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Chapter 1



“Did you pack your swim trunks?” Mother called loudly from down the hall.

“Yes!” Jeremy hollered back quickly.

They were headed for Hawai’i. Father’s company had forced him to take his last two weeks’ vacation of the year. They had been to Hawai’i before but they had stayed at a resort that had so many activities they’d never left the place at all. This trip was different. If Jeremy had known how different, he might not have been so anxious to get there.

“If they’re going to pay me to not be there, then they’re going to pay me to be somewhere else and that somewhere else might as well be the most beautiful place on Earth.”

That’s what Father had said when he told Mother about the vacation and asked her to choose where they would go.

Father was lead accountant at a major recording studio and as such, one would think he was all about the details and organization. Not so! Father liked to call himself “Mr. Freestyle” and he prided himself on the fact that he could toss things into a bag and be out the door to anywhere on a moment’s notice. Not so with Mother. In fact, Jeremy’s parents were complete opposites in almost every way. The one thing they had in common was a terrible sense of direction and this led to a lot of wrong turns and getting lost. That wasn’t always bad, really, since getting lost often led to marvelous adventures. But it also led to a lot of what Father liked to call “turn-around navigational thingies” and to being late to almost everything.

Whereas Jeremy favored his father, with his sense of spontaneity and his shiny dark hair, his little sister, Lola, favored their mother, with her anxious disposition and sparkling red hair.

“Don’t forget the sunscreen!” Mother hollered to everyone at once.

“I think they have sunscreen in Hawai’i,” Father whispered to her and grinned.

“I think it’s a lot more expensive there.” Mother winked.

Father simply nodded his compliance.

Mother tossed a bottle of sunscreen into a plastic bag, zipped it, and put it in its rightful place in the train case. Then she carefully checked “Sunscreen” off her list.

That’s what Mother did. She made lists and checked things off. She kept things running smoothly because when they didn’t, Mother got stressed. And when Mother got stressed, she got migraines. She mostly got migraines around her grumpy time and when Father wanted to take the children to visit Grandma and Grandpa. If she got a migraine and didn’t have her pills, well, let’s just say it would be really bad for everyone.

“Oh no!” Mother declared. “I can’t remember if I packed my pills or not.”

Father held up a small prescription bottle and shook it. “Right here,” he said. Then he slid it back into the case where it belonged.

Mother ran her finger down the list, found the item marked, “Mom’s Pills,” and checked it off.

“I think that’s everything,” she said with a sigh.

“Good, because our ride should be here any second and I don’t want to be late.” Father gave her shoulders a little squeeze and dropped a kiss on her temple.

“Just let me run through the household list and we can go.” Mother flipped the page over and stared at the new list.

Father grabbed the train case and the two rolling suitcases and started down the hall toward the living room. “Time to go, kids,” he called as he passed their bedrooms.

Jeremy fell into line, pulling his own suitcase behind him, then Lola fell in behind him. She struggled with her suitcase but Jeremy pretended not to notice. After bouncing it off the walls a few times, she finally got it under control and parked it by the other bags in the living room.

“Back door locked. Garage door locked. Coffee maker unplugged. Stove turned off. I think we have everything done.” Mother looked up from her list and smiled for the first time that day. She bent low, looking Lola directly in the eye. “Did you pack Mr. Bumbles?” she asked gently.

Mr. Bumbles was a giant stuffed bumble bee with crazy eyes and a crooked smile. Jeremy had slept with him when he was little, but he was twelve now and so he had passed Mr. Bumbles on to his baby sister, who had only just turned six.

“He’s right in my bag.”

“Good job!” Mother said and tweaked Lola’s nose. “Now, do you have to go potty before we leave?”

“Nope! I just went.” Lola beamed and thrust out her chest, proud of herself for beating Mother to a list item.

“Good girl.”

“Oh, there’s our ride. Come on, everyone. Grab your bags and let’s hightail it out of here.”

Jeremy grabbed his suitcase and followed Father to the door. There was a minivan in the driveway waiting for them. The driver had already opened the back hatch and now he rushed to help the family with their luggage. Obviously, Jeremy thought, he was after a good rating and a better tip.

Luggage stowed and seatbelts fastened, the van left the driveway and turned down their street, bound for the highway.

“Are we staying at the same resort this time?” Jeremy asked his father.

“Not this time, son. This time, we’re going to see the real Hawai’i. We’re staying at a vacation house on Oahu. That way, we can go out and see the sights we want to see. Maybe we’ll even take one of those helicopter tours.”

“Awesome!” Jeremy declared, pumping his fist.

“I want to see a volcano,” Lola said, excited now. “I wanna see lava coming out and oozing everywhere. Whoosh, goosh, squishy-squoosh!” She made what she imagined to be lava sounds and giggled.

Jeremy rolled his eyes. “You can’t see a volcano erupt, doofus.”

“Why not?” she asked in her winey little girl voice.

“Because everyone would die.” Then he had a thought. It was an evil thought but Lola was oh so annoying and sometimes he liked to mess with her. “Unless we used you as a sacrifice and threw you into the volcano.” He performed his best mad scientist impression and then broke into laughter.

“Mom! Jeremy said he’s going to throw me into a volcano!”

“You two knock it off back there!” Mother yelled without even turning.

Jeremy loved his parents and he loved school and his friends and, yeah, if you held him down and gave him a pink belly, he’d admit that he loved his little sister. But what he loved more than anything else in the world was summer vacation. They always went someplace awesome and the only thing that could possibly ruin it was having his baby sister tag along with him. He wanted to learn to surf. He wanted to go hiking. He wanted to climb the Stairway to Heaven. And he couldn’t do any of that with Lola around.

Twenty minutes later, they pulled up in front of the airport. The driver parked and opened the hatch, then got out to help Father unload the bags. Everyone took their own bag and Father slipped the driver some money as a tip. It must have been a really good tip, too, because the man’s face lit up when he saw it and he kept saying “Thank you, thank you,” until they disappeared inside.

The baggage check lines were long and the wait seemed unbearable, but they finally made it onto the concourse to wait for their boarding time.

“If you two behave, I’ll let you watch a movie on the plane.”

“Yay!” Lola yelled, clapping her hands together and jumping up and down. Then she realized that she might be misbehaving and so she sat down and was as still as she could be.

“They’re probably just showing Moana again,” Jeremy sighed. “Or Lilo and Stitch.”

“But Lilo and Stitch was your favorite movie when you were little,” Mother said sadly.

“I’m not little anymore, Mom,” Jeremy said. “Besides, I’ve seen that movie like a billion times.” His voice had an edge of sarcasm to it that made Mother frown, so he sat down hard and didn’t say another word.

Jeremy grabbed a magazine and tried not to fidget while he waited. Lola did the same, but she wasn’t nearly as good at it. She swung her legs, then swung them harder. Then she ended up kicking Mother’s chair by accident and a flurry of “I’m sorries” poured out of her mouth. After that, she just sat there, stiff as a board until they were allowed to board the plane.


Chapter 2



Kai Nakamura lived in a modest house backed by the forest reserve, on the sunny side of Manoa Road, with his two mothers, grandmother, older brother, and sister. It was a comfortable house, warm and filled with love, but there were times when it became loud, crowded, and chaotic. There was never enough privacy.

“Hey, Mom!” Kai yelled from his room. “I’m going to take a walk down by the waterfall before dinner, okay?”

Mom looked up from the fish she was fileting just in time to see Kai present himself in the kitchen. “Did you do your homework?”

“All I had was a book report and I finished that on Friday.”

“Well…” And here she paused for effect. “Mother called to say that she would be an hour late so, I suppose it’s all right. We eat around seven, so make sure you’re home in time to clean up, yeah?”

“Okay,” Kai said and smiled. “Later!”

“Kai!” Mom called before he could reach the door.

One look at her face and he knew what she was asking. He had run into the room and completely ignored his grandmother, who sat quietly at the kitchen island, sipping tea. He ran back and wrapped his arms around her, pecked her cheek briskly. “I’ll see you later, Tutu,” he said and smiled.

“You be careful, Kai. These old bones are too weak to be picking your bones out of the pond.”

“Yes, Tutu.”

And with that, he turned and ran out the side door into the carport.

His grandmother, his tutu, loved him very much. And she worried. About everything. Mostly, she worried about outliving her only child or her three grandchildren.

Kai cut through the back yard and into the woods, slowing only when he was out of sight of the house. The hill lay ahead and though he had run up that hill a hundred times, it was scorching hot today and it wouldn’t do to pass out on the way up or down.

He crested the hill and dropped to the ground, rolling down the barren hill much as he always did. At the bottom, he was on his feet again and running, darting around this rock and that burrow and leaping over the occasional fallen branch from a tree.

There were vines to slap and grab at his face and low branches to be dodged. Kai had run this route so many times, he could do it while blindfolded, though he never tried. If he failed and got hurt, he would never hear the end of it.

Presently, his battle with the underbrush ended and Kai burst free of the jungle and into a small clearing. There was another boy there, a stranger. He was white and had blue eyes that looked like they would pop from his head as Kai hurtled toward him. He was a haole. Kai took one look at him, with his gaping mouth and bulging eyes, and instantly felt bad.

“Oh, hey, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to scare you.” Kai stood still for a minute, then walked slowly forward, as if approaching a skittish fawn.

The boy forced out a little laugh and tried on a smile, but it all came across a tad creepy. “It’s just so quiet here. When I heard you coming I thought there was some huge beast crashing through the jungle to attack me.” He tried that laugh again, this time managing to sound less creepy.

“I’ve been here a million times. I can guarantee you there are no giant beasts here. The biggest thing you’re gonna see here is a parrot.”

“Well, that’s good,” the boy said. “I don’t think I’d be afraid of a parrot.”

The conversation ended there with the two boys shuffling their feet and feeling awkward. They were from different worlds, a separation made even worse by the fact that they were both in that clumsy, socially inept stage of their lives.

“You must be renting one of the vacation houses, huh?” Kai said at last.

“Yeah, my dad rented us one for two weeks.” He paused. “How did you know?”

Kai smiled. “You’re too pale to be from around here.” He smiled gently just to make sure the boy knew he wasn’t making fun of him. “My name is Kai, by the way. I live over there, just beyond the hill on Manoa Road.”

“I’m Jeremy,” the boy said and suddenly looked more at ease. He turned then, to look down at the view to the east. He could see the tops of trees and the roofs of houses below. He could almost see the ocean if he squinted hard enough. “It sure is beautiful here.”

“Yeah, we like it.” Kai was smiling when Jeremy turned to look at him. “You want to see something really beautiful? Come with me.”

Jeremy didn’t hesitate. He followed Kai down the dirt path to his left. They wound their way through the trees and vines, emerging onto what seemed like the rim of a giant sinkhole. Another path led gently down the side of the hole and that, coupled with his mother’s words of warning, made Jeremy hesitate. But the slope was gentle and the path wide, so he carefully picked his way along the path behind Kai.

Halfway down, the sound of rushing water greeted his ears. Another few feet and they cleared the outcropping of wood roses that grew on the sides of the hole to finally catch sight of a small waterfall, spilling over the edge of the hole and down into a splash pool some fifty feet below.

“Wow!” Jeremy exclaimed. “That’s amazing!”

“You think so? Just wait.” Kai quickened his pace, leaving Jeremy to keep up as he could.

The small path narrowed a bit, then turned sharply and took them to a grouping of flat rocks. Kai wasted no time in hopping the foot or so distance onto the rocks and skipping across them until he was behind the waterfall.

“Come on!” Kai called to Jeremy. “Just be careful on the rocks. They can get slippery.”

Jeremy hesitated once more. He didn’t want to look like a coward in front of his new friend, but he didn’t want to fall into the pool either. Still, he wanted to see what it was like to stand behind the falls, so he hopped onto the rocks, pausing a minute to make sure he had his balance. His crossing was a bit slower and a good deal more studied than Kai’s had been, but he eventually reached the little formation of rock behind the falls. Suddenly, the noise of crashing water was diminished and he could speak to Kai without yelling.

“This is amazing!” Jeremy laughed. “How is it so quiet back here?”

“The wall of water provides soundproofing.” Kai sat down on a dry rock and starting fishing around in his pocket.

“So, basically, the water protects you from its own sound. Awesome!”

“Yes.” Kai presented a small plastic baggy and smiled. “Want some?”

“What is it?” Jeremy wanted to know.

“Mother’s own trail mix. Dried bananas, papaya, pineapple, coconut, raisins, and macadamia nuts. She won’t put in the chocolate or anything because she says it makes me hyper.” Kai laughed and held out the bag.

Hesitantly, Jeremy plucked a piece of dried banana from the bag and slid it into his mouth. Back home, his mother shopped at Whole Foods and bought organic milk. She didn’t like preservatives or what she called GMOs. But this was an entirely different thing. It was fresh, organic, grown in the lava-rich soils of Hawai’i and as sweet as a piece of candy.

“Oh my gosh! I only thought I knew what banana tasted like.” Jeremy’s face lit up.

“Here. Try the papaya.”

The two boys sat and chewed and thought their private thoughts for a few moments. It was a moment as peaceful and joyous as any that Jeremy had ever known.

“I can see why you come here so much,” Jeremy said. “It’s so…serene.”

“Yes. My house can get crazy and there’s no privacy. Here, I can think.”

“Big family, huh?”

“Oh yeah! I live with my two moms, my tutu—that’s Hawai’ian for grandmother—and my older brother and sister.”

“I only have my little sister but she’s a real pain. Always wanting to go with me everywhere I go, trying to get me to play with her.” Jeremy shuddered. “And I think I’ve played about a billion games of Hi Ho Cherry O with her.”

“Ha! Try having my older brother for a while. He’s three years older than me and mean as a badger.”

Jeremy looked at Kai, confused. “You have badgers in Hawai’i?”

“Only my brother!”

They laughed. The sound of it was deadened at first by the water, then it bounced around the rocks for a bit and echoed up out of the hole.

“What are you going to do while you’re here?” Kai offered the bag again.

“Dad said we might take a helicopter tour,” Jeremy began, taking a chunk of coconut. “I would really like to learn to surf and my sister wants to see a volcano.”

Kai nodded and swallowed. “Just make sure never to take the lava rocks. It is very, very bad luck to take the lava rocks.”

“For reals?”

“Yes. For reals.”

“Hey, doofus! Get your butt up here! Mom wants you home for dinner now!”

“Ah, no. It’s my brother, Makoa. He found me.” Kai stood at once and sealed his baggy, stuffed it back in his pocket. “I have to go.”

“Maybe I’ll see you around again before I leave. Thanks for showing me the falls.”

Kai skipped across the rocks and Jeremy followed, much braver this time. They hurried up the path and, when they reached the rim of the sinkhole, Makoa was standing there, his face pinched and his hands on his hips. He was a good eighteen inches taller than Kai and had the same straight, dark hair. It was impossible to hide the fact that he worked out, since the muscles pushed the limits of his t-shirt.

“Took you long enough!” he spat at Kai. Then he saw Jeremy and softened. “Oh, I didn’t know you had any friends.”

“This is Jeremy. His family is visiting for two weeks. I was just showing him the falls.”

“Well, tell your little friend goodbye and let’s move. Mom doesn’t like to be kept waiting.”

Makoa started off for home while Jeremy and Kai said their brief goodbyes. Suddenly, Kai turned and started walking backward. “Go home before it gets dark,” he called back. “You should not be here after dark, especially not tonight.”

Jeremy screwed up his face and called back to Kai. “Why not?”

“The Night Marchers will take you. You’ll hear the drums before they get to you. Just don’t look at them and you’ll be fine.”

“What happens if I look at them?” Jeremy yelled, even louder this time.

“You’ll die!” hollered Kai. Then he turned around and ran to catch up to his brother.


Chapter 3



“Mom! Dad! You’ll never guess what!” Jeremy yelled as he ran through the front door.

“Jeremy! Where have you been?” Mother scolded. “We’ve been waiting to go to dinner.”

Truth be told, he hadn’t even thought about it. In fact, he wasn’t even really hungry, thanks to Kai’s amazing trail mix.

“I’m sorry. I lost track of time but wait ’til you hear! I made a friend. His name is Kai and he’s lived here all his life. He showed me this trail down to a waterfall and you can actually get behind the waterfall and everything. It’s so beautiful down there, and so peaceful.” He took a breath, waiting for Mother to prompt him.

“That’s very nice, sweetie, but we’re all hungry and we’d like to go to dinner. Go wash your hands and face and put on a nice shirt. And be quick.”

Father came to stand beside her, his face softer and much more understanding than Mother’s. “How about that! The kid’s here five minutes and he makes a friend.”

“He went behind a waterfall,” Lola said in complete awe.

Mother just sighed and walked away.

“I’m starving, so you better get a move on, Jeremy!” Father called out.

Jeremy made quick work of washing his hands and face. Then he grabbed a fresh shirt—one with a collar—out of his bag and presented himself for approval.

Mother fussed with his hair
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