedroom.

      We continued walking. The house was enormous. Near the door where I had entered the house there was a massive spiral staircase. Lilia paused with her hand on the banister. “I shouldn’t really be showing you this,” she said conspiratorially, “but you’ve got to see it.”

      The primary suite took up the entire top floor of the home. It was a magnificent space with an airy bedroom, his-and-her bathrooms, two huge sitting rooms that doubled as closets, and a sauna. The entire suite overlooked the ocean, just as the rooms downstairs did. Lilia and I stared out the massive windows for a few minutes. I wondered if she was thinking the same thing I was—that I was in the wrong business. What I needed was to own a clothing company catering to surfers.

      We went back downstairs, taking the spiral staircase down two floors. The lowest level of the home contained a huge family room, bigger than any I had ever seen, the control room for the heating system, the water system, and the stereo system, and more storage space than I could have imagined. The family room led directly to a lush ground-floor courtyard and the sparkling pool I had seen earlier. We walked out to the pool and Lilia indicated the guest house nearby.

      “The guest house has two large suites. They share a workout room, a common den, and a huge common kitchen. Whenever guests stay here, they’re invited for meals in the main house. They could cook in the kitchen in the guest house, but they usually don’t.”

      “Are there guests here often?”

      “Yes. One of the doctors who works with Dr. Graham-Kingsley stays here quite often. He lives on O’ahu, so he only goes home once or twice a week. You’ll meet him soon, I’m sure.”

      “When will I meet the Kingsleys?”

      “The doctor will be here in a little while. She wants you to stay until she gets here. You’ll meet Mr. Kingsley eventually. Well, that’s the end of the tour. I need to get back to work,” she said with a smile. “Any questions? Can you find your way back to the kitchen?”

      “I’m sure I can. I do have one question. Do the Kingsleys have any pets?”

      “No. Why?”

      “I have a cat, Meli, who moved from Washington with me. I was wondering if I’m allowed to have her here.”

      “I don’t know. No one has ever had pets here that I know of. You’ll have to ask.”

      “Thanks.”

      Lilia returned to her duties and I eventually found the kitchen. With paper and a pencil from one of the drawers, I started making notes of things I wanted to ask Dr. Graham-Kingsley. I wandered out onto the lanai to find the small dining room Lilia had mentioned earlier. I found it easily, tucked between the kitchen and my bedroom. There was no way to get to it directly from inside the house, only from the lanai, making it a cozy and intimate space.

      I had a feeling I was going to like it here.
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      I was checking cupboards in the kitchen again, taking stock of the pantry staples that were already there, when I heard voices coming through the living area. A high-pitched laugh was accompanied by lower, quieter tones.

      A petite woman with long curly blond hair appeared in the kitchen. She walked over to me briskly on very high heels, holding out her hand.

      “You must be Kailani,” she said with a wide smile. “I’m Barbie Graham-Kingsley and this is my colleague, Dr. Douglas Davies.”

      I shook hands with them in turn, then faced Dr. Graham-Kingsley. “I’m just acquainting myself with your kitchen. It looks like I have everything I’ll need to get started whenever you’re ready.”

      She beamed. “Wonderful! Can you start now? We’re ravenous!”

      I was suddenly a little nervous, but I smiled and answered, “Of course. What can I get you?”

      “Oh, surprise us. Something light, though, since we both have to get back to work.” She motioned Dr. Davies onto the lanai. I looked around and took a deep breath. I had seen chicken broth and dry soba noodles in one of the cupboards, so I reached for those. Normally I would have made my own chicken stock, but there wasn’t time for that now. I searched in the refrigerator for vegetables and found carrots, mushrooms, and scallions. I threw together a quick soup, added some bread I had found, and lunch was ready in no time. I arranged the food with napkins and utensils on a large lacquered tray and carried it out of the kitchen.

      I found them seated across from each other at the large dining table farther down the lanai.

      “I hope chicken and soba noodle soup is okay for lunch,” I told them.

      “Sounds delicious!” gushed Dr. Graham-Kingsley. Dr. Davies nodded.

      They needed beverages, so I went back to the kitchen for iced tea and took it to them. Dr. Graham-Kingsley was putting down her spoon.

      “Kailani, this soup is outstanding!” she gushed.

      “Great!” Dr. Davies agreed.

      “Thanks,” I said, putting down the drinks. I returned to the kitchen, where I cleaned up from lunch and waited to collect the soup bowls from the table.

      It wasn’t long before the doctors came into the kitchen again. “Kailani, thank you for the wonderful lunch! I won’t be home in time for dinner, and Zack and the children can fend for themselves. Can you start with breakfast the day after tomorrow? You can move your things in anytime you like.”

      “Sure.” I paused. “Dr. Graham-Kingsley, do you have any objection to me having a cat here?”

      She looked doubtful. “You have a cat?”

      “Yes. She’s a small cat. I would keep her confined to my rooms. Her name is Meli.”

      “Is that a Hawaiian name?”

      “Yes. It means ‘honey.’”

      “Well, I guess we can give it a try. Bring her here and we’ll see how it works out. But if she smells, she’ll have to go.” She wrinkled her nose and turned to leave.

      “Thank you,” I said, sighing with relief. She didn’t seem too keen on the idea of having a cat in the house, but if I could keep Meli in my suite, it should work out. And Meli smelled just fine, so that wasn’t likely to be a problem.

      “And please call me Barbie,” she said over her shoulder.

      I left after quickly cleaning up the remaining lunch dishes, then went back to my parents’ house to make sure everything was packed.

      They had finished up their baking for the day and were tending to the late afternoon swarm of customers that came in to pick up a dessert or a loaf of bread to have with dinner. I helped the last patrons who straggled in at closing time, then returned to my mother’s kitchen. I never tired of watching her cook.

      For dinner Dad had picked up fish. The fisherman sold his fresh catch from a small porch off the side of his house and my parents were regular customers. Mom cleaned it and roasted it whole, adding lemon slices and herbs. She never used a recipe. She just knew what tasted good and did all her cooking “by feel,” as she described it.

      I went outside and picked a papaya for dessert, and the three of us had dinner with Momi and Iolana. As always, it was fun and noisy and delicious.

      I packed most of my things in the car after dinner. Iolana bounced around, asking me all kinds of questions about my new job.

      “Will you live there?”

      “Is the house nice?”

      “Is it near the water?”

      “What will you cook for the people?”

      “Can I visit you there?”

      “Are there any kids?”

      “Do they like you?”

      I answered her queries dutifully and finally, laughing, I told her to go find tutu and think of some questions to ask her. I knew my mother would happily indulge the child’s constant queries.

      The next day I helped my parents with the morning baking, then set out with my full car and a cat carrier on the front seat, Meli meowing inside. She did not like being in the car.

      When we arrived at the Kingsleys’ house, I took Meli out first. I lugged her carrier to the front door. Lilia was there to open it before I could even knock. She stepped back to let me carry Meli through the door and down the hall.

      I let Meli out on the floor of my bedroom. She crouched low to the ground, sniffing and moving very slowly as she checked out her new home. Her ears were back, the classic sign of an anxious cat, but I knew she would eventually get used to living at the Kingsley house. She didn’t really have a choice.

      I returned to the car for more of my things, this time accompanied by Lilia. Together we took one
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