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PART 1

INITIATION




JANE

1
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Before the wave, Jane doodles on a napkin behind a bar. The seaside restaurant sits on stilts tall enough to crest the highest recorded tide, and the view attracts customers. Beneath her hand, black ink bleeds on white—a quaint downtown detailed with precision, a hulking volcano hazy on the horizon.

Jane is not really looking; she could sketch this town with her eyes closed. Before her now, summer as endless as the sea, predictable as the weather. Gray clouds obscure the otherwise amber sky, reflecting the broody bay. Rain breaks the glassy surface of the fishponds. Her personal forecast: three months of boredom until she returns to Honolulu with a season’s worth of cash, and finishes her final year of college.

Thunder cracks over the bay, loud enough that the small crowd—a private party—turns, seeking lightning in the sky. None yet.

Most nights Jane waits tables in the main dining room above, enjoying the novelty of strangers. Tonight, she’s stationed on this lānai, half outdoors on the bottom floor. Old-timers, underdressed in slippers and T-shirts, pick at sautéed mushrooms from Hāmākua, ahi poke sprinkled with kukui nuts on wonton chips, and miso-marinated shishito peppers blackened with char. Lei pile atop a white-haired man’s torso, stacked high enough that green leaves and flowers crest his jaw. Retirement, Jane guesses. This will be her father or mother in a couple of decades. Not Jane, though. She hungers for the world.

The space shifts with another round of welcomes. Jane’s eyes flit from napkin to newcomer, vaguely familiar, but she can’t place him. He greets the guest of honor with a half embrace, standing a head taller. The younger man’s face is angles and curves—square jaw, large eyes, high cheeks, plush mouth. Skin gleaming as an oiled koa bowl. Features and flesh proof of bloodlines from Asia and the Pacific, the result of generations in Hawai‘i. Akin to everyone in the room, including Jane.

But also new.

As if sensing her gaze, his eyes meet hers, and he nods in recognition. Her spine straightens, her fingertips hum. In this crowd, he collects the light.

This is how the story goes: Jane will fall in love. And then all of this will vanish.
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Walter Jr. appears at her elbow. They had been playmates as children and now have the awkward familiarity of estranged neighbors thrust together.

Then, as now, Walter Jr.’s got spiky hair, a mole on his cheek. His trimmed goatee a souvenir from his college life in Los Angeles. Walter Sr. owns the place, and his son, whom everyone calls Wally-Jun, is in charge for the evening. “Need anything?” he asks.

Her station is not so much a bar as a table with ice buckets. She surveys the half-filled wine bottles, the last pickings of beer, and volunteers to restock. She dislikes waiting around. But Wally-Jun tells her to keep her post.

He leaves as the wet wind whips through, rain streaming in. Locals are not easily deterred by nature. The crowd huddles by inches and instinct. Water blotches her sketch.

A man says, “We might be stuck here.”

It’s him. Closer now, she takes in his straight and full brows. Hair so dark it reflects the overhead lights. His shirt sleeves are tucked above the elbow. He makes her aware of her own body. Blood rises to her cheeks. She tilts her head and attempts to compose herself.

“Maybe.” She wipes the bar’s surface with a towel. “What can I get you?”

He turns the neck of a sample bottle in his fingers, and she enjoys watching the way his mouth responds. Wally-Jun will soon arrive with the beer. “Sorry,” she says, “your uncle took the last one.”

He gestures to the crowd. “Which one? They’re all my uncles.”

Even though it’s a Pacific outpost, the town is the size of an average American suburb. Any family that’s lingered longer than a generation has survived one communal feat or another—a monster wave or two, several volcanic eruptions, statehood, a world war, the mass migration to sugar plantations, an overthrow of a monarchy. Here, every elder is an uncle or an aunt, each peer a cousin or a sibling.

“Small town, and yet I don’t know you,” she says.

He rests both elbows on the bar, in no rush. She guesses he’s here out of obligation, tending an old connection to show face for his family. “Way to make a man feel memorable, Janie. We were in school together.” His chin points to her napkin sketch. “You were always drawing. The teacher said your name a lot, so it was impossible to forget. Janie, is there anything you want to contribute? No, you said. You never wanted to do group projects.”

“Jane, now. Jane Castillo Ito.” She’d picked up her mother’s maiden name too. It made her feel more worldly. Yet this mirror to her teenage self embarrasses her. “What a delight I was.”

“Fun to watch.” In his face, amusement. A faint dimple deepens in one cheek.

A crack resounds in the sky. Jane thinks it’s thunder again, but it’s a bough breaking. The branch blows into the lānai, and the guest of honor leaps and catches it. Thick as a traffic pole, long as an eel. He wields it as a staff, banging the concrete floor.

“Impressive,” Jane says. “Great reflexes.”

Across the room, the older man’s voice bellows as he raises his drink. “Didn’t spill a drop!” Applause fills the air.

The steady rain turns to downpour. Another man loses his straw hat. A woman clutches her dress at the knees so the wind won’t make her a geriatric Marilyn Monroe. Beside her, the man asks, voice pitched to carry over the rain, “Should we help?”

She should show off how productive she can be—grown-up Jane, not immature Janie—but she does not want to leave him. “Wally-Jun will be here soon to save us all.”

“Wally-Jun,” the man repeats. “I always figured you were together. You both went away for college.”

She laughs at the impossibility. A younger Wally-Jun was cruel when he teased. These days he’s kind, and she can’t tell if he’s friend or foe.

“No, we weren’t,” she says. “And our schools are thousands of miles apart.”

Here comes Wally-Jun, dropping each vinyl curtain, a barrier against the rain. The crowd cheers, as if Wally-Jun is a minor savior.

“Golden child,” the man teases.

“My ass,” Jane says, and the man laughs.

At the bar, Wally-Jun grabs the towel off a stool and wipes his dripping arms and brow. To her, a pointed look. To their customer, a handshake. So they’re acquainted. Wally-Jun chatters about baseball. Hometown boys in the big leagues.

As Wally-Jun passes behind her, he rests a palm on Jane’s lower back. She winces, realizing how this looks. Proprietary.

“Thank you,” the man says, in a return to formality, snuffing any spark. As if she lied about Wally-Jun.

Jane wants to correct the misunderstanding. “I’ll see you around?”

But he’s too far away to hear, circling the space with goodbyes. To Wally-Jun, she says, “I can’t believe he’s going to drive in this weather.”

“It’ll pass.” Wally-Jun sinks glass bottles into ice, then pauses to push thick-rimmed glasses up his nose. Jane isn’t convinced he needs them, and she judges him for this vanity. “You could’ve prevented the rain from flooding this place. I know you were distracted by Kenji, but you don’t have to wait for me to come running.”

Kenji, Kenji, Kenji. His name unlocks her memory. She conjures him in their high school halls, the sports duffel slung across his chest, his initials written in marker on his backpack. KKL. Kenji Kawika Lee. She noticed the athletes, because she no longer swam, no longer had a place in the social order.

“Please, it’s not flooding. And I’ve never waited for you to come running,” she says.

Jane watches Kenji kiss the cheek of every aunt, grasp the hand of every uncle. “He ran track, right?”

Wally-Jun ignores this. “So, how’s Uncle? Dad said he got a stent. His heart okay?”

When Jane left the house, her father had been sawing a tree in the yard, legs rooted, arms aloft, whistling a tune in his sweat-soaked shirt. A healthy man. “Must be a different uncle. My father’s heart is fine.”

“My parents told me they visited him in the hospital in the spring.”

“Trust me, my parents would’ve told me.”

“Whatever you say. But Dad said Uncle couldn’t lift anything heavy for a while, so no thousand-pound catches for them.” He points to a mounted marlin, glossy blue, a reminder of the trophy fish their fathers caught together.

At the door, Kenji pauses and waves.

“He’s nobody, Janie.” Wally-Jun, jabbering. “Dropped out of community college and works in construction with his uncle. A lifer. And get this, his uncle is actually—”

“Stop,” Jane says, watching Kenji disappear. “Nobody’s nobody. Besides, you’re a lifer. You’re going to inherit this place.”

“You could inherit your father’s business.”

The idea is ludicrous, would render her degree useless. “What would I do with a fishing supply store?”

“Okay, so you say you’re moving on. But Kenji Lee is going nowhere. Guaranteed.”

Jane can’t tell if Wally-Jun is playing a wiseass brother or jealous suitor. Either way, she rejects this attempt to interfere. “You have perfect vision and those glasses are ridiculous. And they can’t make you see the future.”

Wally-Jun holds aloft the towel in jest. A white flag. “Janie, Janie. You take things so seriously.”

Soon the night is over, and the skies clear. Lightning crackles, moving across the bay.
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When the storm clears and the humidity lifts, Jane’s hometown feels fresh and unencumbered, more beautiful than she usually gives it credit for. The sea blue as sapphire. The volcanic sand black as onyx.

Her days at home remain routine. Her mother, who works in a dental office, with her parade of floral blouses and linen slacks. Her father in his self-imposed uniform of a long-sleeved T-shirt and cargo shorts, fitting for a man who will talk story about fish all day. They were both born in Hilo, fell in love in high school, and married when they were twenty-one, Jane’s age. Within a year, Jane was born in a small room above her father’s shop. Later they moved to this three-bedroom house, the first shelter she remembers. The house is an extension of her body, each room a limb.

In the kitchen, Jane pokes at a plate of leftover breakfast mid-morning. Cold rice, Portuguese sausage caramelized at the edges, fluffy scrambled eggs. Her mother enters as Jane swallows the last of the rice. “Thanks for breakfast,” she says.

Her mother heaps bags onto the counter. Her father joins them, reeking of cut grass. He kisses her mother first, then Jane. Her parents loved each other early and truly, and Jane’s life, with degrees and dating and dreams of elsewhere, baffles them.

Her father frowns at the empty carafe. “Relax, I’ll help,” Jane says.

She refills the coffeemaker and washes the produce. Bumpy lychee and long stalks of green onion. The elephant ears of taro leaves. She brings the dripping lychee to the table.

Across from her mother, Jane forms a mirror image, having inherited her petite frame and round face. Her mother says, “You used to call this summer candy.”

Her father peels the red fruit and offers her one, as if she is still a child with clumsy fingers. Jane pops one in her mouth.

“Wally had the best tree,” her father says. “Too bad they had to cut it down when they added the extension to their house.”

“Speaking of Uncle Wally.” Jane spits a seed into a napkin. “Did he visit you in the hospital this spring?”

“Oh, Janie, it was nothing.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

Her father says, “Standard procedure, that’s all.”

Her mother says, “I’m so glad he did it. He was having trouble breathing.” Her mother taps her own chest above the heart.

To Jane, her father’s as young as he was in the wedding pictures hanging in the living room. “You should’ve told me. I had to hear about it from Wally-Jun.”

Her mother scoffs. “If you lived here, you’d know.”

This is the tension between them. Her mother wants Jane to be in Hilo year-round. They live within walking distance of a local university. Jane, however, wanted newness. The Honolulu campus was seven times more populated, the city itself thirty times larger than Hilo.

Jane says, “I would’ve come home.”

Her mother shoots her a look of disbelief. “You don’t come home unless it’s summer. You even missed Christmas last year.”

Instead, Jane was sunbathing on a North Shore staycation with her best friend, Donnie. They’d met as college freshmen and now shared a small house in Honolulu. While Jane’s away, Donnie’s girlfriend has moved in so the couple can enjoy their time together before Summer departs this fall. Meanwhile, Jane is stuck on this neighbor island with no friends or fun to be had.

Her father laughs, diffusing the tension between them. “I wasn’t dying.”

Jane says, “You could at least tell me.”

“If we’re about to die, I’ll call you,” her mother snaps. “Sound good?”

Her father winks. “No need to worry, Janie.”

Later, she watches her father from the window, worrying. Is he moving slower than usual? How long has she failed to notice? Her father calls his old friend and neighbor Wally Sr. to help lift cut branches. He stops often to rest, but laughs as easily as ever. The body, a touch fragile. The spirit buoyed nonetheless.

Jane’s phone pings. An email from a professor.


As requested, summer homework for you. Find below wonderful sites to visit on your home island, if you’re able. Also links to graduate schools that would be a good fit for a student of your talents and interests. Let’s discuss these when you return in the fall.



She escapes by scrolling through the virtual images of continental universities. Each site an advertisement featuring carefree undergraduates on emerald quads surrounded by red brick, studious graduate students at library carrels, professors frozen before auditoriums as academic messiahs.

She calculates distances, time zones. At minimum, she must travel more than two thousand miles, leapfrog hours into the future. She suspects she is out of her depth, certainly beyond her means, but she is drawn to this conventional seduction. Education as a means to travel out and up into the big world. Donnie’s girlfriend, Summer, will be the first of their group to leave for graduate school, in California. Donnie plans to follow. Jane spins a globe on her desk, wondering where she’ll land. She orders a study guide for graduate exams with expedited shipping.

Then she copies the list of local sites and tucks it into her sketchbook.

[image: ]
With her bag on her hip, Jane walks lanes of royal banyans, over stone bridges, and pauses at a spindly palm, where the highest waves are marked against the trunk. Eight feet. Twelve. Fifteen. Twenty-six.

Hilo’s the country’s tsunami capital, due to a mix of geographic location and the depth of the crescent bay that funnels in the waves. But in her lifetime, it’s a joke. At its most thrilling, the drama of evacuation. Sirens, but no waves.

Farther on, Jane pauses at a structure of wood pallets and aluminum ladders. Affixed to the top, at twice her height, a handwritten sign on cardboard, Tsunami Lookout Tower. A homeless encampment with a sense of humor.

Approaching downtown, Jane notes the new gym, rebranded gas stations, the old shops known for their sweet breads and mochi, built between a kingdom and statehood. Charming, were it the first time she’d seen it. She likes to imagine this town when her ancestors arrived. Trains full of sugar. Crowds protesting workers’ rights at the docks. Sampans on the river, people hawking fish.

Today, though, she sees only the buildings sagging with neglect. The homeless and strung-out lining the stretch of empty storefronts. She stops for an iced tea, lounging in the shade of a park named after Hawai‘i’s last king.

Across the street, the old courthouse on her professor’s list. She could sketch it, but nothing about it piques her interest. Function, not beauty. Buildings that house postal stamps and tax forms.

As she chews a straw, she spots Kenji passing through its U-shaped courtyard. She rights herself. Checks her teeth, fixes her bra straps, then crosses the street. There, Jane sees double: two colonnades, two stories, two frog figurines in the fountain spouting water at one another. Two urns flank the flagpole, where the American flag hangs limp in the breezeless day.

She sits on the rim of the fountain, gazing up to the third floor. More than a week has passed since they met at the restaurant, and she suspects her mind has manufactured him, left her to chase after a mirage.

Then she hears her name. A question. “Jane?”

When she turns, Kenji wears a messenger bag, crossed between his broad shoulders. Those eyes, near-black when they last met, now lighter in the sunshine.
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“Kenji.” Jane likes his name in her mouth. When she fantasized about this collision, she was her shining self—hair loose, eyes lined. But he’s caught her unprepared. At least now they’re equal, with no apron or baby boss to interrupt. “I thought that was you. Come sit.”

“Ah, so you do remember. Or did Wally-Jun tell you my name?”

He sits close enough that Jane can smell him, earthy as soil and fresh as laundry on the line. He stuffs a manila envelope into his bag.

She insists, “I remember.”

He laughs. “Wally-Jun told you.”

“Fine. Wally-Jun told me, and then I remembered.” A current runs through her limbs. “What brings you here?”

“I had the afternoon off and had to open a PO box. You?”

“I’m studying architecture.” She mentions her professor’s list of sites. “I’m trying to see it all anew.”

They stare at the building. Painted stucco, Tuscan columns, air loggias on each floor. Designed by Henry Whitfield, brother-in-law to Andrew Carnegie, in a classical style adapted for the tropics. “It looks stuffy,” he says, “but inside it’s flooded with natural light.”

“Right.” She draws a detail from memory. “There’s five skylights.”

“So we’re on opposite ends of the spectrum.” He says he works in construction, as Wally-Jun had mentioned. “You design buildings, and I come along and build them.”

“Partners, I’d say. We need each other.”

“Let me see this list.” He holds out an open palm. Jane unfolds a sheet and gives it to him.

As Kenji reads, she loses him a little. She doesn’t want him to disappear, again, too soon. “If you’re free, I am a rider in need of a chariot.”

“You want me to drive you?” His mouth tightens, considering. “I wouldn’t want to interfere.”

Jane laughs. “With who? Wally-Jun? I told you, we’re not together.” A middle-aged man passes with two infants, tattooed arms holding one on each hip. She asks, “And you? You with anyone?”

Kenji nods to the family in greeting. Jane wonders if he knows them or is being polite. “Kenji?”

“Not really.” He flicks the list with a forefinger. “Where did you want to go?”

Relieved, she says, “You choose.”

“Me?” A playful edge in his voice. “I never get to choose.” Decided, he stands. Where he goes, she follows. On the corner is his car, a black SUV, large and empty, waiting by an expired meter. So he’d remained longer than expected with Jane. The passenger seat is collapsed forward, and he rights it with his elbow.

She wants to ask where they’re going and also revels in the surprise of him. Of where the road might take them.

In the cab, Jane’s knees hit the dash. She fiddles with the side levers. “May I?” he asks and shoots an arm between her knees. The seat releases and she rolls back. He catches her with his big hand on her inner thigh and quickly snatches it away. “Sorry.”

But the touch is not unwelcome. It had been protective. Warm. “Nothing to apologize for.”

They pass out of town, and the highway narrows from three lanes to two. Her nose tickles with saline and mint. On the coastal road, expanse. To the east, the ocean. No land for thousands of miles. To the west, eucalyptus forests.

She lets the wind catch her palm. “This is nice.”

He smiles. “My favorite drive.”

Jane peppers him with questions about work and school. None of his college classes had interested him, and so it seemed a waste of time and money. He quit after a year.

“But was it a waste?” To Jane, the point of pseudo-adulthood is to try everything and see what sticks.

“It’s not a waste when you know what you want. I’ll leave one thing if the other is—” He clutches the air, as if trying to grasp something. The car drifts onto a rumble strip and he catches the wheel. “Real.”

She turns the word over in her head, trying to map her desires to his. Her universe is dreamy and distant.

“I bet that sounds dumb,” he says. “You’ve gone away and figured out what you want.”

“It’s not dumb. My first year in college I met with a counselor. Told her I enjoyed drawing, and she suggested architecture. I thought that was like telling a child who enjoys blocks that they’ll make a great engineer. As if there’s an imperative to transform any creative impulse toward capitalism. I’m not naive. I’ll need to work, but if I wanted to be practical, I would’ve stayed in Hilo.”

Avoided parental arguments and debt.

The car stills at a roadblock, and he lifts his chin as if to say, Go on.

“But then I took a class. The first project was to create a model of a familiar room. I made my kitchen, this little white box. I sewed the tiny pink curtains, created three miniature chairs and a round table. Even the faucet pivoted on its base. And I loved it. It reminded me of these dioramas I made with my grandmother. Something old and new. A sketch is the seed, the model the first true leaves, and eventually, there’s this structure, big as a banyan.” She stretches her arms in the space, illustrating the canopy. An idea made manifest. “That sound real to you?”

Workers direct them through. She remains silent as they climb the coast. He navigates turns—left, right, left, left—and the low building spreads before them.

“Nice choice,” she says, accepting a hand as she hops out. The school is closed for the summer.

Jane mounts steps, grasps a post made from an ‘ōhi‘a tree, with its slim, twisted trunk. A design element that spoke to the land. He asks, “Didn’t this used to be closer to the coast?”

“After the tsunami of forty-six, they moved the school inland.” Twenty-four lost at Laupāhoehoe Point, sixteen of whom were children. “The governor said the rebuilt school stood as a memorial. I mean, look at this place.”

Jane admires the walls, concrete speckled with black lava aggregate. Both jagged and smooth, natural and man-made. A creative mishap, she’d read, but a welcome one. Later, the architect used this technique in a Honolulu church.

They pass through a hallway bordered by a grassy quad. She pauses at a mural in bold colors, bright against the concrete. Children’s paintings of a taro patch, heart-shaped leaves turned upward to the spiraling sun. A six-man canoe steers toward a watery horizon. A mountainous peak of red.

Between them, Jane senses only distance. As she approaches, he moves farther away. Maybe he’s shy. She twirls around a post, allowing herself to be languorous. “Why didn’t you talk to me in school?”

That faint dimple appears in his cheek. “Ah, well. You were in a universe of your own. You dressed differently than the other girls, only spoke to Wally-Jun.”

She’d transferred to the large public high school from her Catholic school, shuttered from declining enrollment and financial woes. Freed from her plaid skirt and knee socks, she wore the mu‘umu‘u of her dead grandmother belted at the waist, her hair in wild twin buns, as if she was an intergalactic princess.

His response amuses her. Back then, she was too weird and he too timid. “So my sartorial choices scared you off.”

“No, it’s that you didn’t care what anyone thought. I always worry what I’m supposed to be doing.” They arrive at the edge of campus. He can’t go farther without tumbling down a slope. He grips the rail, then lets go. “At the restaurant, I saw you drawing. Same as ever. I thought, What if I was more like Janie?”

“And here we are.” She rests her hips against the railing. Close to him, though not overly so. She will not scare him off today.

In the silence, a trill so impersonal Jane thinks it might be a school alarm, calling them back to class. Kenji lifts his phone from his back pocket. “I should get back to town,” he explains. “Family stuff.”

Vague and beyond argument. Did she inch too close? There will be no kiss, no finding out if the seats in the back of his car fold down.

When Kenji opens her door, he again offers his hand. His fingers, rough at the pads. She squeezes in thanks. “I liked it,” he says.

“Our little architectural adventure?”

“Yeah, but I meant your mu‘umu‘us. Your Princess Leia hair. The other girls looked the same.”

She wants to be witty, but no reply comes. Instead, she longs to travel back in time and shove a note into Janie’s sketchbook and tell her to look up.
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The drive with Kenji lingers the next day as she flips channels in her living room. It’s a windless afternoon; the ceiling fan whines with each rotation. She pauses to watch a pastry chef pipe cream onto little cakes.

It’s the kind of show she and Donnie like to play in the background as they study, finding it comforting in its predictability, with a sweet something always emerging from an oven. Jane reaches for her phone, missing her friend. She wants to tell Donnie about Kenji, but there’s nothing to say. A local boy gave her a ride but did not ask to see her again. Instead, she sends a flirty message to Will, a classmate she sometimes sleeps with, if only to feel wanted. His response is fast, suggestive, and unoriginal. He looks forward, he says, to reconnecting this fall.

From the garage, the roar of an engine. Her father, home from early morning fishing. Her mother crosses the room to call through the window, telling him to bring the mail. She surveys Jane. “You going to lie around all day?”

Jane pouts. “Let me borrow the car. I want to visit a church in Honoka‘a.”

An hour north. Jane tells her mother about the professor’s list. A project for the summer.

“Our Lady of Lourdes? Your great-grandparents were married there,” her mother says, shooing Jane’s legs off her side of the couch.

“I thought they were married at Church of the Immaculate Conception.”

“You know these old places. Destroyed by time or nature, but they never go away. Built and rebuilt. Named and renamed. I think I have a photo.”

Jane can picture it: sepia-toned, a woman in a lace veil, a man with pomaded hair, a steeple towering behind them. Her maternal great-grandparents were the first immigrants from the Philippines to Hawai‘i’s old sugar plantations. She loves these stories of leaping across the globe, as if they point to the origin of her own desire to wander. Her father’s ancestors arrived from different ports, as laborers fleeing Yokohama and newlywed missionaries from Boston. One hundred years on, Jane has yet to leave this archipelago.

“So.” Jane nudges her mother’s hip with her toe. “Can I?”

“Not today. I have errands,” her mother says.

Jane sighs. So she’s stuck.

When her father enters, his hair is flat on the crown with hat-head. His forearms, golden from the sun and speckled with salt. Her mother asks, “How’s the mistress?”

Her father named the Osprey after Jane and her mother, but the Bernie Jane was a woman unto itself, often whisking him away and returning him stinking of brine and beer.

“How’s Bernie?” he asks, winking at her mother as he passes her grocery circulars. “How’s Jane?” He hands Jane a package, fluid and heavy as a phone book.

Jane studies him for any signs of fatigue, but today he’s the same as ever, lowering into the chair, popping the footrest, and reaching for the remote.

“What’s that?” Her mother examines the clear plastic mailer in Jane’s lap. “A graduate study guide?”

Pressure fills her belly. “My professor also sent me a list of graduate schools.”

Her mother asks, “In Honolulu?”

“No.” Jane lists states: California, Texas, Missouri, New York, Massachusetts.

“More school?” Sharpness tinges her mother’s tone. “Can you not get a job with one degree? You chose one that took longer than the others. That should count for something.”

A bachelor’s in architecture at her Honolulu university was a five-year program. Her parents had saved enough for four years of tuition at the local university. Jane’s chosen school was double the price.

“I know it’s been more than you expected, and I’ve been trying to help,” Jane says. During the school year, she worked part-time on campus. “But I’ll take care of it myself.”

“It’s not just the money.” A flash of indignation in her mother’s eyes. In these moments, Jane freezes. She allows herself to be entranced by her father’s show featuring a diver wielding a spear, flippers gliding in the open water. Down, down, down.

“Bernie,” her father interjects before her mother can speak. “Leave it.”

In this tense silence, her mother angrily flips through newsprint, vocalizing what’s on sale. A boiling pot, trying to simmer. She begins a list of her own. “You’re in charge of eggs,” her mother says.

“I’m in charge of eggs,” Jane repeats, mechanically.

“Janie.” Her mother, chiding her again. This time, softer. “Tomorrow’s Father’s Day.”

Jane rouses. “Right.” They have always celebrated Father’s Day with a big breakfast spread. Jane needs to buy a gift after work. She needs to rise early to help her mother. “Put dried aku on the list. Dad likes it with his eggs.”

Later, after the wave sweeps the house away, Jane will try to capture what she took for granted in this moment. Her mother’s false anger, extinguished as quickly as it sparked. Her father’s calm, comforting as a placid bay. The floor, unflooded. The windows, unbroken. The photograph of an old love story, lost somewhere, but safe.
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With nowhere to go before her evening shift, Jane roots in her bedroom closet, lifting unmarked boxes. Beneath each flap, remnants of her childhood. Swimming medals and sketchbooks. In a corner, a box of yearbooks, spanning kindergarten through high school. Her eyes sting and throat tickles from the dust. The oldest yearbooks are weathered and loved, with encouraging messages from teachers and lengthy missives from friends who long ago moved away. At the bottom, the two newest, from the public high school, with their spines uncracked and pages uninked.

Jane does not appear in her junior yearbook, having arrived after picture day. But when she spots Kenji in the senior portraits, she blinks. No denying that jaw, those eyes. Here he’s flat, unsmiling in an oxford shirt.

Twice more he greets her from the pages. In the senior class photo, he’s perched at the center on the gymnasium bleachers, a curly-haired girl and grinning boy draped on each shoulder. Kenji’s eyes are closed, blinking at the moment the shutter releases. And then, Kenji among a row of sprinters in jerseys and shorts, their biceps and quads defined by a season of training, dramatic in black-and-white. Kenji stands on the far right, a step away from the others.

New to the school, she believed her classmates had formed the nexus of the groups that would anchor them forever in this town. She had lumped Kenji with the rest. The kind of boy who would never want her. Stuck-up, local boys said, because she didn’t talk enough. Didn’t laugh when she was supposed to. She projected her desires outward.

But now she spots a lost expression on Kenji’s face, as if he’s unsure of what’s expected. The boy who is near the group, if not of it. Jane thumbs the space between Kenji and the sprinters, pictures herself there.
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Families flock to the restaurant for early Father’s Day celebrations. She pitches specials, memorizes the orders and substitutions for parties of a dozen or more, and snaps countless family photos. On one arm, she can balance a hunk of prime rib, a stack of snow-crab legs with accompanying butter dish, and a whole aholehole, scales glistening from the fryer.

By the time the last diners depart, her feet ache and her lower back pinches. She descends a staircase with a full bin and loses her balance. Leftover au jus and butter stream down her front.

Wally-Jun finds her at a sink, half clothed. Her eyes cross as she scrapes fish bones and shell shards off her blouse.

“Want some?” He holds a plate with a chocolate lava cake. Their pastry chef shapes it into a peak and dusts it with powdered sugar so it resembles a snow-topped Maunakea. But this one’s too obtuse, up for grabs.

Wally-Jun pierces the top with a fork, and red streams out. Strawberry puree in white chocolate ganache. She’s starving.

“I’m soapy.” She holds up her sudsy hands. “Share with me.”

Wally-Jun feeds her, fork on her tongue, and she’s reminded of playing house as children. He the father, she the mother. Though sometimes he let her be the baby demanding treats. “What’d you get Uncle Wally for Father’s Day?”

She wants ideas, to prove she’s a good child who loves her father. “I got him this fishing organizer for his truck. Had to order it from Maine last month.”

“What a good son you are,” she says, envious of his foresight. Only Walmart will be open. Her gift will be a smaller affair.

At midnight, Wally-Jun holds open the door and Jane passes through. An old ease finds her after the long evening. Maybe they are still friends. Jane crosses the lot, as Wally-Jun trails behind. He asks, “Your ride?”

In Wally-Jun’s glasses, Jane sees the glare of streetlights, a streak of white. She turns to find a man in a gleaming shirt, waiting before a black SUV.

Kenji.

“I—” But she doesn’t know how to explain.

Wally-Jun’s expression is obscured by his lenses. He says, “See you tomorrow.”

With each step toward Kenji, the gravel crunches under her feet. She forgets the long night and tomorrow’s plans.

Kenji smiles as she approaches. Blood rushes to her lips and fingertips.

“Thought you might need a ride.” He crouches to touch her. Cheek-kiss, local style.

He opens the door, and she climbs in.
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Kenji navigates north along the coast. The last lights of downtown shimmer in the distance. They pick up a six-pack, which sweats at Jane’s feet. Behind them, beach parks, the yacht club, and the port. The SUV idles at a stoplight.

Ahead, the Clock of Doom. Jane points a lazy finger out the window. “Sad, isn’t it? Death remembered, but not life.”

The past, forever bleeding into the present.

Fourteen years after the 1946 tsunami pulled Laupāhoehoe children out to sea, another wave ripped this clock from its foundation. Its hands are forever stuck on the moment of impact, 1:04 a.m. Kenji says, “Imagine waking up to find your house flooding.”

Jane can’t imagine it, despite all the stories about resilience and sticking together that were part of her childhood. The waves swept the old buildings from the coast, and in her lifetime, parks have comprised the inundation zone. Her family lived on the safe side of the line.

“Of all the moments I’d want to freeze, this disaster wouldn’t be it,” she says.

“What moment would you freeze?”

They’re moving again, the clock in the rearview. She wants to capture his voice between them, the breeze whipping through the cab. They are at the precipice of beginning.

Jane says, “Maybe I’d freeze this one.”
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On a rocky shore, they cheer. The landscape is ink. Above, a faint crescent glows. The Hilo moon, threadlike and auspicious, according to the Hawaiian lunar calendar. Hilo also means to twist. Like lei to adorn or cordage to bind. Their hometown’s namesake.

“How do you usually spend your Saturday nights?” he asks.

“In Honolulu, I’d be out with my best friend, Donnie, at a bar downtown.” Occasionally Jane liked to get sloppy drunk, forget the demands of her week, her constant striving. Search for someone to take home. “And you? Unlike me, you must have friends here.”

“Haven’t seen them much lately, though we do the same thing mostly. They drink. We hike. Sometimes I go camping.”

She visualizes Kenji pitching a tent. “By yourself?”

“Why? Do you want to go?”

Her cheeks warm, girlish at the thought of sharing shelter with Kenji. “I’m partial to mattresses and hot water.”

“Yeah, but if you brave the discomfort, the world is yours for a bit.”

Here it’s eerie, stripped of color. The sea, peaceful by day, roars as a hungry animal at night. The human world reduced to two.

“I forgot how much I love the beach at night,” she says, gulping the last of her beer. When she rises, sand falls off her limbs. She lets the warm water lap her ankles, then her shins.

“Careful now.” He stands to join her. “Don’t make me call the Coast Guard.”

Local kids were told regularly, Never turn your back on the ocean, a saying popularized by Hawaiian Olympian Duke Kahanamoku. The sea was joy. And also, danger.

“I’m a strong swimmer.” She’d been a flyer, and the butterfly stroke transformed her into equal parts bird and fish, her body wavelike.

He bends to cuff his jeans. “I’d rather not test that.”

The water touches her thighs. Any higher, and she’ll lose her footing. She steadies herself by leaning into his wide chest. “You were a sprinter.”

She pictures his torso falling forward, his muscular arms bent and pumping. “I was never any good.”

“No?”

“Coach said my disposition was better suited for distance. But I don’t have the body type for it.”

“Not on land. Maybe in the ocean. I can see you pulling a canoe.” A one-man engine between islands. Slow and strong.

For a second, she flies. She laughs as a wave lifts her, and the sea floor drops. Kenji catches her hips, grounding her.

But the water swiftly recedes, pulling them apart. They both stumble, and her foot catches a rock, exposed on the shoreline.

“You okay?” he calls. The movement has dizzied her. She’s fine, if lightheaded, drunk on moonlight.

She returns to him, fingers finding purchase on his body. “So do you want to kiss me or what?”

He laughs. “You really are something else.”

“You like it.” She hopes she’s right.

After a moment, he says, “I do.”

He lifts her, and she clasps her legs around his waist. Now they are the same height. Lips warm as his body. He tastes of the sea.

The kiss is both a meeting and a promise. Perhaps it’s just the promise of a summer, but it makes Jane catch her breath.

“Holy shit,” she says when he pulls away.

His laugh emanates from deep in his belly. Under his touch, her skin prickles. “Let’s get you a blanket.”

Kenji raises the hatch and lifts her to the seat. Around her shoulders, he rests a quilted blanket. It’s one of those industrial moving blankets, useful on many occasions. To wrap furniture. To spread on the sand. To make a bed.

“Get in here.” She opens an arm, presents a place for his large body to nestle with hers. “We have to stay awake until sunrise. It’s magic.”

They watch the sky transform with color, the stars dimming, the cranes silhouetted at the port. Her warm breath clouds the cool air.

When she leans her body against his back, her hair tumbles over his torso. She palms his chest, hoping to discover his heart exploding as hers is. But he’s steady.

Kenji stretches, then plucks a black strand from his shirt. “Your hair is everywhere.” In the night, her bun unraveled. “It’s longer than I thought.”

She’s never been happier on a Hilo morning. “Coffee?” she asks.

“Coffee,” he agrees.

At the café, she orders an ornate drink, not wanting to end the hours of indulgence. He asks for a house brew, black. He blows on his cup, steaming, as they wait for her order. “So, you celebrating today? With your dad?”

His lips entrance her. She asks him to repeat what he’s said. Shit. It’s Father’s Day. “This just proves them right.” She scans the merchandise. “My father says I can’t see anything beyond my own nose.”

He taps her nose. “And you’ve got a small one.”

“Funny.”

For hours she’s been coursing with desire, and now she needs to focus. From a shelf, she selects a tall, orange mug that’s insulated and promises to keep hot drinks hot and cold drinks cold.

In the car, she shows Kenji the gift. “A mug for all seasons. Good, right?”

Hopefully, she’ll arrive as her mother wakes. She’ll spend the day being doting and dutiful. “What every man needs.”

“You’re teasing. I feel so guilty.”

“Well.” He smiles as he checks the rearview mirror, and she blushes. “But it’s good that you thought of him.”

“Do you have any Father’s Day plans?”

“My father left a long time ago.”

Jane’s parents flood her with love, so she can’t comprehend this absence. “Forgive me. I’ve been so insensitive.” She points to her face. “Small nose.”

Kenji’s gaze focuses on the road ahead. “No worries. We never talk about him, and he’s not missed.”

He says this with the tone someone might share that they had a pet gerbil in the fourth grade. “I’m happy to talk about him, if you want.”

As they idle at a stoplight, he kisses her. “There are other things I want to do with you.”

She tingles where his lips have been. “I wondered when we’d get around to discussing that.”

When they arrive at her house, the kitchen window’s alight.

Up the block, Wally-Jun’s mother, Maile, sets the recycling bin on the curb. Her hand shields the sunlight, so she can get a better look.

“Sheesh, people are so nosy,” Jane says. The front door flies open, and her mother stands in the frame. They’ve been idling too long. “This is so embarrassing. Give me your phone.” She saves her number under the name For a Good Time Call Jane. She kisses him. “Call me?”

“Yes, Jane.” He laughs. “Now, go.”
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Apologies spout from Jane’s mouth as she mounts the steps. Inside, the table’s already set, her father seated and reading the paper. She sets the gift bag on his empty plate, kissing him on the cheek. “Happy Father’s Day.”

Her father’s scruffy cheeks plump. “Thank you, Janie.”

They’ve been waiting for her, and so Jane hurries to plop a cold cast-iron pan on the stovetop and drop a square of butter into it.

Her mother’s stationed herself at the window, watching the SUV disappear down the street. “Kenji Lee, huh?”

Jane says, “I don’t want to talk about it.”

Her father says, “That’s Keiko’s boy.”

“Keiko was in my class,” her mother adds. “Sassy, but the kindest person you’ve ever met.”

Jane watches the eggs bubble in butter. “Kenji’s kind too.”

Her parents are silent. Never has she expressed interest in a local boy. Kind wouldn’t be the word she’d choose, though it’s not untrue. She recalls Kenji in the moonlight.

“Just what I needed,” her father exclaims, holding the orange mug aloft.

They both know this present is an afterthought, but Jane’s grateful for her father’s performance. On his body he wears a gift from a Father’s Day past, a T-shirt depicting a man arching his back, a huge fish on the line, and the words When the Big One Comes, You’ll Know It.

There are two types of fish, her father’s fond of saying. The first can be reeled in with a $20 pole. But a big game fish needs to be wrestled into the boat with your entire body. When Jane was a child, he would swing her by the ankles, pretending that she was the world’s largest mahimahi, caught and ready for weighing. She would shriek with delight.

“That mug’s indestructible, Dad.” She plates the eggs. “Like you need to be.”

One day, she’ll be grown up enough to boss them around, inquire about their cholesterol levels and medication.

Her mother is not paying attention. “Kenji’s father was . . .”

Jane’s smile falls. “What?

“Rough,” her mother says.

“He left when the boy was small,” her father adds.

It unsettles Jane that her parents know more about Kenji than she does. This town. “I hope you’re not judging him for some jerk father who left,” Jane says. “He probably doesn’t even remember.”

Later at work, Wally-Jun finds her at the lockers, scrolling through her phone, hoping for a message from Kenji. “You know what you’re doing, Janie?”

She slams the metal door. “I don’t have to answer that.”

Of course she knows. She will enjoy Kenji through the summer, and then she will leave for good.
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Since Kenji works days and Jane nights, Jane feels the pinch of too few hours. They text often. She asks for pictures and, on her phone, studies his long shadow on a concrete floor framed by drywall; a stray tabby begging at his boot at lunchtime; his thumb smudging the frame of a bathroom renovated with white marble. In response, she sends him a sketch of the Palace Theater downtown, with its art deco marquee. A snapshot of the bay, flat and twinkling with cloudless skies, captured from her perch at the restaurant. The view from her bedroom window at daybreak, screen heavy with dew. In the slats of glass jalousies, her phone is framed by her black mane, her tender neck. Each image compresses space and passes time.

When the weekend arrives, they drive south, pointed to another destination on Jane’s list. She expects to find the hongwanji empty, but a bandstand tower with red and white stripes stands at the center of the parking lot. Festival-goers wearing kimono and happi thread through a small crowd otherwise donned in T-shirts and slippers. Someone hauls a drum up the tower. They will enjoy the bon dance, they decide. Both used to attend the summer festivals as children.

Kenji lays out the blanket under a bodhi tree. The tree began as a clipping from Bangkok, which came from a clipping from Bodh Gaya, according to a sign. Here on Hawaiian soil, it stands taller than the temple, wider than a university classroom. The shaded ground is soft and speckled with fallen leaves.

In their days apart, her body tingled in anticipation. Now she’s content and traces the two-story temple and columned porch.

“What makes this one special?” he asks. He sits so close she can sense the heat of his body. His long legs extend beside hers.

“Well, sugar laborers built it a hundred years ago, but it’s inspired by Indo-Islamic architecture. Look at those domed towers, the arch above the family crest.”

She sketches the three octagonal domes as the program begins—an emcee’s announcement, the boom of taiko, the shrill of reeds. Dancers gather around the tower and circle, stepping in unison, their arms floating in a practiced rhythm. Her father told her these dances reenacted old folktales.

In the air, the sweet scent of frying dough and smoke from skewered meat. She rests her pen and stretches her limbs while Kenji grabs food. They’ve passed an hour in pleasant, quiet company. The festival is in full swing, and she loses sight of him in the crowd. She flips through the week’s sketches as she waits. An old motion picture house. An astronomical institute. Across the island in Kona, she wants to visit a royal palace and a Hawaiian temple. Perhaps one day they can go together.

He reappears holding a bento box, lid steamy with the heat of fried noodles, and a bowl of shave ice. She scoops sweet slush into her mouth, and he asks, “Do you always start with dessert?”

“It’s strategic. Need to enjoy it before it’s gone.” The rainbow mound is soupy at the edges, bleeding into brown. “You were gone awhile.”

He slurps noodles, so ordinary and so distracting. “Ran into someone,” he says with his greasy lips. “Talking story as if I won’t see them in a few hours.”

She assumed they’d spend the day together. “Are you running off soon?”

“After I drop you off at work,” he says.

“No work,” she says. “I swapped shifts.”

“For me?”

“Yeah, you.” She leans and kisses him. Salty-sweet. His throat hums.

“I wish I’d known,” he says, “but I said I’d go.”

She pokes her tiny spoon at him dramatically. Half teasing, but she wants to know. “Where?”

“It’s a first-birthday party for the daughter of my old coworker Brandon.”

A first-birthday party carried the same social weight as a wedding, with catered food and entertainment. “You close to Brandon?”

“Not really.”

“I’m sensing a pattern here.” Uncle’s retirement party. Family stuff. Brandon’s daughter’s first birthday. He appears noncommittal with his easy demeanor, his not reallys, but in reality, she contends with the endlessness of his duty. “Bet he won’t even notice if you’re absent.”

“Trust me,” he says, “I’d rather be with you.”

She winks. “Then prove it.”

“Jane.” So he won’t.

Now she feels pathetic. He hadn’t cleared the evening for her. And how could she ask him to choose her over a friend’s baby?

She stands to trash the melted dessert. The day ruined by her own hopeful assumptions. Another small-nose miscalculation. Taiko taps on her temple.

When she returns, he lounges on the blanket, propped on one elbow. He smiles, though she burns with rejection. “Might as well get going,” she says, squatting to fold the blanket.

He rises to help, but she catches a pinch in his brow. “We still have time.”

She’d rather go home and grieve the lost evening. She presents the tidy square to him.

In the car, he doesn’t turn the ignition. Instead, he drums the steering wheel. Here, the day cools. The festival’s noise mutes.

“Sorry,” he says.

“It’s fine.” It is not. “I just think you should do what you want.”

“I’m not . . .” He pauses. She thinks he’s going to say I’m not you, and she braces herself for the insult. But he clarifies, “I’m not good at this.”

He signals between them, as if this is an invisible thing they’re creating. “Don’t worry about it,” she says.

With each mile, Jane relaxes in Kenji’s silence. This fills the cab. Even looking ahead to a lonely evening, she does not want to be elsewhere. She extends her arm behind his nape, wanting to touch him before he belongs to others.

Town comes and goes. They miss the turnoff to her street. She asks, “Don’t you have somewhere to be?”

Soon a party will begin. A clown is applying his makeup. A Hawaiian band is unpacking its instruments. A seat will be unfolded for Kenji.

He rests a hand on her thigh. Firm. A choice. He asks, “Is this okay?”

Thrilled, she says, “Please.”

Jane thinks they are wandering without a destination until the car screeches off the road and onto a dirt path.
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