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Prologue
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THE FIRE AT THE EDGE

The west of Kaua‘i is the place where souls leap.

Pele, the fiery goddess, walks there still — not as molten rock, but as an old woman with sharp eyes, or a woman of flame, hair as bright as sunset.

If you see her, you do not turn away. But you do not take what is hers.

Some cliffs burn without fire.

Some sands bark without dogs.

Some tests come when you are still pretending, you’re not being tested.

Episode 1- Barks and Echoes

––––––––
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The late afternoon sun pours molten gold over the dunes, the wind kicking ribbons of sand across the beach like invisible fingers combing through silk. Celeste convinces Taylor to make the long drive out to Polihale, insisting the shells here were unlike anywhere else on the island.

But Taylor isn’t looking at the shells. His eyes are focused on the endless horizon—where the ocean seems to crash right up against the sky—and then down at the sand itself, glowing in the heat.

Celeste crouches, sifting through grains the color of cinnamon sugar. “Listen,” she says suddenly.

Taylor cocks his head. The wind’s whistle gives way to something stranger: short, muffled yelps, almost like a chorus of distant dogs barking beneath their feet.

“What the...” He crouches beside her, pressing his palm to the sand. The sound vibrates faintly, like a drum being struck far below.

“They call it Barking Sands,” Celeste says, half-grinning but with an edge of unease. “Old legend says the voices you hear are the spirits of fallen warriors. This was a kapu place. You didn’t come here unless you have a reason.”

Taylor frowns. “And you dragged me here for shells?”

She smirks. “You surf with cursed gods and fiery volcano spirits, but a little ghost sand freaks you out?”

Another sharp bark sounds, closer now. Taylor glances at the empty beach. The sand hisses under the wind, but no footprints disturb its surface except theirs.

Celeste straightens, her tone shifting. “Randy told me once... they say if the barking grows loud, it means a guardian spirit is testing you. Or warning you to turn back.”

Taylor scans the cliffs, the water, the sky. “You believe that?”

Celeste shrugs, slipping a spiral shell into her bag. “I believe the ocean has more eyes than we do. And some of them... don’t blink.”

The next bark was almost at their heels. Taylor laughs it off—but a bead of cold sweat traces down his neck. Somewhere beyond the dunes, the wind carries the sound back out to sea, as if whatever had been listening was satisfied. For now.

While Celeste scurries north and along the shoreline, Taylor decides to check the surf near the black lava cliffs at the south end of the beach. He shuffles his burning feet through the sand and digs below the surface to find the cooler grains. He approaches the cliffs of Leina.
The trade winds hit Taylor’s face like the open palm of a long-lost friend. But it wasn’t the same welcome as last time.
The cliffs here were drier. The ocean louder. Or maybe he was different now.
He drags his board up the trail behind Polihale, that scorched edge of Kaua‘i where cliffs climb like broken knuckles into the sky. At first, he thinks he might prospect for surf but not this time.
Kula had stopped texting, and Celeste was obsessed with the “miracle spiral shell” she found buried near driftwood.
“It buzzes in my hand,” she’d said, half-laughing. “Like static or a whisper.”
Taylor didn’t like the sound of that. He decides to call Randy and ask him about her discovery. He pulls out his cell phone and dials,

“Any big scores,” Randy asks while sipping on lilikoi tea. “Everything’s heating up—water, land, tempers.”
Taylor scratches his arm and shows concern for the heaviness in the air.
“Heat wave?”
“Not that kinda heat,” Randy said. “The kind you don’t see on radar. The kind the kupuna whisper about. Fires under the land. Spirits restless.”
Taylor laughs, nervous. “You’re starting to sound like Kula.”
Randy speaks up. “Kula’s grounded. You should listen to her more.”
“And don’t let Celeste pocket everything shiny she finds. Not everything that glows is yours to keep.”
“Okay, I’m gonna check the waves one last time. Randy, I can’t believe how hot the sand is here.” 

Randy chuckles, “I know. We used to sprint from the parking lot to the shoreline to keep our feet in the air longer than touching the sand. It is super-hot, and your feet will steam when they finally hit the water unless you wear chippah-slippahs down to the water for protection.” 

Taylor ends the call, “Ok, I’ll call you later”
Taylor gazes out at the horizon further but with no surfable waves in sight, he fades into a vision of a woman made of flames standing at the edge of a cliff. Her hair flows like magma, eyes deep as black sand. She lifts her hand toward the ocean, then toward Taylor.
“Do not surf the line between flame and forgetting,” she says.
Then the ground crumbles beneath him.
The sun drops low, bleeding onto the cliffs. Taylor stands alone, Celeste off somewhere picking through tidal bones, Randy goes quiet, Kula’s unreachable.
The wind shifts with warmth and smells sulfur tinged.
Taylor steps closer to the edge of the Leina.
The rock beneath his feet vibrates, ever so slightly.
Something was waking. Celeste and Taylor returned home to the north shore and pondered how they will tell Kula about their day.

Author Notes

I was first introduced to Polihale when I was age 10 and remember sprinting as fast as I could barefoot to get from the parking lot to the shoreline because the sand was piping hot. My mother told me I could jump in the water
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