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Book Description

Bestselling author Brian Herbert and his wife, Jan, have combined their talents to create an epic ecological fantasy novel.

In 2024, Earth is consumed by a great War of Ocean Liberation: a military force of sea creatures attacks naval installations, shuts down shipping lanes and fishing operations, and destroys offshore oil-drilling rigs.  Huge blue whales, sharks, dolphins, and even monstrous creatures thought to be extinct—all strike with ferocity and surprising strength.

The marine armada is led by hybrid, transformed humans who call themselves Sea Warriors, ocean-rights zealots who can swim to the deepest regions of the sea and live off the bounty of the waters.   Their commander, Kimo Pohaku, announces his startling intention: The complete liberation of the seas from human control.

Finally, the ocean is fighting back, but it might be too late….
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Dedication

For our grandchildren and great-grandchildren—may you share our love for the beauty and majesty of the ocean, and for the fascinating creatures inhabiting those waters.
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Introduction

One day several years ago, my wife Jan returned from a trip to Hawaii, and she had an idea for a novel that was simple yet large in scope—as many great ideas are—a story about problems in the ocean that she’d been wanting to write for years.

I spent some time brainstorming with her, and in a spiral notebook I made notes about the setting, characterizations, and plot. Then I began typing it up—a story set in Hawaii that had the ocean (and its problems) in the background. She read what I handed her, and then said, diplomatically, “This is good, Brian, but I was thinking more along the line that the ocean is fighting back against humans. What if the ocean is an entity in itself, and is not going to put up with any more abuse from human beings, and decides to take strong action against the violators? What if it declares war on our civilization?” 

And she had a title in mind, one that was simple and clean: Ocean. 

“Oh,” I said, finally understanding. So I set about creating a new main storyline centered on the ocean, discussing it with Jan as I worked on it, showing her chapters that I had written, and obtaining her suggestions. As I got into the book, discussing it with her constantly, the characters and plot seemed to come alive, and I wrote more than 165,000 words in only a few months of intense work—quite a pace for me. You have before you a slightly longer version than that, after the manuscript went through several drafts, improving it each time. 

Over the years, I have dedicated many books to Jan. She has always read my material when it was in progress and commented on it, and she did that on this novel as well. But this time I knew in my heart that it was not enough to give her yet another dedication, or even a long introduction such as this one. Truly, she deserved to be the co-author of the book, because this was her book, her fantastic concept. These pages reflect the love Jan feels for the ocean and the incredible creatures that inhabit it, marine animals that have sentience, feelings, and souls. She was the inspiration for this project, and the continuing light that enabled me to proceed with it, and to stay on the right track. 

I have often said that I could never write unless Jan permitted me to do so. She has always given me the space for my creativity, has always said that it didn’t matter if we had any money at all, that if I ever wanted to sell everything and live somewhere simple, without the daily pressures of owning things and paying bills, she would support me. 

For years we have been a creative team—Jan with her painting and photography and me with my writing. On trips to distant lands, we often find places to go where she paints and I write. We sit outside, or in some other place where the creative energy is good around us, and we do our separate projects, with me critiquing her art, and her critiquing my writing. I’ve always known that she was intelligent, but after she brought me the idea for this novel about the ocean, I realized that she is brilliant. Jan is not only the shining light in my life; she is much more. And truly she deserves credit for this novel, because Ocean is her story.

Brian Herbert
Seattle, Washington


Preface

Because of the passage of more than four hundred years since the great War of Ocean Liberation, some of the details have been lost to history. The part-fish, part-human Sea Warriors who led the revolt did not find it convenient—or necessary—to write everything down during a time of tremendous turmoil and upheaval. Nonetheless, certain over-arching facts are indisputable, dominated by one: This heroic group sought to gain control over the entire world ocean, so that they could give it back to the sea creatures inhabiting it. 

All of us know the results of that war, but other details are sketchy, and subject to discussion. Owing to a lack of information about the day-to-day actions of the principals in this fantastic saga (especially with respect to Kimo Pohaku, Alicia Ellsworth, and Gwyneth McDevitt), this is a historical novel that draws upon news reports of the time, eyewitness accounts of their lives, and family journals that have survived the decades—in all, reports by people who were able to obtain some of the details of what was occurring beneath the ocean waves of the planet.  

We can say with a certainty that the account you are about to read accurately reflects the personalities of Kimo, Alicia, and Gwyneth, and correctly portrays many of the events in their epic struggle—although for the purpose of telling such an important story, the authors have found it necessary to make educated assumptions about certain specifics, with a minimum of added material.

This, then, is their story, and the story of their brave followers—sea creatures, human-marine hybrids, and untransformed human beings—all of whom dedicated themselves to the cause of ocean liberation.

Let us go back in time now, more than four centuries to the year 2024….
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Chapter 1

Just beneath the surface of the aquamarine sea, the man swam more than two miles without surfacing for air, though he wore no breathing equipment. His arm strokes and leg movements were smooth, propelling him rapidly through the warm water. He had splendid tattoos of marine animals on his body—a tiger shark on one bicep and a bottlenose dolphin on the other, with a giant octopus tattoo adorning his back, and the image of a moray eel that looked as if the animal was draped over his shoulders. One leg bore the tattoo of a hawksbill turtle, and the other a Portuguese Man-of-War. Even the backs of his hands were tattooed—a marlin on one and a starfish on the other.

Following Kimo Pohaku were immense white sharks, spotted stingrays, barracudas, and swordfish, all thick in a “vee” formation, turning whenever he did, staying with him. He thought it was strikingly beautiful in this underwater realm, where sunlight filtered down from the shimmering surface above, and he had his aquatic friends. 

Kimo often felt like a child when he swam, filling his eyes and other senses with the wonders of the sea. But he felt great responsibilities as well, and had learned many important things. He knew the Hawaiian names of the species with him: niuhi, hihimanu, kaku, and a’uku. All of these animals were potentially deadly, but he had no fear in their presence, knowing they would not harm him.

Aside from his abundance of tattoos, Kimo looked like an ordinary human being, a young, dark-skinned Hawaiian land dweller—but his appearance concealed functional gills behind the ears, under the hairline. He had other special characteristics as well, including a swim bladder that enabled him to dive deep in the water, and an ability to navigate by identifying variations in the Earth’s magnetic field—things he kept secret from people he knew on the land, except for his own small family. Underwater, he could also hear things beyond the auditory range of a human being—including the low- and high-frequency sounds that marine animals made when communicating with one another or looking for prey. 

Due to his enhanced body, Kimo could remain immersed in the sea indefinitely, and dive as far down as he wanted—thousands of meters if he wished to do so—all the way to the deepest regions of the ocean without being harmed by the very cold water, or crushed by the extreme pressures at those depths.

Ahead, he saw the white and iridescent blue of a huge lion’s mane jellyfish, in apparent distress. Slowing as he approached it, he let the creature enfold him in its long tentacles—organs that could sting and kill with lethal toxin in a matter of minutes. As expected, the animal did not harm him—instead, it caressed him gently, then let him go and swam away. But not rapidly, and not with a natural motion. Kimo also noticed that the creatures accompanying him now were troubled and erratic in their movements, not swimming in their usual effortless manner.

Troubled by this, Kimo dove deeper, surging into the depths with powerful underwater strokes, leaving the bright tropical sunlight above him and entering darker, cooler water. At first his companions stayed on his tail, but then he noticed some of them beginning to struggle, and falling out of formation.

He’d been in possession of extraordinary swimming abilities since his earliest memories, and he used to wonder if he was a member of a unique species of human beings with gills and other disguised improvements. But he’d never met anyone like himself. He’d been born in these very waters after a sudden storm capsized a small boat his pregnant mother had been aboard. She had perished during child delivery in the wind-tossed sea, leaving the newborn boy floating beside her body, helpless in the water and connected by the umbilical cord.

Strange and mysterious events had occurred that day, things Kimo thought of often. As a baby he should have died along with his mother, but miraculously he had survived, and had been able to see clearly quite quickly. He remembered his own umbilical cord being cut by a swordfish, while sharks swam around him protectively. Later he would realize that his umbilical cord was tied tightly against his belly, in perfect fashion, but it was a detail he did not see happen, or at least, he could not recall it.… 

As a result of his unusual birth and ensuing incidents, Kimo had a very special connection with the sea and the life forms inhabiting it, enabling him to notice the strange behavior of marine animals. In recent weeks this had been increasingly evident in the waters around the Hawaiian islands, where fish and other sea creatures were showing signs of sluggishness, agitation, disorientation, and diminished reproduction. It particularly troubled him that humpback whales had not come to the warm, shallow waters around the island of Loa’kai in the winter to give birth to their young, the first time they had missed doing that in Kimo’s lifetime.

The local news had not been carrying stories about any of this, and Kimo knew why. The influential tourism industry was keeping it under wraps, hoping the problem would go away—and business leaders had the Hawaiian press in their pockets. But Kimo knew the truth, and so did his adoptive father, who lay gravely ill at home. 

Just that morning from his sickbed, Tiny Pohaku had spoken about bleached, dying coral reefs, global warming, species depletion, pollution, and other problems that adversely affected the world’s ocean, a vast body of water that covered most of the Earth’s surface. Then the old fisherman drew a disturbing analogy when he said, “I don’t have long to live, and neither does the sea. I feel myself dying with it.” 

Now, swimming back toward the surface through the increasing brightness of sunlight in the water, Kimo noticed a male porpoise going in slow circles just beneath the surface, waiting for him. He could tell that, and quickly he noticed why. The animal had a bloody, injured dorsal fin, and Kimo could only speculate on what had happened. The propeller of a tourist boat might have struck it; the vessels were always trying to get close to sea life for viewing.

Kimo broke away from the formation with the other sea creatures, and for a time he swam alongside the porpoise. Reaching over, he stroked its back, taking care to avoid touching the injury. Then, as the two of them slowed in the water and drifted upward toward the light, Kimo touched the injured area gently, and spoke to the animal soothingly, transmitting his thoughts through the water as he always did. The creature did not show any fear. It became very calm, and presently Kimo saw the skin healing over, leaving no sign of the injury. He had done this numerous times.

Moments later the porpoise darted away, testing the repair that Kimo had performed.

He only wished he could do the same for his father, but that was not possible, because the dying man was a land creature.


Chapter 2

Alicia Ellsworth worked two days a week in her grandfather’s magnificent aquatic park, on the southeast corner of his sprawling ranch and resort. The marine facility had eleven dolphins and three porpoises in captivity, and all of these animals were revenue producers, very popular with tourists and locals, who liked to sit in the viewing stands and watch the daily shows. 

Not that Alicia’s grandfather needed the money; the Ellsworth Ranch was only a small portion of his business empire, which included cattle and resort operations here on the island of Loa’kai, along with general stores, hotels, and resorts throughout the Hawaiian islands, as well as radio and television stations, newspapers, and magazines, all based in Honolulu.

He ran his businesses with military precision, having been raised in a highly regarded military family. His father, Preston Ellsworth II (Alicia’s great grandfather), had been a war hero who ran for President of the United States and nearly won. He’d also written numerous books about the military, both non-fiction and fiction, including two that were made into major movies. 

Interested in the history of her influential family, Alicia had not only read the books; she liked to listen to her grandfather, Preston III, tell the old family war stories. He’d served as a naval officer himself, before using the considerable Ellsworth fortune and properties as a springboard to become a successful businessman in his own right. The Ellsworth Ranch, in the family for generations, was considered the flagship of the business operations.

A few months shy of her twenty-first birthday, Alicia had auburn hair and was well-tanned from surfing the beaches of California and Hawaii. She wore khaki shorts, a wide-brimmed outback hat, and a blue tee-shirt bearing the stylized “E” logo of the famous ranch. As she stood by a bucket of sardines, she watched while one of the handlers—a slender Portuguese man named Johnny Lisboa—tried to get a bottleneck dolphin to do tricks it had been trained to perform. The creature was not cooperating.

She recognized the animal, named Rainbow by one of the handlers. The dolphin, a male, had been quite ill when brought in, and had undergone surgery, in which the marine veterinarian discovered plastic bags and other plastics in its stomach, garbage it had ingested somewhere in the ocean. Rainbow had survived the surgery and was now a healthy animal, around seven years old. He’d been one of the lucky ones, the vet said, because larger animals, such as orcas and humpback whales, had been killed by excessive amounts of plastic in their stomachs, and their bodies had washed up on shore.

The viewing stands were full of people sitting in bright tropical sunlight, locals and tourists who had come for the mid-afternoon show. Many were wide-eyed, excited children, and some called out encouragement to the dolphin, by name. “Come on Rainbow!” a little girl shouted, from the front row. “Jump and you’ll get your treat!”

But Rainbow just swam slowly around the pool, seemingly ignoring the efforts of the handler to get his attention. Lisboa walked around the perimeter of the pool himself, using an imploring, gentle tone, trying to coax the creature without upsetting it any more.

Alicia saw dark clouds moving into position overhead, preparing to drench the area. The locals noticed this as well, and some of them had brought umbrellas. The tourists, unaware of how fast the weather could change on the eastern shore of Loa’kai, seemed oblivious. They were likely to get quite wet, but the rain wouldn’t last long, and soon after the downpour, warm air would dry their clothes. She had seen sudden rainstorms dampen the unwary before, countless times.

Despite her own family connections, Alicia was only an assistant at the aquatic park, performing cleanup duties, bringing food for the animals, and other tasks that were needed. Alicia and her brother, Jeff, lived with their grandfather on the grounds of the resort, but had only been on the island for ten months, since leaving the mainland and accepting his offer to work at the ranch. That enabled them to get away from drug-addicted friends in California who were not a good influence on either of them—and parents who were even worse. 

Her brother, nine years her senior, had been a decorated pilot in the Army, and now worked as a helicopter tour pilot for the ranch. Completely self-absorbed, Jeff spent a lot of effort trying prove himself to their grandfather and advance his own position, often seeking to make himself look good at Alicia’s expense. She didn’t care about such games, and tried not to think about whatever her brother was doing. 

Alicia saw her own duties at the ranch as a chance to bridge a family rift that had occurred because of drug addiction by their father, Preston Ellsworth IV, her grandfather’s only child. She hoped that one day her father might come to Hawaii and make amends with the old man. At the moment, he was incarcerated for petty crimes in a California prison, and undergoing drug rehabilitation treatment, while Alicia’s alcoholic mother had run off with an itinerant musician. 

Preston IV, a rarely-employed furniture salesman, had always been verbally abusive to everyone around him, but Alicia hoped that might change one day, if he ever got sober. She wrote to him regularly, but he had not replied even once. She didn’t know where her mother was, but had never really gotten along with her at all. At least with her father there had been some pleasant moments—though too few.

Today a group of Catholic children in prim uniforms had been escorted to the aquatic park by nuns in black habits, and sat near the front. Suddenly one of the students—a lad with shaggy black hair—rose to his feet and shouted, “Let Rainbow go, so he can roam the ocean! He’s not happy here! This is a prison!”

One of the nuns admonished the child and forced him back into his seat, but the message resonated with the audience anyway, as a smattering of adults agreed that the dolphin should be set free. 

Finally, after much coaxing, the creature leaped out of the water and caught a fish, but would not do it again, and lapsed into complete disinterest.

Alicia couldn’t help wondering what was wrong with the animal, and if the boy was right. Maybe it was cruel to keep dolphins and porpoises in captivity, no matter the justifications she had heard, that these were all rescued animals that had been healed of their wounds. Despite that, and their usefulness in educating the public about the importance of ocean ecology, shouldn’t the creatures be set free at some point?

She had not thought much about such things before.

When the show was over, the young woman dumped the rest of the fish into the pool for food, then hurried inside to avoid the oncoming cloudburst.


Chapter 3

Southwest coast of England….

The teenage girl stood at a barred window in the ancient stone building, gazing down at the village and at the cold sea beyond the rooftops. It was early morning, and smoke from cook-fires rose out of chimneys, curling into the pale blue sky. On the streets below, she saw townspeople in heavy winter coats hurrying to bakeries and other shops, going about their daily business in a manner that was denied to her.

Gwyneth McDevitt was small, with an elfin face and curly brown hair, cut short. She’d been locked in the Chelsea Hospital—a mental-health facility—for almost a year because she had autism, and because the authorities thought she wanted to harm herself.

Before coming to the institution she had been able to speak slowly, in simple words, and she’d had some success in getting her points across to people who were patient enough to listen to her. Not for fourteen months, though, not since something startling began happening to her, so that she could hardly communicate with others at all. Because of her autism she’d never felt like talking much anyway, but recently she had become even more introverted. Only a handful of words escaped her lips, infrequently.

In the last few months her mind had been flooded with a tremendous flow of information, from an unknown source—data that poured into her brain, causing her to make a series of complex calculations. At this very moment, complex numbers were churning through her head, leading her to inescapable, deeply disturbing conclusions.

Our planet’s ocean is in severe trouble, she thought. It is dying.

It was as if a higher power was passing the information along to her, for a reason. She had the feeling she was being entrusted with something incredibly important—though she didn’t know what to do with the data, or what to do with her conclusions. 

Could she do more to communicate with other people? Perhaps, but she was certain that the information in her mental treasury could not be conveyed easily to others. Her condition prevented that, and even during moments of clarity such as now, she had great difficulty forming her complicated thoughts and conclusions into words.

Besides, whom could she trust? Whom could she really trust?

Increasingly it was as if she occupied one realm and system of linguistics (a mathematical one), while other people occupied another, with no way of bridging the gap. Just as she could not hope to break out of this facility, it was also true that other people could not hope to penetrate her inner world without her permission—a realm that was precious to her for the escape it provided, for the way it grounded her in a different reality, and permitted her to see and do things that others could not.

Maybe, in time, she would find the words to express herself clearly, despite the distraction of all the new information. She could work on that. In the meantime, she awaited guidance from the unknown source that had set her on this path by filling her head with facts. It was as if a high-pressure fire hose had been connected to her brain, but a hose with data in it instead of water.

The ocean is in grave danger, but what can I do about it?

A gray gull flew past her third-floor window, then circled back, tucked its wings and landed on the broad sill, where it peered in at her through the bars. It was one of her little friends who came to visit regularly; she recognized this one, with a narrow band of white on his breast. 

Gwyneth unlatched the window, letting in cold air, and with her fingers she extended a small piece of toast through the bars to the creature, saved from her breakfast for her feathered friends. The bird grasped the morsel in his beak and hesitated for a moment, looking at her in its sideways manner. Then he flew away with his prize, in the direction of the blue-green waters of the North Atlantic.

As Gwyneth closed the window, she wished she could get out of this hospital, but freedom seemed impossible. At least physical freedom did. She had tried numerous times, in various ways, without success. Because of her efforts, the staff was on alert, watching her constantly, making certain all exterior doors were locked and she had no more opportunity to escape. 

She stared at a color photograph of a humpback whale leaping out of the water, a beautiful picture she’d torn from a magazine and taped to the wall. Gwyneth loved all things of the sea, and especially whales. It seemed to her that they were the most incredible, most beautiful animals on the planet. Someday she wanted to see one, and get close enough to touch one.

 Gwyneth had a vision of her life that was infinitely more significant than the locked, cramped room in which she was forced to live. But she didn’t know if her keepers would ever let her out, not even when she reached adulthood.

Her parents never came to visit her anymore, and there had been no letters or gifts from them in ten months, no communication during that period at all. As a result, she’d been trying to forget what they looked like, and her former home in the city of Portsmouth as well. They didn’t live that far away, could come here to see her easily, if they wanted to do so. But they had three other children (a boy and two girls, all normal), and they were teenagers now—with all of the customary problems that involved. Gwyneth saw all of their faces in her mind, all five of them. She wanted to be understanding and forgiving, but couldn’t think of anyone in her family who had been very kind to her. Instead, they had often seemed irritated and embarrassed by her presence, and she was sure they were all happier now that she was out of the way. 

The petite girl heaved a deep sigh, and looked away. It did her no good to stare outside and yearn for what could not be, what could never be. Her only refuge lay inside her own thoughts.

In actuality, she had come to realize, that would be the case no matter where she went or what she was permitted to do. Her thoughts controlled her reality, in ways that other people could not begin to comprehend, not even the doctors and other medical staff who professed to know so much about her. Their charts and reports did not begin to touch the core of Gwyneth McDevitt!

Now she heard a quick succession of raps at the door, and it squeaked open. A heavy door of dark wood, clasped in black metal, it was fitted with locks that prevented her from leaving, but did not keep anyone out. No privacy for her. A black, heavyset doctor in a medical smock entered, carrying a rectangular box under one arm. Dr. Nelson Halberton had a kindly face, with small eyes and short black hair. 

“Good morning, Gwyneth,” he said, in a soft voice, because he seemed to know she didn’t like loud noises. He spoke in very precise Queen’s English, clearly enunciated. “Did you sleep well? I hope so, because a good night’s sleep is essential to good health.”

She just stared at the man, and knew she must appear dumb to him, but there was nothing she could do about that. The words would not come, and this time she wouldn’t even try to form them. 

This doctor was, in effect, her prison warden. Despite his good intentions, she would never consider him to be anything else. Did he have medications with him today? She watched the quick movement of his long-fingered hands, wary of the pills and insidious medical devices that he often produced from the large pockets of his smock, and from things he carried with him.

He placed the box on a table in the center of the room and opened it, bringing out an octagonal board with peg holes in the surface, and little pieces of wood in varying colors that fit into the peg holes. He demonstrated how the pieces fit into the holes, then set them beside the board.

“I’d like you to make a design with them,” he said. “Anything you like. Whatever comes to your mind.” Halberton was always giving her psychological tests. In addition to being a doctor, he was her instructor, and had expressed amazement at her abilities in math. Even before the recent flow of information about the ocean, she’d been able to write long, complicated mathematical formulas on paper, and other things as well, although her spelling was so atrocious that the staff had trouble interpreting it. But lately, since the incredible flow of information began, she had not felt like writing anything down. She had her wondrous secrets now, which she kept in the treasure chest of her mind. Still, that board looked interesting.

Gwyneth went to the table and began arranging the peg pieces, selecting ones that were blue.

“Ah yes,” the doctor said as he watched her fit them in place. “Blue pegs represent truth. You are being truthful with me.”

Ignoring him, Gwyneth finished her arrangement, forming a circle of blue on the board. Then she stepped away.

“A circle?” he said. “That is what is in your mind today? And what does it mean?” He scratched his head, looked at the board.

Gwyneth didn’t answer. 

“Would you like to make another design? Something with different colors?”

After a moment’s hesitation to process what he was saying, she shook her head.

“You’re not going to tell me any more, are you?” he said, looking exasperated.

Hesitation again. Then the teenager made a small, wry smile, and watched him as he packed up the board and pieces, and replaced them in the box. 

“Would you like me to leave this here for you?” he asked.

She shook her head, knowing he would just watch her with a hidden camera. Gwyneth knew where all of the abhorrent spy-eyes were, in the corners of the room.

“Very well, then. Maybe you’ll be in a better mood tomorrow.” He went to the door with the parcel. “I’ll be back after breakfast for your daily lessons.”

Gwyneth turned her back on him, and gazed out the window, to the rooftops of the village of Apperton, and beyond, to the eternal sea.

Blue is the ocean, she thought, the ocean that encircles the Earth. 

All of her secret calculations were about the ocean and its fate. From her earliest memories she’d felt a strong affinity for the sea, and during the summer in Portsmouth she used to play endlessly in shallow water under the vigilance of her parents, while waves lapped in around her. Water always had a calming effect on her, which seemed strange, considering the dangers that lurked in the sea. Her parents had warned her of the risk of going out too far and getting caught in an undertow, or being attacked by predatory creatures in the water—and she supposed all of that was true. Even so, she loved the water, and liked to gaze out on it from her room and imagine herself out there in it.

There was nothing else of importance to her now, not since the flow of information began and she went to the rocky seashore in Portsmouth, where she entered the water and tried to swim out to sea. It was an episode that the authorities interpreted incorrectly, and was instrumental in having her confined here. She had not been trying to kill herself at all. She had only been attempting to immerse herself in the ocean water and learn more about it, to see what she could do to help the water’s sickness, in some small way. But she’d been unable to explain her actions in terms that anyone understood, or accepted—and her parents had institutionalized her.

Now she tried very hard to block out the troubling thoughts. That memory of being in seawater, and recollections of her earlier experiences as a child, gave her some satisfaction, and she used the pleasant thoughts as a bridge to cross into her inner realm, going deeper and deeper….


Chapter 4

Kimo awoke at dawn in his customary fashion, rising from the woven-mat bed to help his family get ready for the morning meal. He heard his parents in the other room, talking to each other in native Hawaiian. Kimo opened a small door off the kitchen and brought in dry wood from the storage shed, small pieces that he stuffed into the firebox of the old, salvaged woodstove. The cast-iron stove would have an interesting story to tell if it could talk, because it had Japanese markings on it, and might have been brought in by an immigrant family.

Wearing shorts, a tee shirt, and no shoes, he went outside to survey the fruit trees around the house.  There were papaya, mango, lime, and breadfruit trees, banana fronds, and an abundance of native flowers that the landlord had brought in from the wild, and replanted. 

The family altar, at which the family prayed to ancient Hawaiian gods, was a heavy conical piece of lava, as tall as Kimo’s waist, in front of which offerings of flowers and pieces of whitefish and fruit had been laid. The spirit world was important to his adoptive mother; she had even planted broad-leafed ki trees around the little house, to protect the family against evil spirits.

It had rained overnight, and the leaves of the plants glistened with moisture. The air was thick and humid this morning, and smelled of pungent earth, but the air was not cold, and later in the day it would be freshened by the trade winds that blew each afternoon on this eastern side of Loa’kai.

With a long stick he knocked down two ripe papayas from a tree, then grabbed a low-hanging breadfruit and a couple of limes, along with a bunch of small, greenish-yellow bananas from a frond. As he entered the kitchen with the bounty, he greeted his mother, who was lighting the woodstove. The round-faced Ealani Pohaku, though not his birth mother, had more than filled the role. A caring woman who helped local people with sacred matters, she had a perpetual smile on her tanned, creased face. On the heavy side, she wore a tattered muumuu, adorned with hibiscus flower designs.

Ealani was a kahuna pule wahine, the Hawaiian term for a woman who was skilled at traditional Polynesian prayers. There were numerous accounts of her spiritual healing, in which she performed rites to chase demons away from people, even “evicting” them from houses or small commercial buildings, and from livestock buildings. In such efforts she sometimes accompanied priests or ministers, going into homes where there had been problems. When she did this with a Christian holy man beside her, the homes received double blessings. In her part of the effort, she employed the old native ways to bless the people and their homes, driving away encroaching spirits so that people could occupy the houses and not be molested by wickedness, allowing them to sleep without worry. On other occasions she would perform rituals on her own, or with other native Hawaiian healers, depending upon what the people wanted, or how much spiritual energy they needed. In return, Ealani was paid in goods and services such as food or clothing, and in small amounts of money. 

On a regular basis, she and other kahunas (some of whom were among her many cousins in the islands) also went to the small hospital in Wanaao Town and performed healing services for the patients, pooling the kahunas’ spiritual energy for greater effect—and sometimes going to the hospital with priests and ministers as well.

 “We are both healers, you and I,” she once said to Kimo. “You in the sea, and me on the land—and both of us were born with these abilities. My power, if it can be called that, is more in the nature of influence, of chasing evil spirits away from a poor tormented person, and asking good spirits to replace them and relieve the pain. Your power, Kimo—and I can definitely use that word with you—is stronger than mine, and more like that of an ocean god, because you lay hands on a sea creature and it heals.”

“I have had failures,” Kimo said. “My record of healing is not perfect. I remember a beached dolphin that was still alive, lying on the sand at low tide. It was too heavy for me to drag back into the water, so I stood over the creature and laid my hands on it. The dolphin was breathing fitfully and looked at me. Then, sadly, it just gave up and died.”

“My record is not perfect, either, and yet, you cannot deny that we also have notable successes.”

Nodding, Kimo had mused in response, “So we’re both healers, living in the same household as mother and son—but we are not genetically related.”

“Ah, but we are related, young man. All creatures of this planet are related, and mankind needs to understand that. The horses and wild boars of the land, like the people of the land, are related to the creatures of the sea.”

Kimo had nodded, having heard that millions of years ago the ancestors of mankind may have originated in the sea—primitive life forms that eventually crawled up on the land and began to live out of the water, where they evolved into humans. The proof was not only in the remnants of gills in the human embryo or in the shape of that embryo that resembled that of a fish, or even in the chemical makeup of amniotic fluid that closely approximated seawater. The real proof lay in man’s own subconscious, the way so many people knew deep in their souls that they were like creatures who had swum in the sea long ago.

And Kimo believed it was no accident that he had been netted from the sea by Tiny Pohaku and welcomed into this family. Some greater purpose had placed him in this remarkable household, at a particular moment in history….

When Kimo was small, Ealani used to sing ancient Polynesian chants for him, and his favorite was one that told how everything on the planet—all life, land, and water—came from a primordial formation of coral. The sacred story had left indelible images in his young mind, as he envisioned the piece of coral giving birth to all water, life, and matter. It was one of the things that gave him a strong appreciation for the ocean and its creatures, because the ocean was still favored with coral in many places, while the land was not. Some of the kahunas said that the land was jealous of the sea over its beautiful coral reefs, so the creatures of the land—humans—were trying to destroy the exquisite colonies of coral by ripping pieces of them loose for souvenirs, breaking the reefs carelessly with boats and boat anchors, and contributing to the global warming that was bleaching coral colonies, killing their delicate ecosystems. 

Sometimes Ealani spoke to Kimo of gods and goddesses in a very broad sense, going beyond Polynesian traditions, and told him that he must have been watched over by a great and powerful deity when he was born in the sea and raised by swimming creatures. He believed she was right, because he remembered seeing a warm glow deep in the water right after he was born, and a sense that someone was there—or something was there—a benevolent entity that protected him and allowed him to swim without limitation in the sea, even though he was born of a human mother. As time passed, he grew closer to the entity, and visited it often.

Now, at the kitchen counter Kimo cut the fresh limes into quarters, so that the family could squeeze juice on the papayas that Ealani had already sliced and put on a serving plate. “How is he this morning?” he asked in Hawaiian, referring to Tiny Pohaku, the man who was the only real father he’d ever known. The young Hawaiian kept his voice down, so as not to be heard in the other room.

Sadness crept over the kindly features of the woman’s face, and she looked down at the dirt floor of the kitchen. Her voice was coarse and earthy. “Worse, I’m afraid. Day by day my wonderful husband slips farther away from us.”

Kimo rapped on the door of his parents’ bedroom, and entered after hearing his father’s deep-throated invitation. 

The old fisherman was sitting up in bed. A large man with facial pockmarks from a childhood illness and wisps of gray hair on his head, he had trouble getting around now, because the insidious cancer had metastasized into his organs and bones. When he did walk it was always with a cane, while someone stayed close to make certain he didn’t fall.

A weathered fishing-tackle basket, woven from lauhala leaves, sat in one corner of the room. It was one of his most prized possessions, made for him by his wife. She had also woven Tiny’s sleeping mat, and beneath that she had laid ki leaves to protect him in his time of sickness. 

“Would you like me to help you shave?” Kimo asked.

Tiny grinned. “No, I’ve decided to grow a beard. It will be thin and scraggly, I’m sure, but I’ve always wanted to grow one, and this is my chance.“ He rubbed his chin, where a few short, dark hairs were visible.

“That sounds fine, Father. How are you feeling this morning?”

“Better and better. Soon I will be out of here, running my fishing boat again and cursing at the engine. You are giving your fruit-stand income to Mother until I get back to work?”

“Of course, and she provides me with an allowance. The stand is bringing in more money than ever.”

“Is that so? Did you raise your prices?”

“A little,” Kimo admitted. “The tourists are willing to pay, so why not?”

“Yes, why not? Well, I’ll soon be out on the water to show you how to really make money.”

“I’m sure you’re right, Father. Your fishing buddies stop by to ask about you almost every day.” And this was true. They all missed Tiny’s ebullient personality, and the grand stories he liked to tell about his adventures in small boats.

Weakly, Tiny swung his legs over the side of the bed, and with Kimo’s help he walked with the cane to the outhouse, which was connected to the little house by a short, tin-roofed breezeway. Presently he came out, moving slowly, and Kimo helped him to the small screened porch on the other side of the kitchen, where he liked to sit each morning and listen to the birds. Despite the old man’s size, he seemed frail and weak to Kimo.

“I hear the birds singing for me already,” Tiny said, as he slipped into a wicker chair that afforded him a view of the garden, with its tall coconut palms, hibiscus trees thick with pink, yellow, or orange flowers, and the deep-green jungle beyond.

The small house had walls made of black-lava rock and scrap wood, and louvers in the glassless window openings that could be opened and closed for ventilation, depending upon the strength of the trade winds. The roof was metal, with numerous patches. Little more than a shack, the place was rented from one of the old Hawaiian families, and stood in a clearing on the slopes of the volcano, with a partial view of the ocean. This was a sad state for the Pohakus in comparison with the thirty acre tract the family used to own at a lower elevation—but Tiny’s grandfather had lost it more than a hundred years ago to the thieving, deceitful ways of the haoles—the white people who had taken over the islands.

Kimo had heard the disgraceful details recounted many times. Tiny was the last of the local Hawaiians who refused to give up his native-land claim against the greedy whites—over property that had originally been given to the Pohakus under the mahale law, in which King Kamehameha granted one-third of all Hawaiian lands to the indigenous people in 1848. Kimo’s ancestors had filed the proper paperwork to secure their real estate title and had paid the taxes for years, until they were wrongfully accused of not making their payments, and were cheated out of the land by a dishonest haole, Preston Ellsworth I.

Kimo was ambivalent about the issue. He was angry and outraged at the terrible injustice, to be certain, but he was also realistic in realizing that his family did not have the resources to continue the fight. His mother thought that the ongoing conflict kept her husband alive and feisty, but Kimo wasn’t so certain, fearing that the stresses had taken their toll. There was no way to prove it one way or the other, because Tiny was seventy-six now, and had lived a full life. For decades he’d been a fisherman, going out to sea in small boats and bringing back his catch to the fish markets in Wanaao Town. But he had not worked for more than two years, not since the cancer began to take its toll on him and sap him of energy.

Yet, even in his weakened state, Kimo’s father was not a man to give up a grudge easily, especially one that was so deep-rooted, and which had affected his family so adversely. For the proud old Hawaiian man, it was a matter of restoring family honor.

A light rain began to fall, and the birds grew quiet. Then, suddenly, a powerful wind bent the banana fronds and trees over, and a heavy rain poured down, creating a torrent of loud, roaring noise on the metal roof.

In only a few minutes, by the time Ealani brought out the food and set it on a small table by her husband, the rain slacked off, and the birds began to sing again.

Kimo caught a glance from her, just a quick look that his father did not notice as he took a plate of fruit and placed it on the old man’s lap. They knew that Tiny Pohaku would never go out to sea again, and he must know that himself, as well. Still, his optimism was contagious, causing Kimo to hold out a sliver of hope.


Chapter 5

Alicia thought the eastern shore of Loa’kai island was the most lovely place she’d ever seen, a paradise like no other on Earth. Having grown up near San Luis Obispo on the California coast, she had seen stunning coastal vistas, but this island in the Hawaiian archipelago was beyond anything imaginable; it was breathtaking. She had heard that the ancient Hawaiian kings used to vacation here before the Wanaao region became a town, and it was not difficult to understand why. There were flowers everywhere. It was as if God had selected the very best colors from his paint palette and spread them here in the most artful manner possible, on the land and in the water. 

Even her grandfather’s ranch-resort complex, despite its touristic aspects, captivated her, with its lush green pastures and black lava stretching to the aquamarine sea. Now, as she walked through one of the pastures with her grandfather and older brother, she watched waves crash against the coastline, shooting sprays of water high in the air and creating white, frothing foam that churned offshore. The air smelled fresh and clean, and she felt very much alive.

The three of them wore oversized hats to protect against the intensity of the tropical sun, and as she looked up at her tall, elegant grandfather she saw the stern, creased face, the square jaw, and the military sunglasses he favored. He had blotchy, mottled red skin on his forehead, stark evidence of the numerous times he had gone outside without sun cream or a hat, often to work alongside laborers on the ranch. Such lapses of skin care had ceased in the last couple of years, because doctors had removed cancerous patches of skin from his face, neck, and arms, and warned him about the danger of the sun. 

The thought of cancer in a vibrant paradise such as Wanaao Town and its surrounding countryside seemed out of place to Alicia, and yet, it was a reality. It wasn’t the only danger in this heavenly place, either. Anyone walking out in the open faced the risk of a wild boar attack, though the beasts seemed to prefer jungle thickets instead of venturing onto pasturelands. To counter the peril, her grandfather had taught her and Jeff to always carry a heavy walking stick on long walks, though she doubted if that would be enough to ward off a snorting, charging animal that had sharp tusks and weighed half a ton.

Preston Ellsworth III paused on top of a grassy mound where Portuguese ovens had been long-abandoned, a site where earlier inhabitants used to cook the bounty of fishing harvests. Constructed of blocks of black lava, the old ovens were beautiful to Alicia; even in their disrepair, they had a weathered, charming look. It was that way all over the Wanaao area, where nature had a way of making the detritus of human civilization melt back into the landscape and not detract from it—even old fences, shacks, rusted tractors, and plows. Maybe it was the strength and power of the weather that helped soften such objects and give them an aged grace and patina, the effect of the unrelenting sunshine and hard rains.

“This will all be yours someday,” the old man said, waving an arm expansively to indicate the ranchland that extended from the slopes of the dormant volcano to the sea. He removed his sunglasses, revealing intense blue eyes, with which he looked first at Alicia and then at Jeff. Presently he said, with a small smile, “You’ll get all of my other business operations, too. I can’t live forever, no matter how much I’d like to.”

“Don’t talk that way, Grandfather,” Alicia said. “You need to think about living, not dying.”

“That’s right,” Jeff said. “Think about life, Grandfather.”

Alicia’s older brother was stocky, with short blond hair, cut stylishly. He wore a blue and white Hawaiian shirt with a designer label, and favored expensive jewelry, such as the gold watch he had on now, and the gold chain around his neck.

As a helicopter tour pilot for the hotel, Jeff took guests out over the lovely waterfalls, jungle valleys, and other vistas of the island, and provided them with information about the area. The craft was amphibious, and could be landed on the water for combination air and scuba-diving excursions. Having learned his flying skills in the military, he was a good pilot and the quality of his work seemed passable to Alicia—except for his tendency to strut around the hotel grounds and give commands to the help with his feisty, officious personality, which did not endear them to him.

Jeff’s comment had been disingenuous, and this was obvious to her, because she knew her brother well, having heard him complain to her that he wished he had his inheritance now, so that he could sell the land and businesses, get his share of the money, and leave Hawaii forever. She wondered if her grandfather knew how Jeff really felt about him or Hawaii, but she did not consider it her place to inform him. The old man was sharp, and probably knew anyway. There had been indications that he did know, and now he scowled at Jeff.

As Alicia looked inside one of the Portuguese ovens, she noticed a piece of rusted, badly deteriorated metal on the ground. It was difficult to say what the object had once been, but she thought it might have been left there fairly recently, in the past ten years or so. Metal objects were particularly susceptible to weathering in the Wanaao area; they rusted quickly in the salty air, so that anyone trying to operate machinery had to take extra precautions to protect it and keep it running.

In this regard it was much worse outside, but even inside houses and other buildings, care had to be taken to preserve metal objects, lest they decay in the corrosive air and become useless. Wealthy people had atmospheric-controlled rooms for such purposes, and constantly maintained and garaged their machines. Poor people did the best they could, avoiding the use of metal as much as possible and doing things in the old fashioned ways of their ancestors.

Ideally, machines should not even be allowed in this paradise. It was a place for natural things, for enhancing life and making it more meaningful. She felt the strong presence of spirits on this side of the island, but not in a bad way. 

Finally she met the gaze of her grandfather and said, “It is incredibly beautiful here, isn’t it?”


Chapter 6

Emerging from a light sleep, Kimo heard strange sounds, spread across his awareness without a discernible source. He assumed they were the remnants of a dream, and as if confirming this, the sounds began to fade away whenever he focused on them. He turned over on his bed mat. Something troubled him, and he found himself unable to return to sleep, no matter how tired he was from a busy day at the roadside fruit stand.

Now as he lay awake, Kimo smelled mustiness in the air. Sometimes the drainage ditch around the little house failed and rainwater ran onto the dirt interior floors. The ditch might have leaves or other debris plugging it up, inhibiting the flow of water into a nearby gully. He would deal with it in the morning.

But something else had his attention, and would not go away. Gradually the strange sounds returned, growing louder until they were an unpleasant wailing in his ears. He thought it was a combined noise, a blend from many sources. It reached a crescendo just as he sat up and swung his feet onto a palm fiber carpet. He slipped on his sandals and a pair of shorts.   

The sea, he thought. Sea creatures are calling to me! 

This had never happened to him in this way, but he realized that the sounds were very similar to those he’d heard from injured fish and other marine animals, though he’d only noticed such noises previously when he’d been in the water.

For days, Kimo had not been swimming because he’d been busy at the fruit stand, completing repairs after a palm tree fell and damaged half of the original open-wall structure. With only a young native man, Billie Hama, to help, he’d been rebuilding the stand while keeping the business open, selling fruit and locally-produced bottles of juice to tourists.

Now he slipped outside into the coolness of the moonlit night, closing the door softly behind him. Still hearing the disturbing sounds, he hurried along a jungle trail that sloped downward and makai—toward the ocean. Visibility was good with a full moon, as if God was shining a light on the jungle path to show him the way. The closer Kimo got to the water, the louder and more disquieting the sounds became.

He traversed a short, rocky path down to the sandy beach. There, the sounds were quite loud, and the illuminated water looked stormy, with waves slapping the beach and the water roiling, though he felt no wind.

Just offshore, Kimo saw the forms of marine creatures poking above the waves—the heads and backs of fish, seals, and turtles, as well as the fins of sharks, and huge manta rays that looked like stealth aircraft, along with numerous small, glowing fish that had come up from the depths, where they used their illumination to lure prey. The creatures were thick in the water—some iridescent, others sparkling colors in the moonlight, and all in turmoil. He sensed their pain, heard it in their distress cries—plaintive beeps, vibrations, groans, and croaking signals. Worried, Kimo waded into the water and dove in. The tropical sea was warmer than the night air.

He swam underwater, remaining just beneath the moon-silvered surface. The creatures of the sea closed in around him, with some of the smaller species nearest, shaping themselves around his body and gliding through the water with him. He sensed their extreme agitation. The sounds they made permeated his brain, and saddened him deeply. On occasion in the past he had been able to heal the physical wounds of aquatic animals, but that did not seem possible for this particular matter. He felt incapable of doing anything for their grievous mental and emotional wounds, didn’t know what was causing all of their discomfort.

For longer than a man should be able to swim underwater without equipment, Kimo remained submerged, his gills transferring oxygen from dissolved seawater into this bloodstream. Gradually he sensed the creatures growing calmer around him. He wished he knew why they were agitated, and what they expected him to do for them. He couldn’t remain in the water with them forever; he had obligations to his family, a life to lead on the land.

The moon was still bright when he emerged from the water and waded ashore. His thoughts whirling in confusion and frustration, Kimo sat on the beach and gazed out upon the sparkling water. The marine animals remained out there thick in the waves, still making anguished, though diminished, noises. They seemed a little better, but only a little, and certainly not enough….

Following his birth in the sea, Kimo’s earliest memories were of being underwater and seeing small and large fish all around him, in bright, shimmering hues. He was a baby swimming beneath the surface in the midst of fish. As time passed, and the fish remained in the tropical sea with him, they made him one of their own, making him feel as if he were a member of every school of fish in the ocean.

Sometimes the water would glow warm red all around Kimo, whereupon he would sense another presence, sacred and omnipresent, the deity who guided all marine life forms in the sea. From his first moments of awareness he had sensed the mysterious entity protecting him, sheltering him in that warm illumination that came from the depths of the water. One day, a school of flat blue fish had guided the swimming baby down very deep, to a mysterious realm of tunnels and passageways on the bottom. There he’d found that the deity had no visible physical form, yet glowed ruby red like an underwater sun—an ethereal presence instead of a corporal entity.

Somehow, he’d discerned that it was female—and a name had surfaced in his awareness, along with her identity: Moanna, the Goddess of the Sea.

Gradually, he’d found that he could communicate with her underwater, as they transmitted thoughts back and forth while he was in the ocean, and most effectively when he was near her. One day as she pulsed red, brightening and dimming, she told him it was a molecular connection that they had with one another through the waters of the sea. Sometimes they talked across the linkage for long periods of time, and she provided him with important information and advice, mentoring him, guiding him as she did other sea creatures. 

Kimo grew to become a small child, and one morning a fisherman caught him in a net and pulled him out of the water. Looking at the naked boy closely, the man was surprised to discover almost indiscernible gills behind his ears, and for a while, the baby gasped for air. Concerned, he put the child back in the water, keeping him in the net so that he could not get away. Gradually, the breathing became regular again. Then, as the fisherman repeated the procedure, in and out of the water, he saw that the boy adapted quickly, so that he could be in the water or out of it, in either case without noticeable discomfort.

The fisherman, a native Hawaiian named Tiny Pohaku, took the boy home with him, and he and his wife named him Kimo, keeping the secret of his origin and his special ability. They raised him as their own, along with an older step-sister, Neha, who was part of their pact of secrecy. She eventually married an architect and moved away to the mainland, while swearing that she would never even tell her husband about her adoptive brother’s unusual background….

Now on the moonlit beach, Kimo sensed the presence of the Sea Goddess again, even though he was not in the water. In recent weeks, he had gone down to the depths to visit her several times, to see if she had figured out what was troubling the fish and other sea animals, and to ask if there was anything she could do.

Initially, despite her broad powers and great wisdom, Moanna had said she’d been unable to determine why the ocean’s inhabitants were behaving so strangely in the vicinity of the Hawaiian islands, or what could be done about it. But the last time he’d visited her, she’d said in her murmuring voice, “You have described fish and whales acting sluggish, agitated, and disorientated, and you’ve noticed changes in their reproductive habits.”

“Yes, that’s right,” he’d said.

“There is the possibility of a virus, but with so many species affected, it may instead have something to do with pollution caused by humans. Maybe someone dumped barrels of highly toxic chemicals in the water near Loa’kai island, and they’re leaking, damaging zooplankton, phytoplankton, and the entire food chain around there. Depending upon what the cause is, and the severity of the damage, there could even be genetic damage to certain species.”

“But zooplankton and phytoplankton are less abundant in tropical waters than in colder ones.”

“Even so, they’re dispersed worldwide, and they are in the Hawaiian islands. Maybe the toxins have affected crustaceans or shellfish, or the worms on the seabed, or krill, or some other portion of the food chain, and the fish and whales are impacted when they eat these things.”

“Food poisoning, then?”

“Hard to say, but it’s a good bet that human carelessness is involved in some way. It could be oil spills, or climate change, worsened by greenhouse gas emissions, or the reckless testing of explosives by the Navy in tropical waters, and their low-frequency, sub-hunting sonar that has been implicated in the deaths of whales, dolphins, and porpoises from brain hemorrhages.”

Her conjectures had made a lot of sense to him, but she’d provided no proof.

“Perhaps there is something you could do yourself,” she’d said to him afterward. “Do you remember asking me if you are the only human with superior underwater skills, and your other special attributes?”

“Yes. It’s always seemed odd to me that I am the only one. I love the gift you’ve given me, my enhanced life and my special relationship to the sea. But it would be nice if there were others like me.”

He’d mentioned this to her numerous times before, like a child pleading for playmates, and a few days ago, for the first time, she’d actually given him an answer: “Soon there will be others like you, Kimo … And it is your destiny to lead them.”

In response he’d asked her for more information, but she’d said only, “They will come to you, at the proper time, and not before that.” Sometimes, Moanna had a way of saying things with a finality that invited no further comments or questions from him. He’d always cared for her deeply, but had never stopped being intimidated by her, and occasionally irritated.

It was frustrating to Kimo, wanting so much to aid the ocean in a meaningful way, beyond healing one injured animal at a time on a random basis, whenever he ran across one that needed him. But the Sea Goddess had always put up barriers to his learning, keeping things from him until she thought he was ready to learn them. It had been that way with his ability to heal sea creatures; he had had not discovered he could do that until around five years ago. There were other things that had been coming to him gradually as well, such an ability he’d discovered in the last few months that he could summon small creatures called jetfish and amalgamate them into large underwater pods with oxygen-rich enclosures, pods that were capable of transporting passengers at high speeds. He’d ridden inside these pods himself, covering long distances across the ocean in surprisingly little time. He could also amalgamate another species of larger creatures, bubblefish, so that passengers could be accommodated in their enclosures as well—but for a different type of journey, going down to the depths of the sea where Moanna resided. 

He’d learned these things when she told him about them, or when he discovered them on his own, all the while wondering what purpose they served, and what more he might discover about himself later. Maybe the jetfish and bubblefish conveyances had something to do with the additional people who would become hybrids like himself (or who already were like him), but he didn’t know how it all fit together….

Kimo went back in the moonlit water now, and immersed himself in the shallows, where animals swam near him, some of them calling out to him in varying pitches. Almost instantly, he heard a murmuring in his mind, very low at first, then louder and more clear, so that he could make out what Moanna was saying to him.

Kimo, you were born for a purpose. You must discover your true self, and fulfill your great destiny.

Perplexed and deeply troubled, Kimo used the molecular communication link to ask Moanna for more information, but his words vanished into the vastness of the ocean, and he heard nothing in response. Finally, filled with uncertainty, he waded out of the water and trudged back up the trail.


Chapter 7

Olamai Beach was a swimming and sunbathing area, reserved for hotel guests who stayed at Preston Ellsworth’s sprawling ranch-resort complex. Alicia, like other members of the staff, had permission to come here on her free time. Today she was surprised by how many swimmers and sunbathers were out, because Mondays were usually slow, after the weekend guests went home. Then she remembered hearing that there were more longer-term visitors at the resort than usual, because of overlapping conventions.

Like the guests, she had a beach umbrella, lounge chair, and large towel, all bearing the stylized “E” logo of the Ellsworth Ranch. She also had her California surfboard with her, hoping to catch some good waves. It was late morning.

For a while, she hesitated going into the water due to the number of people out there, so she jammed her ten-foot board upright in the sand and sat under the umbrella, reading a book about ancient Hawaiian royalty, and the koa-wood canoes they used to ride between the islands. Because of that history, koa was considered to be a sacred wood by the Hawaiians. It was rare, and expensive.

The beach was white sand (from bits of dead, bleached coral that had washed ashore), with black, lava-rock promontories towering on two sides of the picturesque, protected area. The week before, she’d seen a cow where it didn’t belong high atop one of the promontories, and she’d watched with interest as ranch hands rescued the animal and then repaired the broken fencing that had allowed it to get through. Sometimes cows and horses stumbled off the bluffs onto the rocks and were killed by the fall, drowned if they went over at high tide. It was an ongoing problem that caused her grandfather to pay special attention to fence maintenance, but on a property as large as his there were bound to be lapses.

After reading a chapter, Alicia studied the gently rolling waves, noting that the water was not active enough for surfing, not the way it had churned several days ago when she’d ridden her board for hours. Now, leaving her board upright in the sand, she put on fins, a snorkel, and a mask, and waded out in the midst of the crowd of swimmers and waders. Then, keeping her head above water, she used the fins to paddle out to the buoys that designated where netting protected the area from sharks, a section where she had noticed a lesser number of swimmers. There was a risk of being caught in an undertow out here that could carry her over the top of the netting, but she was a good swimmer and wasn’t afraid of sharks. Besides, she knew the lifeguards had fast boats, and they were very competent. Finally she pulled on her mask and put her head underwater. 

Despite the large number of people in the water, bright fish were abundant beneath the surface, including rainbow-hued coris as well as yellow and black kihi-kihi. Though she was not an ichthyologist, she’d heard that kihi-kihi were actually a reef species, so she wondered why they were here. She wasn’t complaining, though; they were especially beautiful, darting this way and that, in small schools.

Then she saw something large and hazy ahead, coming from the deep sea beyond the underwater netting, a swath that began to break apart as it continued to approach. It was a school of jellyfish, she realized, and it kept coming, even slipping through the netting. 

Alarmed, Alicia turned and swam on the surface toward shore, but she wasn’t fast enough. Quickly, the large, bell-shaped creatures were swarming all around her, stinging her skin. She found herself in the midst of thrashing swimmers, panicked and screaming, and heard an alarm siren that had been activated by the lifeguards.

Somebody ran into her and hit her hard on the back of the head—causing a sharp pain that made her stop swimming and try to tread water instead. She felt woozy, swallowed water, and struggled to swim again. How deep was it here? She had lost track, wasn’t even sure where the beach was anymore.

Abruptly, she felt a strong arm around her waist, and someone pulling her through the water. A native man with dark skin and tattoos, she realized. The jellyfish finally stopped swarming her as her rescuer got her to the shallows, where she could walk again. Her skin was on fire from the stinging attacks, and she felt short of breath.

The air was full of screams and crying, and the alarm siren continued to wail. She’d never heard that awful sound before, in the ten months she’d lived in Hawaii.

As she reached the sandy beach and struggled to breathe normally, the muscular young man let her go. She looked at him appreciatively, and said, “Thank you. I felt like I was going to pass out.” He appeared to be around twenty-two years old, had brown, sensitive eyes, and a kindly, oval face. His hair was coarse and black, cut short. But the most striking thing about him were his numerous tattoos of creatures of the sea. She liked all of them, thought they were well done and quite beautiful.

“You’ve been stung,” he said, looking at the red spots and veins on her arms and legs, “and so have a lot of other people.” He glanced around, then back toward the road, where an ambulance was arriving, and medics were jumping out. She heard other emergency sirens in the distance, felt her own breathing improve.

He rushed back into the water and helped other people reach the beach, then gazed toward the deeper areas, apparently looking for more people to rescue. The lifeguards were out there with two boats now.

The Hawaiian man returned to Alicia, and said, “I’ve never seen jellyfish act that way. They were so aggressive, stinging everyone. I’ll stay with you until I’m sure you’re okay.”

She looked at him closely, saw no injuries. But her own arms and legs were covered with red marks, and she continued to feel a burning sensation on her skin, though the pain seemed to be diminishing. She had caught her breath now.

“I’ve never been stung by a jellyfish before,” she said. “Is it serious?”

He looked at her intently. “Can be. How’s your breathing?”

“All right now, I think.” She felt anxiety, but noticed to her relief that her red marks were fading quickly, and she was feeling better. Gradually, she heard the sounds of anguish diminishing around her, as others experienced the same rapid recovery. She heard them talking about it.

Now doctors and other medical personnel were making their way through the throng on the beach, moving quickly from person to person to assess the injuries. Even people who had been hysterical only a few minutes ago were much calmer now.

A doctor with Asian features stopped to look at Alicia, and recognized the young man with her. “Hello, Kimo,” the doctor said. “What are you doing around here?”

“I was on one of my long swims along the shore when I saw trouble here, so I came in to see if I could help. I wasn’t stung, but this young lady was.”

“My red marks are almost gone,” she said, “and the burning, too.”

“Remarkable,” the doctor said, looking at her arms and legs. He scratched his head, turned to Kimo and asked, “Is it true what I’m hearing, that those were box jellyfish? Sea wasps?”

The tattooed Hawaiian man nodded, then explained to Alicia, “Each of those jellyfish packs enough poison to kill fifty people. Somehow, they must have dialed back their toxins.”

“I’ve never heard of that species being around here,” the doctor said. “Normally they’re confined to Australian waters. Hundreds of camouflaged stonefish were spotted, too, a carpet of them on the sandy seabed. They’re also animals that normally inhabit the waters around Australia, as well as the Indian Ocean. The other strange thing is, stonefish don’t usually venture into sandy areas such as this beach, because it’s harder for them to conceal themselves, even with their remarkable camouflage abilities. They prefer rocky areas, or coral reefs, where they can blend in better. And, to make it even more perplexing, several adults and children stepped on the stonefish and cried out in pain from the needle-like spines, but all of the victims are better already.”

“Wow, stonefish can be deadly, too,” Kimo said.

“The most toxic fish on the planet,” the doctor said. “They have sharp spines full of venom. What do you suppose caused all this, and why did the jellyfish and stonefish not use the full power of their poisons?”

“I can’t answer any of that,” Kimo said.

The doctor continued to check other people, all of whom appeared to be fine, as far as Alicia could tell, but many were still upset. Looking around, she didn’t see very many red marks on them, except for the people with obvious sunburns. Her own sting marks were completely gone now, and she felt a lot better. No one was going back in the water.

“Nice to meet you, Kimo,” she said to the young Hawaiian, who remained by her. “I’m Alicia Ellsworth.”

The expression on his handsome face shifted suddenly, into a dark scowl. “Ellsworth? You’re related to the owner of this property?”

“He’s my grandfather.”

“Then I’m sorry to tell you, we can’t be friends. I’m Kimo Pohaku.”

His family name meant nothing to her, and she looked at him blankly.

He said nothing more and walked away abruptly, making his way up the gentle slope of the beach toward the road. He looked back once, but continued on his way.


Chapter 8

By the time Alicia returned to the ranch hotel, the staff was abuzz from the beach attack. In the open-air lobby, filled with lush plants and colorful flowers, one of the hotel musicians, Uki Mikaho, said her grandfather wanted to see her right away. 

The dark-skinned man looked at her with concern, and walked alongside her. They passed a sign with a pen-and-ink drawing of a volcano and a strict warning that guests should not take lava rocks off the islands, because of the superstition that this would cause the volcano goddess Madam Pele to bring revenge upon them and their families. Alicia, with artistic talent, had drawn the sign according to her grandfather’s specifications.

Uki asked, in broken English, “You all right? Jellyfish no sting bad?”

“I’m fine, thank you.” Alicia smiled, and hurried on her way. Uki was one of the nicest employees of the hotel, an excellent guitar player and singer, and a favorite of the staff and the guests. 

Foregoing a shower and a change of clothing, she hurried through a flower-draped portico. The door to her grandfather’s office was open, and inside the large, expensively appointed room she found her blond, stocky brother already there, sitting on a side couch with the elderly patriarch of the Ellsworth family.

The old man motioned her over, and she sat in a chair that was part of a conversation circle around a coffee table. Cold, non-alcoholic drinks in tall glasses were already there and she selected one, a frosty glass of tropical fruit punch. Her grandfather, an avowed teetotaler, never consumed alcohol himself, and expected the same of his employees, though the hotel did serve wine, beer, and liquor to guests. He was tall and slender, with a patrician nose and light blue, penetrating eyes. Despite his advanced age, he had a full head of thick gray hair, combed straight back. She noticed his characteristic aviator sunglasses sitting on a table beside him.

“I hear you had quite a time this morning,” he said.

“Box jellyfish and stonefish were at Olamai,” Alicia said. “They’re supposed to be deadly, but no one died, and our wounds were only minor. Mine have healed already.” She narrowed her gaze. “I wonder if it could be part of something larger—linked to training problems we’re having with dolphins and porpoises at the aquatic park. One of the handlers thinks it could be a virus, affecting sea creatures.”

Preston Ellsworth III scratched his head. “It is peculiar, most peculiar.” He waited while a female servant brought a tray of sandwiches and set it on the table, a pretty young woman named Mina who was also one of the Hawaiian dancers in the troupe of locals who put on shows for tourists in the hotel lobby. She smiled and left, closing the door behind her.

“Who told you they were box jellyfish and stonefish?” Grandfather asked.

Alicia hesitated, and for several moments looked out a window at the golf course and the carts that were rolling along a side road. “Several people said it, and they seemed to know. One of them told me his name was Kimo … Kimo Pohaku.”

Rage stormed across the creased face. “Pohaku? A Pohaku was on my land, on my beach?”

“He saved me, Grandfather. Almost everyone in the water was panicking, and I was hit on the head. He got me out of the water, said he had been swimming beyond the shark net when he saw the commotion and came to help.”

“Stay away from that crazy family.”

“He acted upset when he found out who I was.”

Her grandfather cursed under his breath, but some of the expletives got out. He took several deep breaths, and said, “More than a century ago, my great-great grandfather purchased hundreds of native Hawaiian land parcels, and put them together to form this ranch. After seeing what a commercial success he and his sons were making of the cattle business here, and the hotel, a number of the Hawaiian families tried to reverse the deals and get their land back. The Ellsworths fought them in court and won, but some of the troublemakers didn’t give up for a long time, and charged that there had been fraudulent land transfers. It wasn’t true, of course, but Kimo’s father has proved to be the most stubborn of them all; he’s vowed to never give up the fight, and has been fomenting trouble for years, making unfounded charges against our family.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” Alicia said, surprised that she hadn’t heard anything about it before. “Kimo did seem nice, though—until he found out my name.”

 “He’s as nutty as his father,” Jeff said. “People say he spends more time in the sea than on the land. Kimo Pohaku is always in the water; he’s been seen swimming with fish and turtles around him, and he talks to them.”

“That doesn’t sound nutty to me,” Alicia insisted. “It sounds wonderful.”

 Preston Ellsworth scowled. “His crazy father has been trying to ruin my reputation around Wanaao Town for years. The bastard is tenacious, keeps finding free legal help and filing frivolous legal actions. Eight years ago I sued Tiny Pohaku for slander and won, but he doesn’t have a nickel to his name, lives in a rented shack and his only source of income now is from his son, who sells fruit on the Wanaao Road. I hear the old man is very ill, and some people in town are even saying he got that way over the stress of his family losing their land. Preposterous! Those Pohakus are all insane. Even his wife is wacko, some kind of oddball native healer who goes into houses to rid them of evil spirits.”

“Who’s renting to the Pohakus?” Jeff asked, sitting forward. His face was even redder than usual.

“That’s the spirit, boy! Find out who’s helping them and get them thrown out, right?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Forget it. I already tried, and it only made me look worse in the eyes of the townspeople. It’s better to just let my lawyers deal with his nuisance claims; they have my power of attorney for such matters, and I don’t have to hear the details.”

“I’m sorry to upset you by telling you what his son did,” Alicia said, “but I didn’t know.”

“That’s all right, but stay away from Kimo Pohaku.”

“I don’t think that will be a problem,” she said. “Obviously he hates us.”

“Good.”

The old man thought for several moments, then said, “I’m very disturbed about what happened at Olamai Beach, because that kind of thing will frighten guests away. It’s a very serious matter, so I called this family meeting to obtain your opinions. How do you think we should handle it?”

“It must have been a freak occurrence,” Jeff said. “It won’t happen again.”

“But what if it does?” He looked at both of them with his intense blue-eyed gaze. “Any suggestions?”

Alicia recognized what the old man was doing; he’d done it before, pitting them against each other in a competition to see who could come up with the best idea. She didn’t want to play the game this time, and just sat silently for several moments, giving her brother the opportunity to speak first. She would let him look good in their grandfather’s eyes, if it was so important to him. She saw a look of desperation and determination on Jeff’s face; his thoughts were churning.

Finally he said, “Publicize that it was a freak occurrence, and to play it safe, find out how the jellyfish got through the shark netting. It sounds like a different kind of netting might be needed.”

“Small jellyfish could probably get through any netting,” Grandfather said.

“We should find out,” Jeff said.

“What else?” He looked at Alicia, waited.

She did have an idea, and when her brother failed to suggest it, she said, “I think we should bring in an expert on sea life, an ichthyologist.” She doubted if Jeff knew what the word meant.

“I know an oceanographer in Honolulu,” the old man said, nodding. “I can reach her through an old naval school classmate.”

		

Governor Heinz Churchill heard the buzzer on his desk, followed by his secretary’s voice. “I have Mr. Ellsworth on the line, sir. He sounds upset.”

A retired admiral who was now the Governor of Hawaii, the bespectacled man was exceedingly busy, but he had an informal pact with his classmates from Annapolis, wherever they were—and to the extent possible they kept each other on a priority list.

“Preston?” Governor Churchill said, into a desk microphone. “I can only talk to you for a few minutes, before I leave for a staff meeting.”

“About the naval exercises west of the islands? I hear you’re still keeping your oars in the water.”

Adjusting his eyeglasses, Admiral Churchill said, “Not so much these days, though I do prefer my old office here at Pearl Harbor to the governor’s office downtown. What can I do for you?”

“I need a favor, Heinz.”

“What is it?”

The Governor listened while Preston Ellsworth described the jellyfish and stonefish attacks at Olamai Beach, and the other unusual events that had been occurring with sea life.

“That all sounds very strange.”

“I know that,” Preston said. “Can you get your wife to come out and investigate?” He was referring to Fuji Namoto, who ran the Tamoa Oceanography Institute in Honolulu. She’d kept her maiden name, despite being the first lady of the state.

Later that day, following an exchange of e-mail messages among the Governor, Ellsworth, and Namoto, she agreed to visit Wanaao Town in two days. It seems that she had already been alerted to the situation by the U.S. Navy, with whom she often worked as a consultant.


Chapter 9

In the waning light of dusk, a helicopter flew over one of Loa’kai’s lush jungle valleys, with steep, deep-green hillsides on either side, and waterfall ribbons emptying into a winding creek bed that flowed down the mountain to the sea. Although the sky was clear now, it had rained heavily earlier in the day, and water was still running off the hillsides.

The aircraft, owned by the Ellsworth Ranch, had no side windows or doors, allowing tourists to take the clearest possible photographs of the scenery. The tour-guide pilot had no passengers aboard now, no one strapped into the seat beside him or in the rear seats. He wore no seatbelt when he flew alone because he liked the feeling that if he made the slightest mistake, if he let go of the controls and leaned the ‘copter the wrong way, he could tumble out.

That would solve a lot of his problems. But Jeff Ellsworth wasn’t ready for that, not yet, though there were days when he felt dejected, and needed an extra dose of his anti-depressant medication.

Beside him, the front passenger seat had been folded back, so that he had space on the floor beside him for the cargo of illegal drugs he was about to pick up. This was the newest of two helicopters operated by the ranch, both of which could set down on the land or on the sea. The other craft had a history of mechanical problems that had supposedly been taken care of by the ranch mechanic, but little things kept cropping up, so Jeff tried to avoid using that ‘copter whenever he could, letting an older tour guide take it out while Jeff used his pull as an Ellsworth to get the better one for his own use.

Because of his extracurricular activities, Jeff had an important reason for this. The older craft had a ranch sign painted on both sides, but this newer aircraft had an electronic sign system above the cabin that could show ELLSWORTH RANCH TOURS on each side, but for what he had in mind he didn’t want to advertise who he was. Now he flipped off the sign system, leaving only the FAA markings painted on the fuselage. He’d rather not have those visible, either, but had not been able to figure out how to temporarily conceal them—and had not felt comfortable making a permanent alteration, because it might be noticed by someone, especially the mechanic, or the other tour pilot.

Today he selected a route on which he normally took tourists, flying over a picturesque backcountry region that was still essentially natural in its appearance, a part of the island that was hardly touched by human hands. Sculpted by what he called “God’s tools” of wind, rain, and sun over hundreds of thousands of years, this area was verdant and beautiful but was by no means as “natural” as some people believed. In fact, a number of the tree species below had not even originated in the Hawaiian Islands. 

Many plants had been brought in from other regions of the Pacific—sometimes as seeds carried by birds, or trees that floated in with storms, or plants brought in by Polynesians centuries ago when they settled here, such as coconut palms, breadfruit trees, sugar cane, and bananas. Even more foreign species were brought in by Americans, Europeans, and Asians when they arrived with their own broad spectrum of changes. On tours Jeff liked to list flower species that were not native to Hawaii at all, such as the plumerias in the leis his passengers were wearing, as well as the spectacular torch ginger, and heliconia. On one occasion, this caused a woman from the state of Georgia to toss her lei overboard—which resulted in his admonishment to her that it was illegal to throw anything out of the helicopter, even though he didn’t care, himself.

No land mammals, amphibians, or reptiles were native to Hawaii, with the exception of the hoary bat. Pigs and other mammals had been brought in by Polynesian settlers, and what they didn’t bring in, other immigrants did, including cats, dogs, rats, chickens, and cattle. As just one example of the foolishness of immigrants, when they found that Loa’kai was overrun by rats, they brought in mongooses from India, which were successful in getting rid of almost all of the rats, along with some snakes that found their way onto the island. When those food sources diminished, however, the mongooses turned to eating chickens and other small animals (along with chicken eggs), and became pests themselves, because they had no natural predators to keep them under control. Finally it was discovered that certain species of domestic cats did hunt down and kill the mongooses, but that resulted in the island being overrun by feral cats—a condition that remained to this day.

Jeff liked to tell such stories to tourists to surprise and intrigue them, and considered himself a knowledgeable tour guide. He’d done his research, and had always been a quick learner. Gradually, though, he’d grown bored and irritated with the job and the turnover of passengers, and began telling them whatever he felt like, claiming that famous movie stars lived in certain houses, or that a battle of ancient Hawaiians had occurred in a particular place, when in fact none of that was true at all. He just liked to see how gullible the tourists were, and some of them were really dumb.

Half an hour ago, he’d flown his last daily load of tourists back to the ranch. Those five women from Philadelphia were probably in the hotel lobby now, filling their plump bellies with food from the sumptuous luau buffet that his grandfather put on three times a week. Now Jeff was using the solo flying privileges granted to him by the old man, which supposedly relaxed him and allowed him to wind down, an escape from the rigors of dealing with demanding passengers—but he really had other reasons. He took these private flights at least once a week.

As soon as possible he wanted to get away from this job that had become an anchor holding him down. If only his grandfather would die and pass the ranch and other businesses on to him and Alicia in his will. Jeff had no interest in continuing to operate those enterprises, so he intended to sell his share and do whatever he pleased with his life afterward. There were other things he wanted to do, bigger fortunes to be had.

Though he still had drug-dealer connections in California, Jeff had no plans to return there and get involved in the west-coast narcotics trade. Whatever he did, it would be here in the Hawaiian Islands. The beauty amazed him each morning when he awoke and looked out the window, or went outside. He liked the native Hawaiians, too, and there were more beautiful women here than he’d ever seen anywhere else, even on California’s surfing beaches. Yes, he would remain in this tropical paradise, maybe continuing in the drug business and maybe not.

While biding his time, waiting for his grandfather to pass on, he’d been using a connection with the biggest drug lord in the Hawaiian Islands, Pauly Tahina, who purchased supplies from the U.S. mainland and the Philippines, and assumed the risks of long-range transport and customs inspections. Here in the Hawaiian Islands illegal pot-growing operations existed, but were run mostly by backcountry hippies for their own consumption, and for passing on to their circle of friends. Neither Jeff nor Pauly wanted to consort with such unprofessional people, considering them unreliable and untrustworthy.

Extra careful, Jeff had his own distribution network of discreet native Hawaiians who sold drugs to tourists on Loa’kai. He was making a lot of money on the side, but he needed to, because of his lavish lifestyle. Whenever possible, he went to the more developed side of the island and enjoyed the night life, taking women out for expensive dinners and the best wine, and to the most exclusive clubs. Secretly, he owned a large oceanfront condominium there and a $600,000 Ferrari, and he was making payments on them out of his drug earnings. With Pauly’s permission, he’d put the condo and sports car in the drug lord’s name, because Jeff didn’t want his grandfather to know he had a significant source of outside income—and if it ever got back to the old man that he was seen in the car or the condo, he could just say a friend was loaning them to him.

The condominium had a spectacular view of the water and of two volcanoes on the Big Island (Mauna Loa and Mauna Kea), across the straight from Loa’kai. This month, a wealthy friend of Pauly’s was staying in the place, and he had access to the Ferrari as well, so Pauly was making the payments during that time, and giving Jeff a bonus. Jeff didn’t particularly like the arrangement, but when Pauly asked for a “favor” (as he did this time) it was more in the nature of a demand. He was not the sort of person to argue with, and Jeff didn’t make a practice of it.

Another concern: Jeff was not especially good at managing his money, and he had received a personal loan of $750,000 from Pauly—who was gradually getting his loan paid back out of the deals they continued to do together. He was also refusing to loan Jeff any more until it was all paid back.

As much income as Jeff made, he never seemed to have enough. But one day all such concerns would be gone, when his grandfather was out of the way. The old man was filthy rich, and Jeff could only imagine what his balance sheet must look like.

He sighed. If he thought he could get away with it, he would take his grandfather up in the air and dump him into the ocean—but every scenario he’d come up with had so many flaws that he was too nervous to try one.

Now the ‘copter flew over the seashore at the end of the valley, the muliwai where the creek flowed into the sea, and then headed out over the sparkling ocean. In the distance Jeff saw the fishing boat that he was going to rendezvous with, waiting for him just far enough offshore that no one on the land would see what they were doing.

Presently he was hovering above the boat (though he could have landed on the pontoons), and he saw two crewmen waving to him from the deck. Touching a toggle, Jeff lowered the basket on its winch-line, and watched while the men tossed a bundle of marijuana into it. This was supposed to be an especially high-grade of weed grown in northern California—on marijuana farms hidden in the deep woods. Whenever the feds found one operation there, ten more popped up to take its place, and anyone captured running the operation was only an underling who didn’t know who his superiors were up the distribution chain. 

Jeff watched as a second, smaller parcel was loaded into the basket, and everything was secured. This parcel was supposed to be pure cocaine.

He brought the load up and dumped the basket onto the floor beside him. Keeping the aircraft controls on an automatic setting, he used a knife to slit open both parcels, and tasted the contents. It was all high-quality stuff; he had not expected otherwise, and had never had any problems with this supplier.

He tossed a waterproof bag of cash down on the boat’s deck, watched one of the crewmen catch it and wave.

Jeff kept the aircraft in place for a couple of minutes more, while he used strong tape to re-seal the bags, so that he could drop them in the jungle and retrieve them later from the ground.

With another purchase completed, Jeff banked the helicopter and headed back for the island of Loa’kai.

		

At dinner that evening in the hotel cafeteria, Alicia heard that ranch hands had just discovered the bodies of eighteen baby porpoises at Ha’ini Beach, one of the smaller beaches on the Ellsworth Ranch, and near the bodies were large chunks of dead coral.

She wondered what possible connection there could be between these grim discoveries and the poisonous fish attacks at Olamai Beach. She mentioned this to Johnny Lisboa, who sat at an adjacent table, eating a bowl of Portuguese soup, a thick, rich broth of wild boar meat, beans, and vegetables.

One of the handlers who worked with dolphins and porpoises at the aquatic park, the slender man said, “The most ominous, perhaps, is the dead coral, because of all the organisms that live in coral reef ecosystems. Entire food chains depend on those ecosystems, ultimately affecting many creatures of the sea, including jellyfish and porpoises. In one way of looking at it, the ocean is a single life form.”

Another handler joined the conversation, a brunette woman that Alicia didn’t know well. The woman mentioned what Alicia had already seen, that the handlers were having trouble with dolphins and porpoises at the aquatic park, who were resistant to performing their customary tricks in front of audiences.

“I think it’s all related,” Lisboa said, “and the common factor is the sea. The aquatic-park pools are seawater. It’s as if a sickness is affecting this region. Maybe a lethal virus in the food chain or even in the water itself, I don’t know. I’ve never seen anything like it.”

“Nor have I,” the woman said.

Alicia ate the rest of her meal slowly, listening to the conversation, the confusion, and the lack of answers. The strange events seemed to be tied together; everyone agreed on that. But no one knew why they were happening.


Chapter 10

The morning after the jellyfish and stonefish attacks, Kimo negotiated a narrow cliffside trail, walking on red and black cinders that had tumbled down from the hill above. Ferns and scrubby Norfolk pine trees clung to the slopes, on small ledges and in cracks. As cliffs went, this one was not that high, but he’d heard of people being seriously injured here, and even killed, when they fell.

In his youth he used to run barefoot on the trail as part of a training regimen, but he’d found that he was not that much of a land creature, and preferred to get most of his exercise in the water. Now, he saw a small reddish beach and blue-water swimming area that the locals called Crimson Cove. Most tourists did not know about the hideaway, so it was a favorite place for Kimo to swim and meditate. 

Long ago, so many years back that the events had slipped into the mists of mythology, local warriors had mounted a gallant defense on this hill against elite royal troops sent by the Hawaiian king, in his military campaign to unite the islands. Ultimately the king prevailed, but many died here. It was said that the red sand was from the blood of the warriors, blood that kept running down the hill every time it rained. In reality the beach consisted of red lava cinders that had fallen from the hill and been pulverized by wave action.

Before reaching the beach he took a side trail that was even narrower than the other one, and eventually dead-ended on the steep hillside. Beyond the trail he scrambled laterally, using his hands to hold on where necessary, as he had done many times before.

Arriving at a small cave on the slope, he poked his head inside and said, “You home, Jiddy?”

A voice came from above. “I was just having my coffee. Would you like to join me?”

Looking up, Kimo saw a balding man in ragged clothing, perched on a promontory. In his late forties, Jidhat Rahim was a Christian minister from Lebanon who had come to Hawaii to escape the turmoil and violence of the middle east. This was by far the larger of two caves in which he lived, and where he usually slept. He called the smaller one at Olamai Beach his “second home”, and from both he liked to watch swimmers and other activities on the beaches and in the water. At Olamai, he had rescued five people from drowning in recent years; tourists who were caught in dangerous undertows.

“I didn’t know you drank coffee,” Kimo said, as he climbed up and sat next to his friend. “Where is it?”

“Don’t have any. I’m just having a fantasy about one of the things I miss most about my homeland, the rich, dark Arabic coffee I used to drink.”

“Perhaps we should share a cup one day in Wanaao Town.”

“I have no money; you know that.” Jidhat Rahim was one of many people who lived off the land in the Hawaiian islands, finding a simple method of sheltering himself from the weather, and subsisting on the fruits that grew in abundance, and on fish from the sea. In remote areas on the slopes of the volcano there were numerous squatters who had built shacks and other primitive structures, either without the knowledge of the landowners, or with their tacit permission.

Kimo smiled. “We can work something out, I’m sure.”

“If you’re offering me a job at your fruit stand, you know I can’t remember the last time I maintained regular hours.”

“Jiddy, you rescue people from the surf and dispense philosophical wisdom to me. The least I can do is to buy you a cup of coffee.”

“Thanks.”

“I assume you heard what happened at Olamai yesterday morning.”

Jiddy nodded. “From what I hear, no one was badly hurt. I went there in the afternoon, and the lifeguards told me there were a few bumps and scrapes but no broken bones, and no serious stings. Box jellyfish and stonefish! Amazing that no one was killed. One sting from those jellyfish can cause respiratory problems and death, and hardly anyone survives after coming into contact with a poisonous stonefish.”

“Fortunate, indeed, and most mysterious.”

“You have a special way with sea life,” Jiddy said. “I’ve seen them gather around you, and follow you.” Jiddy did not know much more than that, and did not know about Kimo’s physical advantage of being able to breath underwater, or any of the other unusual physical attributes he had.

“But I don’t know why they did what they did at Olamai.”

 “Some people think you and I are completely mad, you know,” Jiddy said. “You in one way, and me in another.”

“Perhaps we are the most sane people in the islands. I like to think that is so.”

“But our sanity is supported by the pillars of our own perception, with our minds filtering out things that do not support our particular worldviews.” The man nodded. “As you know, I have a great deal of time to consider such matters.”

“I have my own diversions.” Kimo gazed longingly toward the sea, where he saw the fins and heads of sharks, schools of reef fish, and green turtles, evidence that his aquatic friends were waiting for him out there. 

“So I see.” Jiddy nodded toward the marine animals gathering in the water. “They always seem to know where you are, don’t they?”

“Yes, they do.” Somehow they sensed where he was, even when he was on land, and now they were gathering at the nearest place to him in the water. It had always been that way for Kimo, but he wished he knew what was the matter with them now. He could see them churning and circling in the water, trying to get his attention more than usual. When added to the strange behavior at Olamai and the other disturbing local events, he felt that something was very, very wrong around here.

For several minutes the pair sat silently, listening to the chirping of birds in the trees, and the rustling of branches and leaves in gusts of wind.

Finally, Jiddy asked, “Shall we pray for your father?”

“That is why I came to see you, my good friend.”

Reaching over, the Middle Eastern man took Kimo’s hands in his own large, calloused hands, as if sheltering the younger man and his family with his holiness. And, although Jidhat Rahim referred to himself as a Christian minister and believed in the Gospel of Jesus Christ, he was tolerant of other faiths and belief systems, and knew that Kimo preferred to worship the Polynesian gods of his own ancestry.

“To the gods of the sky and all things of nature,” Jiddy said, “we pray for our beloved Tiny Pohaku. Please ease his pain and comfort his family.”

After several moments of silence, Jiddy added a Christian prayer, in which he called upon the name of Jesus, and then fell silent.

Kimo didn’t mind the additional appeal. If his friend was more in touch with the Christian God than with any other, perhaps he could summon up more power from that source. Kimo could only hope.

With his eyes misting over, he looked gratefully at Jiddy, then withdrew and made his way down to the red-sand beach, and waded into the water.


Chapter 11

Gwyneth McDevitt wanted to escape from Chelsea Hospital, this asylum, in the worst way. She was always looking for opportunities, and frequently ran through possibilities in her hyperactive brain, ways to free her body of these institutional shackles. So far she did not see any way out, but vowed to keep trying.

In a very real sense she was not a prisoner at all, not as long as she could access the wondrous realm inside her mind. If that avenue ever became blocked, she didn’t know what she would do. This meant, of course, that she was fully embracing the autism that others said was a disability. She heard the doctors and nurses talking about her all the time, apparently not knowing, or not concerned, that they were within her earshot. Maybe they didn’t think she could understand or focus on their medical terminology, but if so, they were wrong. 

Before arriving at the hospital, she’d spoken often to her family and to others, and with patience most of them had been able understand her, despite her social awkwardness. Now, since her attempt to swim out to sea and her confinement here, all that was gone. She’d been living inside her mind for the most part, receiving the strange, incredible flow of data and processing it, drawing her important conclusions about the sickness of the world’s vast, interconnected ocean.

And a mysterious word had been coming into her mind, across a soft, murmuring awareness, a word that repeated itself without explanation: moanna … moanna…. What did it mean?

Venturing outside her internal realm was limited. She could listen to others and comprehend them, but much of the time she was unable to form coherent words with which to express herself. In this sense, she was almost like a mute, but not a deaf person, and not blind. Her senses were available to her, even heightened.

It occurred to her now, as she sat in afternoon sunlight by the window, that she rather liked the fact that she was having so much trouble speaking, because if she ever formed words to tell others exactly what she was thinking, they would be taking a portion of her precious self, her most private thoughts—and she preferred to keep such things to herself. Outsiders had no right to plunder the treasures of her marvelous mind! The thoughts and images were hers to share, or not share, as she pleased. She hated having her actions and thoughts analyzed through a magnifying glass in this asylum, and she wanted to limit the intrusions as much as possible, until that glorious day when she finally found a way to get out of this place….

Dr. Halberton entered the room, not bothering to knock this time, as he did on occasion. The heavyset black man had no prurient motive in this, she had decided. It was just that he was often focused on something he wanted to do for her as his patient. He tended to be absent-minded. 

“It’s time to continue your lessons,” the doctor said, setting a briefcase down on the central table. “Did you have a nice lunch?”

She just stared at the magazine photograph of the humpback whale on the wall, without replying. She loved that picture, could stare at it for hours and imagine herself with the amazing animal, in the water. It would be the most wonderful experience she could imagine.

“I know you understand me,” the doctor said. “I know you’re smart.”

Slowly, the elfin girl turned to look at him, then struggled to produce words. This time she managed to succeed, though she had trouble with the letter “s”. “S-oup was bad.” 

“The chowder? What didn’t you like about it?”

“Eat no clam, eat no fish.”

“Why not?”

“Eat no clam, eat no fish.” She’d never told him this much before about her dietary preferences. In the past, she had always refused to consume any form of seafood, and would continue to take that stance, though she did eat red meat and chicken—most anything that came from the land, but not from the sea.

“All right, Gwyneth. I’ll see what I can do about that. No more clam chowder for you. The kitchen will give you different soups. Would you like that?”

“Eat no fish.”

“Right, no fish, either.”

She nodded.

“We’re going to do multiple choice today,” he said, flipping on a laptop computer. “These are complex mathematical problems, and I want you to select the correct answer to each question. All right?”

Another nod, and she sat at the table in front of the screen, as she had done before.

An advanced calculus question appeared, written in numbers and mathematical symbols, along with seven possible answers. With only a moment’s hesitation, she touched the screen with her answer, and a gold star appeared next to it, indicating the choice was correct. This took her to another question, which she again answered correctly, and to another, and another, and another, until she had completed fifty and answered every one of them perfectly.

After this, another fifty questions appeared, similar to the standard fare she had seen before, multiplying or dividing large numbers. They were quite easy for her, and she moved quickly through them, without missing one.

“Very good,” he said. “Now I’d like you to write your own mathematical equation or question. Anything you’d like, just use the signal pen and touch the screen to write with it.”

She hesitated. The doctor was probing her mind again, trying to find out what she was thinking. When he asked her to do this previously, she arranged blue pegs in a circle, representing the ocean encircling the world, while making no effort to explain to him what the arrangement meant. Before that, she had responded to numerous other inquiries, taking care not to reveal any details of the intense thinking she’d been doing about the ocean, and instead listing a series of generic algebraic problems, or high prime numbers—anything to throw him off track. 

“I only want to help you, Gwyneth,” he assured her now. His voice was reassuring and soft, and his dark eyes were sensitive. She had been resisting most impulses to let him in, but he had such a kind face and gentle, considerate manner. So far, she was not sure how to express the important calculations to anyone in a way that would be taken seriously, or to whom she might make the attempt. The calculations, and resultant predictions, worried her a great deal, so perhaps she should reveal a little more to this nice man….

Taking the marker, Gwyneth wrote a common formula on the screen:

H2O

“Water?” he said. “With all the complex numbers and formulas filling your mind, you have written something that simple?”

She made a circle around the formula, again representing the ocean encircling the Earth, and again not attempting to explain anything further to him. These clues were as much as she wanted to pass on so far. Maybe she would reveal more to him in the future, but if so, only in tiny increments to see how he handled the information, and to determine if he really was a good person, and was not trying to deceive her. She had to be extremely careful, walking a fine line that did not divulge too much, while not behaving in a manner that would cause anyone to sedate her, inhibiting the mental clarity she needed. 

A higher power had provided her with the valuable information for her calculations, infusing raw data into her mind in a mysterious manner, and she needed to be careful. She was a caretaker of the information, and a refiner of it. Perhaps one day she would learn the identity of her benefactor, though she already suspected the purpose of the sacred trust.

The ocean needed her help.

With a pleasant smile, she put the marker down and returned to her seat by the window. The diminutive teenager saw the weather changing outside, with a strong wind bending tree branches and whipping the village shops’ signs. Dark clouds approached from the sea.

That would give him something to think about, she thought. Perhaps next time she would give him the ingredients in common seawater, or in the amniotic fluid in the human womb—they were very similar.


Chapter 12

From Kimo’s earliest days in the Pohaku family, after he was netted by a fisherman and brought ashore, he had known that his adoptive mother was an unusual person. He’d been two or three years old when he first saw her, with his exact birth date unknown, and only estimated by adults.

He remembered staring wide-eyed at the large Hawaiian woman, and sensing something about her, something that went very, very deep in his consciousness, so deep that he could not retrieve it. Almost three decades later, that was still the case.

Ealani Pohaku was of old Hawaiian blood, with more ties to earlier generations on the islands than anyone Kimo knew—more even than his adoptive father, Tiny, whose ancestors had sailed to the islands in large outrigger canoes from Tahiti. Ealani claimed that she had seven thousand cousins in the Hawaiian islands on her side of the family, and she knew many of them by name. Whenever Kimo went out in public with her, she was always pointing out this or that relative, and reciting the familial connections, along with interesting stories of ancestors who had either done well or had not.

Once when Kimo was small, she took him and Tiny to a cemetery behind the Catholic church. There, at a number of the rock-encircled gravesites she told the stories of the people, how they lived (some disreputably), and how they died. Some of the gravestones had favorite photographs of the deceased, as well as personal objects, and even full bottles of beer on display—reflecting a history of partying with friends.

This morning, Kimo watched her as she sat by the bedside of her grievously ill husband, tending to his every request and demand, patiently ignoring his petulance, which had grown more pronounced as he felt worse and worse. That was to be expected, she’d confided to Kimo, because Tiny Pohaku was a proud and independent man, only happy when he was leading his ordinary life, interacting with fellow fishermen on the boats and at the city dock. 

In her kahuna way, she brushed a ki leaf lightly over his chest, so that the gods might aid her in driving away the evil spirits that were making him ill. He was just waking up, and pushed away the leaf in irritation.

Tiny loved the Wanaao area, and he grumbled regularly about tourists who came in on the challenging, bumpy road that ran from the more populated side of the island to this scenic paradise, an area that he and Ealani liked to call “a treasure of old Hawaii”—and which he thought should be reserved for true Hawaiians, and for others who moved here and respected the old ways. Not callous tourists.

There was a higher percentage of pureblooded Hawaiian people on this shore of Loa’kai island than anywhere else, and she understood why. The old ways were still practiced here; they were respected, and so was the land and the sea.

“In the way of our people, the man is the provider in the family,” Ealani said to Kimo not long ago, speaking in the Hawaiian tongue, “while the woman runs the home.” In a sense, it had been a sexist comment, Kimo realized, from his observations of the more modern, evolving world. But he also realized that Tiny and Ealani were at ease with such an arrangement. It had worked for them during the decades of their marriage, so he had never questioned it, nor criticized it. For the younger generation it might not be acceptable, but for this remarkable couple and for other traditional Hawaiians, it was.

Now the old man was struggling to sit up on the bed, and she was using her considerable strength to help him, and arranging pillows to make him more comfortable. His ruddy, fleshy face was contorted in pain, but when he saw Kimo, he smiled.

“Come over here, my son,” he said.

Ealani smoothed the wisps of gray hair on her husband’s head, then caressed the side of his face for a moment. She wore a muumuu with yellow plumeria flowers on it, a favorite of Tiny’s, even though the long dresses were not traditional Hawaiian garb, and had been brought in by missionaries centuries ago, to cover the naked forms of Polynesian women. The colorful garments, also known as “Mother Hubbards”, showed very little skin from the neck to the ankles.

When Kimo went to the bedside and bent down, he noticed a small, fish-shaped stone on the blanket by the old man’s hand, a good luck piece that he always carried with him when he went fishing. Usually the stone was wrapped in lipoa seaweed, which enhanced its power, but the wrapping had fallen off. Kimo didn’t see it anywhere, but would replace it for him later today.

Tiny grasped one of Kimo’s hands weakly and said, “I remember my first sight of you in the fishing net. I thought my heart would stop from the shock and surprise of plucking a human child out of the ocean, and I wondered if it was some trick played upon me by the gods of the sea. But it was no trick, my son, it was a blessing, because we were not able to have children after your sister was born.”

“You have both been my blessing,” Kimo said. “Thank you for not throwing me back.”

The old man grinned, and some of the sickness seemed to melt away from his weathered, pockmarked face. “I could tell you were a keeper.”

Now Ealani grasped Kimo’s other hand, and the free hand of her husband. “We shall pray,” she said, “and give thanks for the blessings of our lives.”

And she uttered a blessing that had been passed down in her family for generations, adapting it for this situation:

 

“O gods of the mountains, 

The forests, 

The sea, 

And the heavens!

Bring life to our loved one, 

To all our family!

O winds of Kane!

Bring good fortune

To our fisherman!”

 

She began another verse, but barely uttered two words when she shuddered and squeezed Kimo’s hand harder. This frightened him, and when he looked at her he saw her eyes rolling and her lips twitching. Her hands began to shake.

“Mother, are you all right?”

“What is it?” Tiny asked, his face filled with alarm.

She did not answer, and Kimo exchanged uneasy glances with his father. Was she having a heart attack? Still holding her hand, Kimo had an image of swimming on the surface of the ocean, and seeing a golden light appear over the sea and over the volcanic island nearby, an ethereal illumination that immersed him in warmth. In an odd juxtaposition, that sacred light seemed to be all around him and his little family now, radiating most strongly from Ealani Pohaku. Her expression was beatific and her eyes trancelike, frightening Kimo.

The old woman’s lips trembled and then began to move slightly, as she said in the strange, haunting voice, “The gods of creation are deeply troubled. As the sea is ill, so too are the land and the sky, for they are linked inextricably.”

With that, Ealani released her grip and went limp, and would have fallen to the floor if Kimo had not supported her, holding her in the chair until she began to return to awareness.

On his bed, Tiny said, “You have overdone it this time, my love. Are you all right?”

She nodded, looked at Kimo and said, “Recently, Moanna told you that she strongly suspects human involvement in whatever is ailing the sea creatures, whether it’s pollution, oil spills, or global warming or some other man-related cause. Even in our paradise, I have seen plastics and other garbage floating in the water and washed up on the beaches. It is outrageous how people treat the seas, and it is sickening the entire planet.”

“It’s disgusting what people do to foul the waters,” Kimo said.

“Yes it is,” Ealani said. “Tonight there is a town meeting about the attack at Olamai Beach. The meeting was arranged by local leaders who are concerned about the adverse effect on tourism, but there is a much larger issue involved than that. I will go there with you, Kimo. We have something important to say the people.”


Chapter 13

Over the decades since they had been Naval Academy classmates, Governor Heinz Churchill and Preston Ellsworth III had remained in touch, and had helped one another on numerous occasions, whenever the need arose. It was part of their youthful bonding, and a debt honor that enriched their friendship as the years passed. On occasion it was for important emotional support, such as the time that Preston flew to Boston for the funeral of Heinz’s parents, who had died in a tragic boating accident off Cape Cod.

Or the time Heinz changed his busy schedule to fly to Wanaao Town and give advice to Preston after the businessman’s son got into serious trouble in California and was arrested. It was also Heinz who suggested that Preston’s grandchildren, Alicia and Jeff, be brought to Hawaii and put to work on the ranch, getting them away from the bad influences of the fast and loose lifestyle they had fallen into on the mainland.

Now, it seemed to Heinz, the situation was potentially bigger than their friendship; it had to do with a troubling, potentially deadly jellyfish and stonefish attack that occurred at a Wanaao area beach, an event that might be part of something larger—and not just because of the additional reports of sea life problems coming out of the Wanaao region. He knew as a retired Admiral that the Navy had been experiencing trouble with the behavior of dolphins and porpoises recently, animals that were used for military purposes around the Hawaiian Islands, to protect harbors and sensitive naval facilities from submarine attack. The animals seemed to be forgetting their training and refusing to learn more, which was not only an expense and an irritation, but of deeper concern, because replacement animals were unable to learn as well—or not cooperating. This was all being kept secret by the military, and was the subject of a confidential investigation.

The U.S. Navy had brought in very few outsiders for consultation, only those who had high security clearances. His oceanographer wife, Dr. Fuji Namoto, was one of those experts, so when the Navy heard about Preston Ellsworth’s request for her, they agreed to send her to Loa’kai island on an official assignment. 

So it was with this veil of secrecy around their activities that Dr. Namoto and the Governor flew a small commercial plane to Wanaao Town. It was Monday afternoon when they landed at the little airfield, a narrow jungle clearing on the outskirts of town. The plane taxied over to the open-air terminal, where a handful of people waited at the gate of a low metal fence that divided the building from the field. Heinz recognized his tall, gray-haired friend immediately, towering over the people around them. 

Pulling small suitcases, Heinz and Fuji disembarked with a dozen other passengers, and headed for the gate. A slim Asian woman, Fuji wore a lightweight civilian dress, and the Governor, to diminish his own governmental position, wore a big wide-brimmed hat and sunglasses, khaki cargo pants, and a blue Hawaiian shirt with the tails out. Since retiring from the military, he had let his gray hair grow so long that he secured it in a ponytail—which gave him even more of a casual, relaxed air, to further divert attention from him.

“Can I carry anything?” Preston asked. Without waiting for an answer, he took Fuji’s suitcase from her and carried it by the handle, leading them to an old Jeep wagon he had driven there himself. The vehicle had streaks of rust on the lower portions of the body—virtually impossible to avoid in this salt-air climate.

As they drove to the Ellsworth Ranch, Heinz didn’t say much, and listened while Fuji chatted about how much she loved the brilliantly colored flowers in the Wanaao area, which she said were larger than on other islands in the archipelago.

At an early dinner for the three of them on a private outdoor patio, Preston turned to the subject of a town hall meeting that would take place that evening, and he provided his guests with a more complete report on the jellyfish and stonefish attacks than he’d earlier provided by e-mail and telephone. There would be additional details that evening at the meeting….

		

Wanaao was too small to have an official town hall, so the meeting was held in the largest building, the Congregational church, which sat on a hill overlooking the scattered settlement. Constructed of lava cinder blocks more than two hundred years ago, the weathered structure had a black metal roof and colorful flower gardens around it, lovingly tended by the membership. At the rear, on a slightly higher point of land, stood a large graveyard. 

Heinz and his companions were a few minutes early, but already the church was overflowing, with people standing in the aisles and at the back. In the midst of a buzz of activity, Preston escorted Heinz to seats that had been reserved for them in the front pew, alongside Alicia and Jeff Ellsworth—while Fuji (as the invited ocean expert) strode up to the dais and sat beside Mayor Puiki, a big Polynesian man whose shirt did not quite cover the skin of his protuberant belly. Nonetheless, Heinz thought he was rather distinguished in appearance, with a deeply creased, intelligent face, and long hair secured neatly at the rear in a silver ring. It was quite warm in the church, and some people were fanning themselves, but he looked comfortable.

Presently the Mayor went to the podium, and waited for the audience to fall silent. “Before turning to the subject of our town hall meeting,” he said, “I would like a moment of prayer for our brother Tiny Pohaku, who has been suffering with a long illness.” He raised his thick arms in the air. “Everyone, please stand and pray for Tiny in silence.”

The entire audience rose to their feet, except that Preston Ellsworth and his grandson Jeff only did so reluctantly, when it became obvious that they would be the only ones sitting if they didn’t. They stood rigidly, in obvious discomfort. Heinz noted this, and the opposite attitude of Alicia, whose face was filled with emotion and concern as she stood silently and mouthed a sincere prayer. 

After everyone resumed their seats, the Mayor introduced their professional guest, Dr. Fuji Namoto. The slender Asian woman stood in front of the podium, preferring not to use it, and said, “First, I would like to hear testimonials from anyone who was at Olamai Beach on the day of the attacks.” 

A large Hawaiian woman in the back rose to her feet and shouted in a coarse voice, “Talk about the dead baby porpoises and coral that washed up on Ha’ini Beach, too!”

“I didn’t hear about that,” Fuji said. Heinz’s wife looked around the audience. “Does anyone else know about this?”

A murmur of concurrence arose, and someone mentioned difficulties that the handlers were having with dolphins and porpoises at the Ellsworth Aquatic Park, too.

“Very well, then,” Fuji said. “We may not have time to discuss everything this evening, but let’s give it a try. To begin my investigation, I want to hear brief reports from all of you about these things.”

Then she listened intently (occasionally asking questions) as a ranch hand described what he found at Ha’ini Beach, and numerous other people who had been in the water at Olamai told what happened there, how they had initially experienced stinging sensations from the jellyfish and stonefish, and how some had suffered minor injuries in the panicked flight. One woman even brought a dead jellyfish to the church in a bucket—a small creature that Fuji identified as a box jellyfish, confirming the earlier reports.

“Shouldn’t our injuries have been more severe?” the woman asked.

Fuji seemed to be thinking as she stood there, with her arms folded across her chest. “With wild creatures, one never knows. Just because animals are capable of rendering serious injury, or even death, does not mean they always do. Perhaps they were lost, and only trying to escape the area themselves, not feeling threatened by the humans in the water, but only trying to turn around and go back out to sea.”

“Have there ever been attacks like this before?” a man asked.

“Not in Hawaii, not on this scale.”

“And we don’t expect it to happen again,” the Mayor said. Hearing this, Heinz nodded to himself. Like Preston Ellsworth and other local leaders who were in attendance, the Mayor did not want bad publicity to harm tourism.

“It might be an anomaly,” Fuji said, not committing herself one way or the other. Heinz knew she had her own military-security reasons for wanting to play down the matter. Initially, she and Heinz had thought it might be better for her not to come to this meeting at all, but they reconsidered upon hearing there was mounting public hysteria in the area. And—following the wishes of Preston and other local leaders—she’d agreed to make an appearance to show the public that the matter was being investigated.

“So it won’t happen again?” another man asked, from the back.

“It probably will not happen again,” Fuji said, “but I have come here to look into the matter more thoroughly. Your testimony this evening is very helpful, and I intend to go out in the water tomorrow and perform my own first-hand inspections. I will also visit both beaches and the aquatic park on the Ellsworth Ranch.”

In the back of the church, the large Hawaiian woman rose to her feet again, along with a young, dark-skinned man. She seemed to be a respected person, because the audience grew quiet when she began to speak.

“My son Kimo has been swimming with the creatures of the sea,” the woman said, nodding toward her companion. “Many of you know he has special ways with the fishes, and they follow him in the water. He tells me many of them are agitated, beyond anything you have heard about, extending to other living things in the sea as well. And why is that?”

She paused. The entire hall was silent.

“I have been speaking with my husband about this,” the woman continued, her voice resonating across the chamber. “He is a fisherman, and says for centuries humans have been damaging the seas, dumping oil, sewage, and other garbage in the water, overfishing and otherwise plundering marine resources, and killing coral reefs with no thought of the welfare of the ocean, no consideration for the needs of the Earth as a living organism. He has seen dead sharks and other large animals that are cut open, showing that their stomachs contain glass bottles, plastics, metal cans, and an assortment of other garbage that they cannot digest. Maybe that is why the jellyfish and stonefish attacked, as a protest demonstration against careless, self-centered human behavior. Maybe they didn’t kill anyone or render any serious injuries, because they were only making a point, trying to get our attention.”

“And how do you and your husband know that?” Preston Ellsworth shouted back to her.

“I didn’t say we knew the answers,” she said. “We’re only asking questions that need to be asked, that should have been asked a long time ago.”

“My mother and father are right,” Kimo said, “and consider this. Mankind emerged from the sea long, long ago—so why are we are turning our backs on what gave birth to us, and nurtured us? What sort of gratitude is that?”

“We don’t have time to listen to crazy people,” Alicia’s grandfather said. Then, in a lower voice, he told the Governor they were in the Pohaku family. Heinz had already heard of the ongoing battles between his friend and a stubborn Hawaiian family of that name—which explained the animosity he’d just witnessed.

A couple of people in the audience laughed at Preston’s insult, but others began to murmur angrily, and one man shouted, “Ealani is right! She is a spiritual woman!”

Preston Ellsworth III was on his feet, glaring back at her and shaking with anger. “Ealani Pohaku is a witch, trying to cast evil spirits on me!”

“Mr. Ellsworth,” the large woman said, “The bad spirits are already upon you. That is why the fish at your aquatic park refuse their training, why dead porpoises and coral washed up on one of your beaches, and why the Olamai attacks occurred at your property as well.”

“Nonsense! Utter rubbish! A moment ago, you were saying maybe this and maybe that, and now you’re talking with certainty?”

“Mr. Ellsworth, we hold no personal malice toward you, and I would never attempt to cast evil spirits on anyone.” She looked around the audience. “Many people here know that I cast demons away; I scatter them to the winds. They are not my minions; I have no use for them. But Mr. Ellsworth, the evil you and your kind have wrought on the ocean is beyond anything I am able to cure. I would not even make the attempt. You haoles must change your aggressive, selfish ways!”

Most of the audience murmured in concurrence.

Preston shouted over them. “This is all madness! There was no demonstration against human behavior at Olamai Beach, or anywhere else on my property. What crazy talk! You Pohakus have no scientific credibility. After the investigation is concluded, it will determine that all of these events were unrelated to me. Maybe the jellyfish and stonefish were agitated due to underwater volcanic activity, or they were following microorganism food sources, and they just happened to go to that beach. And dead coral and fish corpses are nothing new. They occur in many places.”

Ealani Pohaku shook her head, and said, “Mr. Ellsworth, you are a powerful man, an influential man. You own many businesses in the islands, have lots of money. You own newspapers, magazines, radio and television stations. I urge you to separate yourself from your feelings against my husband, and instead run stories about this meeting that treat my questions and comments in a fair, neutral manner. Let others decide if I am on the right path or not. Let experts such as Dr. Namoto here decide.”

 “I’ll only give you crazy Pohakus one kind of publicity,” Ellsworth roared. “Obituary notices when you die!”

In the midst of a tumult of anger against this remark, young Alicia Ellsworth tried to calm the old man and get him to sit back down. He jerked free of her, and shouted toward the back of the church one more time, “I might even kill all of you Pohakus myself!” Then he sat down.

It was an awkward moment as the Mayor tried to regain control of the stunned, agitated audience. Heinz had always heard that his friend was well-respected in the Wanaao area, but he feared that he had done something this evening to irreparably damage his own reputation. No matter what Preston’s reason for the outburst was, the Pohaku’s legal claims against him, he had clearly gone too far in his comments.

Alicia had forced her brother to move to her chair, so that she could sit beside their red-faced grandfather, speaking to him now in low tones, trying to calm him down. Finally, the old man heaved his broad shoulders and took a long, exasperated sigh. His expression shifted from anger to a mask of anguish. Obviously, he was beginning to realize the damage he had done to his own stature in the community.


Chapter 14

When Kimo arose each morning, his first thoughts were always the same, his worries over his father’s declining health.

He realized that he should instead be focused on the larger concern over what was happening to the creatures of the sea, why they were crying out to him, and why they were behaving so erratically, and even aggressively, such as the frightening attacks at Olamai Beach.

Yet despite the immense importance of the ocean, and his special relationship with it, he was having trouble getting past the crisis in his own small family, affecting the fisherman who adopted him as a child and welcomed him into his modest home, the man who had been so generous to him with his time, and had become a true father.

But Kimo could do nothing to help the old man, had no powers to heal him like he did sea creatures. He’d tried the same methods on him, to no effect. Now, with every passing day, Tiny Pohaku grew weaker. Even spending an hour with him, the desperately ill man seemed more fragile at the end of that short period of time than he’d been at the beginning of it.

This morning Kimo sat at his father’s bedside, waiting for him to awaken. The young man sipped a cup of strong Kona coffee, then set the cup on a side table. He saw his mother through the doorway, preparing breakfast in the tiny kitchen.

As he looked back at his father, he saw that his eyes were open.

The big man cleared his throat, sat up with his son’s assistance. “I had a wonderful dream last night,” he said in a weak voice, “in which everything was normal and I was a young man again, strong and healthy like you.”

“You look better today,” Kimo said, lying. “Did you have a good sleep?”

“I had a good dream, but that is not the same thing.” He coughed, adjusted the pillows behind himself. “I smell something interesting in the kitchen.”

Ealani entered the bedroom, pattering across a thin mat on the dirt floor to place a steaming cup of coffee on a side table, and then handed her husband a plate of macadamia nut pancakes, topped with banana slices and coconut syrup. Though it was not an authentic Hawaiian recipe, it had become a favorite of his over the long years of their marriage.

After giving her a kiss, he said, “What is this special meal? It is not my birthday.”

“Every day with you is a special day, my darling,” she said.

Moments later, she brought in another plate for Kimo, and one for herself. They sat on side chairs, and the three of them ate together in silence, in the bedroom. She smiled in a kindly way as she watched her husband with his pancakes, but Kimo saw sadness in her eyes. She was having difficulty with her emotions this morning.

“Have I ever told you the story of why I was fishing in Upu’iki Channel the morning that I found you?” Tiny asked, looking at Kimo.

“Yes, Father,” Kimo said. He picked at his own pancake, taking only small bites. His stomach roiled from worry over the old man’s health. Besides that, Kimo would prefer eating the bounty of the sea today—raw kelp, leafy seaweed, small fish, plankton, and even burrowing worms that were parasitical to coral reefs. He always considered the ecological consequences of what he was doing, and tried to contribute much more to the sea than he took from it.

Tiny ignored his son’s response and said, “I arose early that morning, and was about to go out to one of my favorite fishing grounds off Namaia Head.” He looked at Ealani. “But your mother wouldn’t let me go there. She insisted that I fish at Upu’iki instead, and made me promise to go there.”

Hearing this, Ealani nodded silently.

“In fact,” Tiny continued, “she wanted me to spend the whole day there, and would not let me out the door until I promised.” He shook his head. “I couldn’t lie to her later, either, because she always knows when I try. I’ve learned not to oppose her, or she’ll find a way to use the spirit world against me. She’s always been in touch with something that the rest of us do not see.”

Ealani was looking away toward the window, as if bringing back her own memories of the occasion.

“When I netted you in the sea that day,” Tiny said to Kimo, “it confirmed more than ever that she is in contact with another realm. You are the prize catch of all time.” He paused. “Second to your mother, of course.”

Ealani gave him a smile, but Kimo saw the sadness persist in her eyes. She began to collect the breakfast plates.

“Your mother and I have been talking about what happened at Olamai,” Tiny said, “and we wondered if you could create another event like that, but bigger, something that would get the attention of the whole world. What if you could shut down every beach in Hawaii, and then publicize through Ealani’s cousin who owns a newspaper that it’s a statement against human abuses of the ocean? Stop all surfing, swimming, boating, and anything else on those beaches for a day. Terrify the tourists a little without hurting anyone, and we’ll get the publicity we need to save the ocean.”

“Father, I don’t think I–“

The old man wouldn’t listen to any objections. “After you do that, Preston Ellsworth and all his power will not be able to suppress the cause of the ocean, or call us crazy anymore.”

Kimo scowled, but saw his mother nodding as she listened.

“Your father is right,” she said. “The sea creatures are already agitated, and only need you to lead them.” She stood by the doorway, holding the stacked plates and utensils. “They have given you the template, and they will do as you instruct. You have a talent; you have guided them in the past.”

“They only follow me as I swim. Nothing of the magnitude you’re suggesting.”

She stared at him intently. “But my son, in the last few months you’ve discovered that you can summon jetfish and bubblefish, instructing them to amalgamate into oxygen-rich enclosures that are capable of transporting people across the sea or down, into its deepest underwater canyons.”

“That is true, but both species are capable of following only limited commands from me. They come when I summon them, then combine their bodies as I wish them to, and form particular shapes, and I can instruct them to either travel horizontally—the jetfish—or downward, the bubblefish. Neither species is particularly frightening; in fact, both have faces and demeanors that are quire appealing.”

“But if those two species do as you command, and you didn’t discover it until recently, it suggests that you could become aware of other abilities to command additional species.”

“Many species call out to you when you lie in bed,” Tiny said. “You have told us this.” 

“That only happened one night, and when I swam with them I felt helpless to do much for them.”   

“You must do more,” Tiny said, struggling with his voice and then coughing for several moments. “Shut down all the beaches; get people’s attention. Find more box jellyfish and lead them to the main swimming areas, or come up with another method of clearing the beaches, maybe taking sharks in there to make it more dramatic. See if you can leave the sharks at each beach, and take other sharks to other beaches.”

“But what if something goes wrong, and people are killed?”

Tiny’s face hardened, and he cleared his throat. “Do your best to make sure that doesn’t happen, but if it does, it does. One human life, or a hundred of them, are nothing in comparison with the damage humans are doing to the sea.”

“Your father is right,” Ealani said.

“But I don’t–“

The old man raised a hand, shutting off his son’s words. “It is like the land that was stolen from my family by white men,” Tiny said. “The ocean has been stolen from sea creatures by haoles, with their greed, disrespect, and utter contempt for morality.”

“It’s more than just haoles mistreating the sea,” Kimo said.

“But they’re the worst. White men are the worst.”

 “Not all haoles are bad,” Kimo said. “You have told me this yourself, Father. You are not prejudiced against them.” He watched his mother take the dishes into the kitchen.

“I am prejudiced against greed,” Tiny said, pushing his voice to the limit of his strength. “And I’m against human avarice and human intrusions. I’m against people going where they should not go and doing things they should not do. When I fished, I respected the sea; I said prayers to Ku‘ula for a bountiful harvest and I moved from fishing ground to fishing ground, catching different species of fish. I did not overfish, did not abuse the abundance that the god of fishing provided for me.”

Kimo shook his head in dismay. “Like you, Father, I love the sea, and I sympathize with what you’re saying, but I cannot condone attacking people, can’t risk having it go too far. There must be a better way. Besides, my “talent”, as Mother calls it, is too limited for what both of you suggest. I have never commanded fish into formations. They might follow me to one beach, but when I leave that beach they would follow me away.”

“Son, you will find a way to do what needs to be done.” Tiny was getting worked up.

“Your father and I have seen the remarkable connection you have with the animals of the sea,” Ealani said, having returned from the kitchen. “You have a deep emotional linkage with them, something that enables you to understand them, the way they think. You were born in the sea, Kimo, and have a special bond with all things of the water. We’ve seen the way the fish and turtles and other living things gather around you and follow you when you swim, the way you heal them when they are injured. You must tell them what you want them to do.”

“It’s not like that at all,” Kimo insisted. “What you’re asking is not natural. No individual leads the schools of fish or other sea life. They just do things together, the way they’ve always done them, for thousands and millions of years. Schools of fish move together like flocks of birds, communicating with each other in their own manner. For me it’s not a conscious thing; I can’t send them thoughts and make them do things. I don’t hold conversations with them.”

Ealani put a hand on Kimo’s shoulder, and said, “Ask yourself this; Why were you born the way you are, with functioning gills and the ability to dive deep in the ocean? Why is it that you can take mouthfuls of seawater and remove the plankton from it as a food source, filtering out and discharging what you don’t need into the ocean? Why do sea creatures sense where you are even when you are on the land, and cry out to you at night? Why can you heal them? Do you think all of it is coincidence? Don’t you see the influence of a higher power that has put you on a path to do more? Don’t you see that you have a calling? Moanna has told you this; you have a destiny.”

“You must do something for the ocean,” Tiny Pohaku said. “You must try.”

Kimo hung his head. He knew they were right.


Chapter 15

Less than imposing, Wanaao City Hall was a cluster of linked one-story modules that had been floated in by barge from Honolulu and lifted into place with heavy equipment. The official rationale for this type of construction was that pre-fabricated units were less expensive than on-site construction, but Alicia had heard that a Honolulu manufacturer of pre-fabs paid bribes to local political officials, including the Mayor of Wanaao Town. She had asked her grandfather about it once, but he had shrugged and said he knew nothing of the matter, only the rumors that had reached his ears as well.

Now Alicia sat at a long wooden table with thick file folders in front of her, researching old land records, looking for information on the Pohaku family’s claims. The clerk, a slender woman with a Portuguese surname, told her that these musty-smelling records had not been entered into the computer system, but she did not say why, and did not say if they ever would. She had been cooperative, especially when learning who Alicia was, and had even asked how her grandfather was doing. So, despite the acrimony at the town meeting the evening before, the owner of the Ellsworth Ranch still had friends in the area. Alicia was relieved to learn this.

That morning at the ranch, she’d eaten breakfast with two more of his friends, the Governor and his wife, the female oceanographer he’d brought with him to the town meeting. The woman, Fuji Namoto, said she would stay for a few days to walk on the shores, go out in boats, and scuba-dive in the ocean, investigating sea life behavior in the area—all with the aid of two ranch employees, who would help her with the equipment and take her wherever she wanted to go. Governor Churchill, however, was taking a midday flight out of town, because he needed to return to Honolulu.

After breakfast, Fuji and Alicia had walked along the seashore, where Alicia described the problems with dolphins at the aquatic park; how the animals had never forgotten their tricks before, or been unable (or unwilling) to learn new ones. The oceanographer had seemed genuinely concerned, and Alicia liked her….

At City Hall, with a little digging, Alicia found records involving the Pohakus and their land claims, going back for more than a century. Many of the pages in the file were yellow with age and water-stained—a hodge-podge of typewritten and handwritten entries and bad copies, not in good order. The file included old drawings and black-and-white photographs of the former Pohaku land, showing a large, sturdy house and outbuildings—all of which were gone now, having been torn down to make way for ranch pastures. 

She paused over a grainy old photo of Keke Pohaku, who had lost the land during a property tax dispute. In the files, she saw information about her own great-great grandfather, now deceased, Preston Ellsworth I. Up until now she hadn’t known much about him; he had always been a shadowy figure in her family’s past, a military officer like his son and grandson (her own grandfather), but also a landowner and aggressive businessman, whose fortune grew through astute real estate deals.

According to legal filings, Keke Pohaku asserted that he had paid his property taxes promptly for years, but officials took the position that he was in arrears on part of it and sold his land to the Ellsworth Ranch for back taxes. 

She stared at the amount of the disputed tax: $ 72.37. An “astute” deal indeed! To Alicia, it looked like her great-great grandfather had stolen the property—and claims by the Pohakus over the years asserted exactly that and worse, insisting that a fraud had been perpetrated against them, and that an official was bribed to alter the records.

Fraud? she wondered. Did that really happen?

Carefully, she read some of the legal counter-claims that had been filed by Ellsworth-family attorneys over the years, a blizzard of paper. She flipped through the documents, located the court rulings. In each case, the judges ruled in favor of the Ellsworths, saying the Pohakus did not have receipts for their tax payments (which were always made in cash), and that no proof of fraud had been presented. 

Next she found the latest claim by Tiny Pohaku, and the responses of her grandfather’s attorneys to it, along with a recent court order, throwing out the claim and ruling once more against the Pohakus.

By early afternoon, she had missed her lunch, and was beginning to feel hungry and thirsty. She’d been here for more than three hours, and had been so engrossed in the documents that she’d lost track of time.

Hearing voices behind her, she turned and was surprised to see Kimo Pohaku at the front desk, talking with the clerk. Kimo, the same man who had rescued her at Olamai Beach. He was looking at her now, and obviously recognized her.

Alicia reddened, as if she had been caught doing something wrong. Quickly, she closed the files, and left them on the corner of the table as she had been instructed to do.

She used the restroom in an effort to elude him, but when she finally exited the building she found him sitting on a bench, waiting for her. He had been reading a book.

“I’d like to apologize for the way I behaved the other day,” he said, closing the slender volume and rising to his feet. “I shouldn’t have been so rude to you.”

She smiled as she looked into his hazel eyes. “You saved my life. I could never be angry at you.”

“I wouldn’t be so quick to say that. You don’t know how irritating I can be.”

“Well, you’re not being that way now.”

“What brings you to City Hall?”

“Oh, nothing special. What are you doing here?” 

“Renewing my business license.” He beamed proudly. “I operate a successful food market.” Then, with a sheepish expression, he admitted, “Actually, it’s a little fruit stand on the Wanaao Road. I have the third stand past Kawa’iki, on the way to Lani Falls. A little red building with pineapples painted on the walls.”

“Yes, I think I know it,” she said, though she wasn’t sure if she did. “Maybe I’ll stop in and say ‘Hi’ someday.”

She found him very attractive. Aside from his boyish good looks and muscular build, Kimo had a kind, compassionate way about him, and a gentle tone to his voice.

“We have special prices for you, as kama’aina,” he said, “not the prices I charge tourists.”

“Thank you, but I am not kama’aina; I am not native-born.”

“Don’t go on the dictionary definition. We extend the honor to newcomers who move to the islands and set up homes here.”

“So, my grandfather is kama’aina too? You didn’t seem to like it when you found out my name.”

Kimo hesitated, but said, “Yes, he is kama’aina too. It’s just that….”

“You don’t need to explain. My grandfather told me about the quarrel between our families.”

“That should not mean that you and I cannot be friends,” he said.

She smiled warmly. “I agree, and I’m pleased to hear you say that, my gallant rescuer. Well, I must be going. It was nice to see you again.”

He looked sad for a moment, then brightened. “Would you, would you like to go out with me sometime? We could ride my motorcycle to the top of the volcano, where the views are spectacular. Have you been up there?”

“Yes, by car.”

“I know special places, little-known trails. We could picnic up there.”

She had not agreed to go yet, but did feel an obligation to him for rescuing her, despite the awkward scene when he discovered her family name. He seemed like a pleasant young man, and she liked him.

“Well, what do you think?” he asked.

“The volcano sounds nice, but why don’t we go up by horseback instead? We have horses at the ranch. Can you ride?”

“I’ve ridden some, but wouldn’t your grandfather object? I am a Pohaku.”

“If he does, I will inform him that you are no more at fault for what your father has done than I am at fault for the actions of my grandfather, or of his father or grandfather. That’s why I came to City Hall, to research old land claims.”

He looked stunned. “And what did you discover?”

“We’ll talk about it sometime.”

Kimo smiled a little. “Maybe that would not be such a good idea?”

“Perhaps you are right.”

“So, why don’t we write a new page for our families?”

“I would like that.”

They set a time and a place to meet. She would pick him up by car on the Wanaao Road, and drive him to the stables….

		

Returning to the ranch late that afternoon, Alicia had intended to pick up her surfboard and catch some of the six-foot waves she’d seen breaking offshore. But before she could do that she saw Fuji Namoto trudging up a trail from the beach, wearing a black, one-piece swimsuit and scuba equipment.

“Look out there,” Fuji said, pointing at the water. She was breathing hard.

Alicia saw a broad expanse of rippling water, with numerous small, yellow-and-black fish breaking the surface.

“Butterflyfish,” Fuji said. “When I was diving, thousands of them swam toward me very fast—a huge school of them—and they only veered off at the last possible second. I was terrified. My pulse is still racing. They were hostile, didn’t want me in the water. I lost a bag of specimens I was collecting from the seabed.” She patted her shoulder, where an underwater camera was attached. “I got it all on video.”

Alicia gazed at the flurry of activity. Gradually, the water settled down, and the gently lapping waves looked as they always did, as if nothing had occurred at all.


Chapter 16

In the past few days, Gwyneth had been wondering if she should invite Dr. Halberton to learn more about her cherished secret world. He seemed like a very nice man, and she wanted to trust him.

Thus far she had only provided him with a couple of clues, and he’d been excited by them. The afternoon before, he’d said to her, “What does a blue circle mean? And ‘H2O’? A blue circle of water? Or, a circle of blue water? Do you mean the ocean that makes up most of the world? Is that what you’re trying to say? You do have a picture of a whale on your wall.”

She had not answered, but had been impressed that he’d interpreted her clues correctly, and had come up with the correct answer, though it was no more than a framework on which to hang much more significant information, if she chose to do so. But should she go to the next step with him? Could this doctor be trusted with what she had to say about the ocean, her dire predictions? He seemed to be concerned for her and well-intentioned, but what if he didn’t do the right thing with the precious information? What if she wasn’t taken seriously?

Gwyneth didn’t think the information she had developed, and her calculations, would alert national security authorities against her if it got out, or cause anyone to harm her. But in the wrong hands, the ocean information could be interpreted as further “evidence” that she was not of sound mind, and that she needed to be medicated more or sent to another, even more draconian facility. At least she was beginning to understand this place, and getting used to it. She had developed a regular routine, some aspects of which she actually looked forward to—such as kicking a ball around the exercise yard and chasing it wherever it went, within that enclosure.

Today she had eaten her cafeteria lunch quickly and had hurried out into the exercise yard, noting the staff attendant who shadowed her, a man in a gray smock who watched her all the time when she was out of her room, making notes about her in his hand-held electronic device, taking pictures of her sometimes, and transmitting all of it to his superiors. She had not seen Dr. Halberton today, and his normal visits to her had been replaced by nurses and an elderly instructor in math and the physical sciences, a woman who knew far less than Gwyneth about those subjects.

The weather was brisk, as cold as it was on many mornings when she came out here after breakfast, although the courtyard-like area did provide some shelter from the winds. Today she wore warm trousers, a sweater, and a jacket, along with dark sunglasses, because the sunlight was bothering her. She’d heard a doctor say that autistic people didn’t like bright lights, but this was something she did not always feel. At times, she enjoyed being in sunlight without hiding from it behind dark glasses. It made her wonder about the diagnosis of autism that had been placed on her, a diagnosis she carried with her like a stigma.

On the grass of the compound, there were a number of rubber balls of different sizes and colors. One was blue like the ocean, but to confuse the people monitoring her, she selected one that was yellow instead, and gave it a hard kick that sent it airborne for a good, satisfying distance. It bounced off one of the stone walls and caromed wildly to one side, where she chased it.

As she was playing, she noticed a young patient who had smiled at her that day in the cafeteria, though she’d heard others saying how foul-tempered he was, and emotionally unstable. Now he was striding around a track at the perimeter of the yard, being monitored by another attendant; a big, burly man who might have a weapon under his smock. Gwyneth wasn’t sure what the young man’s mental diagnosis was, but did know his name: Beavan DeLorean. Tall and heavy, he had a cherubic face, but the eyes were dark and distant, suggesting torment and perhaps even electroshock therapy—a cruel and primitive treatment that Gwyneth feared herself, for the harm it would surely do to her wondrous mind.

Again, DeLorean smiled at her, and waved casually, then continued on his way, finally going through the main doorway that led back into the building.

Gwyneth almost felt free when she was running in the compound, at least as free as she could physically, because for the most part it was her physical self that was confined and controlled—and it was her mental awareness that she kept away from people, to the extent possible. Yet her mind contained important information, things she could not keep to herself forever, things that she should not keep to herself. Too much was at stake. The planet was at stake, because if the ocean was imperiled, the Earth itself could die. Almost 71% of the world’s surface was ocean, containing around 97% of the water supply. Plant forms growing in the seas provided more than 50% of the oxygen on Earth.

The ocean was deep—an average depth of around 12,000 feet worldwide, with marine life forms at a range of depths, all the way down to 35,800 feet in the Mariana Trench. Gwyneth had run mental calculations to determine what a huge volume of water there was in the seas, in comparison with the space available for life on land. She had also calculated damage from oil spills, sewage dumping, toxic waste dumping, plastics in the water, and other human intrusions, and could predict approximately how many marine animals would die in the coming year, and beyond.

Sadly, tragically, the ocean was dying. Of that, she had no doubt. She had run the data and calculations in her mind over and over to form projections, processing it all as if she were a supercomputer, and then reprocessing it, coming at the subject from different angles, from every conceivable angle. Within a margin of error of two years, she knew when the ocean would die, losing its oxygen and going sterile, after which the world would essentially end, because most life on the planet would die without healthy seas. 

She knew all of this without any doubt.

The various life forms occupied niches, integral parts of a planet-wide ecosystem of land, air, and water. The seas were already perishing in sections, their oxygen levels depleted, and as this occurred, the original organisms that lived in those dead zones either died or moved away. Already, there were hundreds of ocean wastelands around the planet. For a time, replacement organisms would move in that did not depend on oxygen, such as jellyfish or chemical life forms. But ultimately, the living organisms would all cycle down and vanish, as the environmental niches—with all of their complex interactions of predators and prey—were wiped out. No matter how she examined the data, she saw an avalanche of species die-offs occurring, inevitably resulting in the extinction of all ocean species.

There were already signs of that apocalyptic future, dark and ominous signs. From the mysterious flow of data into her mind, she knew the exact life and death statistics on every species in the ocean, from the whales to the krill they ate, to even smaller organisms—and the numbers were not good. The trends were frightening.

Some life forms—perhaps the hardiest chemical organisms around deep volcanic vents or bacteria on the seabed, or amphibians that could take refuge on the land—might survive and begin the march of sea-creature evolution again if oxygen ever returned to the water, spanning millions and millions of years. But it would be even more difficult for them than it had been for their ancestors because of the damage done to the waters by humans. Nature had a way of healing itself, but there were limits to what it could accomplish.

All the seas of the Earth would die within the next two hundred years. It was much bigger than the signs that other people were noticing, such as dying coral reefs and fish species going extinct in modern times. And more than the survival of the fittest.

This was much, much bigger. 

Secretly, Gwyneth went through additional calculations now as she ran around the exercise yard, kicking the yellow ball, but not laughing, not releasing the mounting stress she felt inside, the immense burden of responsibility for the information that had been entrusted to her. She felt like a caretaker of the vast amount of data, and, ultimately, of the ocean itself. All of it was in her safekeeping. She ran faster and faster around the yard until she had trouble breathing, while her mind kept speeding through its complex, disturbing cycles. Her emotions ran wild, from sadness to frustration, and increasing anger over what human beings had done to the beautiful waters of the planet.

Wherever humans go, she thought, they leave filth and destruction in their path. Humans are pigs.

As she stopped and took long, deep breaths to recover, she noticed two small gray gulls gliding toward her, and they landed on her shoulders, one on each. She saw their round, nervous eyes next to her own, and the beaks that could injure, or even blind, her. But these were friends, non-threatening. 

Rummaging in a pocket of her jacket, she brought out a folded piece of bread, salvaged from lunch. She broke it into little pieces, which she fed to the birds, watching them grab the morsels eagerly, and actually share the treat. Finally, when she gave them the last of the pieces, the gulls flew off with food in their beaks, perhaps to share with others, or to find some water to wash it down. One of the remarkable things she had learned was that these shorebirds could drink saltwater without ill effect, processing it through the specialized organs of their bodies. It was but one of the many marvelous things she had learned about the ocean.

Hearing a bell ring, marking the end of her exercise period, Gwyneth left the ball and walked toward the double doors that led back into the building. Glancing back, she saw the attendant keeping pace with her, and then turning away when she reached her room and entered. The door locked automatically when it closed behind her.

Inside, she removed her sunglasses and saw Dr. Halberton awaiting her. He sat at the table in the center of room, with a tablet of paper and a thick black-lead pencil in front of him. “For your lesson today, Gwyneth, I want you to draw as many images as you can think of. Whatever pictures come into your mind.” He motioned for her to sit with him.

Gwyneth nodded, but hesitantly. Taking a seat across from him, she felt like she wanted to tell him more, yet she was not certain how to phrase something so momentous, or whether to use words or symbols. So the teenager took the pencil, but just sat there with it, thinking, struggling to come up with a way of putting a thought into a word or combination of words, or a picture. A stream of images came to mind, but none were satisfactory. None of the pictures in her mind quite represented the next level of information she wanted to pass on to him—information about the ocean, and where it and the world were headed.

Sometimes pictures were easier for her, especially when she created symbols such as the blue circle representing the planet’s ocean, or wrote the formula for water. But this time the autistic girl was able to visualize words easier, and she envisioned them flowing across a page. They were her words, in her own private system, but would not come in any order that she could express coherently to others. They would seem jumbled to anyone hearing them, even to this doctor who was trying to help her, and who had been so perceptive in the past.

Finally, the teenager shook her head and put down the pencil, then looked at him apologetically. She found herself unable to convey anything more to him, not an image of any sort, nor a sound, nor any form of a clue.


Chapter 17

Alicia had her own car, a small Japanese import, but it was at the repair shop getting its steering and wheel alignment repaired, damage caused by the rough Wanaao-area roads. The Ellsworth Ranch had a small fleet of Jeeps available to her in the interim, all kept in good repair in the maintenance shop, adjacent to the horse stables.

Early in the morning, Alicia picked up one of the Jeeps and drove to the agreed-upon pickup point at Kimo’s fruit stand on the Wanaao Road, where he left his young friend Billie Hama to run the business. The vehicle had a canvas top that was on because it might rain, with the side zipper-windows open to let in the pungent air. She wore a khaki Australian-outback hat with the side flaps buttoned up, giving her a stylish appearance.

“As you can see, I’m a big-shot executive,” Kimo said as he climbed into the front passenger seat and pulled the door shut. He carried a small knapsack, which he put in the back. “I have people chauffeuring me around and running my store. It doesn’t get any better than this.”

With a grin, Alicia said, “Watch it, Mister, or this date will be over before it starts.”

He nodded. “Okay, I’ll be on good behavior. I promise. I brought some fresh papayas and bananas for us to eat. And something you might not like very much, a seaweed salad.”

“I’m sure I’ll love it,” she said, noting that it was in a small insulated container. “I brought spicy Hawaiian chicken from the ranch kitchen,” she added, “and guava juice.”

“We’ll feast like royalty,” he said.

Alicia put the Jeep in gear, and they rolled along the bumpy, washboard surface of the road. “If I saw your normal personality, instead of the ‘good behavior’ version, would I like you?”

“My normal personality, eh?” He thought for a moment. “Well, you might. I am kind of playful, and I like to tickle people.”

“Just anyone?”

“No, only cute wahinis like you.”

She did not find his comment amusing; considered it somewhat sexist. But she didn’t want to jump to any conclusions about him. He seemed a little nervous, and her own attitude was not helping the situation. “I see. Just hold off on that until I give approval, all right?”

“Sure. Sorry, I was only kidding.”

Alicia saw a red and yellow tour bus parked ahead, at a vista that was popular for looking out on the sea. The vehicle was a twenty-passenger model, with a canvas top, open at the sides. It was the largest bus normally used on these narrow, badly paved roads.

As they drew closer, Kimo said, “Pull up alongside. That lady boarding is my mother. She’s going to talk to the tourists, and we can listen in. She’s not a tour guide, but sometimes she’s asked to speak on various subjects that are of historical or spiritual significance. She knows many interesting stories about our area.”

“Sounds like fun.” As Alicia parked the Jeep she saw the large Hawaiian woman take a standing position at the front of the bus, where she held a microphone. Alicia had seen Kimo’s mother at the last town meeting, when she spoke of the need to stop polluting and plundering the ocean, and got into a horrible argument with Alicia’s grandfather.

“My name is Ealani Pohaku,” she said, to the tourists. “My family has lived in Wanaao for many generations, going back to the bygone days when Hawaiian royalty vacationed here. Some of my ancestors were warriors, and spilled blood defending our beautiful land. If any of you see me on another day, I may speak more of that. But now I want to tell all of you something that is very important. You must heed my words carefully, for your own safety, and for the safety of your families.”

Alicia looked quizzically at Kimo. He just nodded toward his mother, who didn’t seem to have noticed them there.

“Never, never take a piece of volcanic rock off any of these islands, not even the smallest fragment, or it will enrage Madam Pele—the goddess of the volcanoes—and she will put a terrible curse on you.” She paused, amid nervous murmuring and tittering among some of the passengers. “This is no laughing matter. Believe me, Madam Pele will hunt you down wherever you are, and your family, too, and awful things will happen.”

“My grandfather put up signs in the hotel warning about that,” Alicia said to Kimo, in a low voice. “I made them for him.”

He looked surprised, then said, “I am pleased to hear he did that. It shows respect for our traditions.” Then he leaned close, and added in a low voice, “That portion of the Madame Pele story might not be authentic, but my mother likes it anyway, because it teaches outsiders to respect our beautiful islands.”

Ealani proceeded to tell a number of anecdotes, which she insisted were true, including the story of a child who took a pebble back to Cincinnati and was then killed when a car veered out of control and hit him while he was riding his bicycle. She also told of a honeymooning couple who returned to New York City and put a piece of volcanic rock on the dresser in their bedroom. They were unable to conceive a child until after they learned of the curse, and made arrangements to return the rock safely to Hawaii.

“What about volcanic dust on our shoes?” a man asked. “Should we clean our shoes thoroughly before boarding the plane, or leave our shoes here?”

Alicia saw Ealani smile. “You may keep your shoes without worrying too much. Madam Pele regularly sends winds to the mainland to pick up tiny bits of volcanic dust that wander away.”

“What if a person is not aware of the prohibition and takes a rock home?” a young woman asked.

Ealani nodded. “That is somewhat like the question asked of devout Christians, ‘Can a person still get into heaven if he has never heard of Jesus Christ?’ They would answer ‘no’, and so must I. Whenever a fragment of a sacred volcano is willfully removed, Madam Pele does not recognize nuances of guilt, or even ignorance. Anyone coming to the Hawaiian Islands carries a moral obligation to learn our customs. There are no excuses for not doing so, no excuses for improper behavior. It is a matter of showing consideration for our culture, and we take this very seriously.”

The Hawaiian woman then told a number of amusing stories about the menehune, little fairy people who were said to live in the Hawaiian Islands. Also called “night marchers”, they supposedly walked over rooftops at night, and played tricks on people as they slept.

When Ealani was finished (and the tourists applauded her), she stepped off the bus, where Kimo greeted her and introduced her to Alicia.

“It is very nice to meet you,” Ealani said. “Kimo has spoken of you. You are quite lovely.” As the big woman shook Alicia’s hand, Ealani held on for a long time before letting go. Her large hands were calloused but gentle, and her round, tanned face seemed to have permanent smile lines.

“Thank you.” Though Ealani was obviously of Polynesian blood, like Kimo, her face was wider than his, and her eyes, nose, and mouth were different, bearing no resemblance to him.

Alicia offered the woman a ride, but she declined, pointing to a footpath across the road that led into the dense jungle, with its vivid green tones on leaves and broad, leafy fronds. “Our house is only a short distance up the hill,” she said. 

		

At the ranch stable, Alicia had already arranged for the horses, without giving Kimo’s name, so they were saddled and waiting. The stable boy handed Kimo the reins of an energetic black stallion, while Alicia took a smaller Morgan named Hula that she had ridden often, a pretty brown mare with a white face and chest, and white hooves.

“I assume my steed is called Diablo?” he asked, as the American saddle horse pulled away from him and neighed. Kimo held on to the reins, with difficulty.

“You said you were an experienced rider.”

“That doesn’t mean I can handle anything. I was cow-kicked by a horse the last time I rode—it hit me with a hind leg when I was standing next to it.”

“That hurts. I’ve had it happen, too.”

“I don’t think this horse likes me. Would you like to trade?”

“We could find you something else, but he’s not dangerous. His name is Sundancer, and he’s just testing you a little. He does that to every new rider. Give the reins a strong pull to show him who’s boss—but not too hard. You don’t want to hurt him.”

She watched as he did as she instructed, just one firm tug that caused the animal to settle down immediately.

“Sundancer has never thrown anyone, so don’t worry.” She put the food and several plastic containers of water into saddlebags on the horses.

After giving Kimo a few minutes to get accustomed to the stallion, she led the way through a wooden gate and across a sunny pasture, then headed up a grassy slope that was gentle at first and gradually grew steeper. They went through another gate, and reached a jungle trail that continued upward, at times zigzagging in shade and at other times going straight up the slope in the sun, over a path of pulverized lava. The horses were sure-footed, and walked at a strong, steady pace as they climbed.

She kept looking back to make sure Kimo was all right, and saw that he was leaning forward on the black horse, lowering his center of gravity as they went uphill and avoiding any overhanging branches or leaves. His instincts appeared to be good.

“We are still on my grandfather’s property,” she said. “It runs right up the side of the volcano, all the way to the top.”

“Ancient Hawaiian land grants ran from the top of the mountain to the sea,” Kimo said. “There are remnants of old rock walls around here that marked those old land boundaries, before the immigrant white families combined many smaller native plots into large parcels.” He pointed to a section of black lava wall.

She knew the story of such rock boundaries, had seen a number of intact, picturesque examples in the Wanaao region.

Partway up the slope, at around two thousand feet in elevation, Kimo said he’d been here before. He led the way onto a rocky side trail that went to a vista point where they could see part of the winding ribbon of road that continued up to the top. A number of bicyclists were speeding down the paved road, an exhilarating experience that Alicia had done once, and intended to do again. She could also see two young men on hang gliders, soaring out away from the mountain on thermals. Having lived in Hawaii for less than a year, she had not tried that yet, but was anxious to do so.

Kimo called out to her, and pointed to a side trail that went down slope into a jungle clearing, where there was a lookout. “There’s a nice picnic spot over there. Shall we?”

“Sure, why not?” She had lowered the flaps of her outback hat for more protection from the sun. Her horse fidgeted, moving its feet around on the rocky surface.

They negotiated the short trail. Then, after making sure the animals were tied up in shade and had water, Alicia joined him on a sunny lava promontory. He had set up a picnic cloth there, for the chicken, fruit, small bottles of locally-produced guava juice, and an unusual salad with pieces of kelp and leafy, dark-green seaweed. The lookout perch provided sweeping views of the pastures, homes, and roads below, with the vast turquoise ocean beyond. Alicia saw a cruise ship offshore, as well as a big oceangoing container ship and the smaller eclectic boats of local fishermen.

“The chicken is quite spicy,” she warned. I hope you like it that way.”

He nibbled on a piece to test it, nodded, and ate it quickly, followed by several more. Watching him eat voraciously she was glad she had brought a lot of food, but as the two of them talked, the supply dwindled quickly. Alicia found that she actually liked the salad he’d brought, which he described as “vegetables from the sea”. He said the kelp had been washed, cooked, and chilled, while the seaweed had just been washed. It was all mixed, with a delicious, creamy vinaigrette dressing.

“I like your mother,” Alicia said. “She’s quite an interesting lady.” She hesitated. “I hear your father is a fisherman?”

“No more, not since he became sick and bedridden.”

“Yes, I heard that, too. I’m very sorry.”

“They are wonderful, both of them,” Kimo said, “but I fear my father will not be with us much longer. He grows weaker by the moment, and my mother, even with her kahuna healing powers, can do little to help him now.”

“I assume he is getting good medical attention. Who is his doctor?”

“Dr. Wilson,” he said. “He’s new on the staff, but seems bright and helpful. Tiny also has many friends, and they visit him often, bringing him little gifts to keep his mind active, and his spirits upbeat.”

“That’s good.” Alicia wished something could be done to get Tiny Pohaku even better medical care, but there was so much animosity between the two families that she didn’t dare ask her grandfather to see if his personal physician could attend to the old fisherman. Dr. Taj Chandrapur was the town hospital’s chief of staff, and had a very select clientele that he tended to personally, including Preston Ellsworth. Dr. Chandrapur, well-known as a physician to the rich and famous in Beverly Hills, had moved his practice to Wanaao Town twenty years ago, deciding he wanted to live and work there instead of in the hectic Los Angeles area. Some of his clients flew all the way from the mainland to see him, and besides that a number of actors, actresses, and other famous people had either retired to Loa’kai island, or maintained part-time residences there. Because of Chandrapur’s status in the medical community, he’d been able to get wealthy donors to pay for the best medical equipment money could buy. He often said that he ran the “best little hospital in the world”.

The two picnickers talked of people they knew in Wanaao, including the eccentric Jiddy Rahim, who had saved tourists from drowning at Olamai Beach, where her grandfather allowed him to maintain his cave (with a few simple wicker furnishings inside), while also allowing him to eat gratis at the hotel on occasion.

“I was wondering if the ranch ever gave Jiddy anything,” Kimo said upon learning these things. “I’m glad to hear that.”

Kimo also told her about Puka Charlie (whom she didn’t know), a one-armed soldier from the mainland who lived in a hollow outside of town. (His name, “Puka”, meant “hole” in Hawaiian.) Kimo also told her of old Portuguese and Japanese families in the area, and how they liked to tell him stories of bygone days in Wanaao Town, before outsiders and tourists arrived in such abundance.

“The locals keep the Wanaao Road unpaved and bumpy for a reason,” Kimo said. “We don’t want it to be a super highway. Enough tourists get through as it is. Don’t get me wrong; we like tourists. I sell fruit to them, and my fellow Hawaiians provide services as well, but we don’t want the high-rise hotels and condominiums that are on the other side of the island, and on the more populated islands. We don’t want this paradise to become like Waikiki Beach.”

“Neither do I,” she said. 

“I am pleased to hear that,” he said, as he sipped a bottle of juice.

When they left the picnic spot, they took everything with them, not leaving the smallest article of garbage. On the way back down, Alicia showed him another trail that eventually led to a dirt road strewn with fallen mangos and leaves from trees that stood on either side. It was early afternoon when they crossed the Wanaao Road and continued downhill on a path, reaching the seashore a short while later.

She noticed a commotion just offshore, where fish were leaping out of the water and stirring it into a white froth. Three people were on the beach looking outward, Fuji Namoto and the ranch employees who were guiding her.

Kimo said nothing.

“I know that woman,” Alicia said, as they dismounted. “She’s an oceanographer from Honolulu, here to research what’s going on. She said a school of butterflyfish frightened her yesterday while she was in the water. Obviously the fish are still upset. I see orange-spotted jackfish out there now, and other reef species. They’re all worked up about something.”

With a sad expression, Kimo gazed at the frothing ocean, saying nothing. 

“They’re stirring up the water like piranhas,” she said.

“This is very unlike them,” he said. “These species are normally calm, the kind I see often when I dive.”

“What’s wrong with them?”

“The ocean is gravely ill,” Kimo said.

“Due to damage caused by humans, as your mother said at the town meeting?”

“Exactly, and my father says so, too. He was a fisherman for more than sixty years, going out on the sea every day to bring in the plentiful harvest. Something must be done to heal the waters and the creatures that live in them. Something must be done….”

“Yes,” Alicia said. “But what?”

He shook his head, without providing any answer.

On the way back to the stable, Kimo rode silently, keeping any additional thoughts about the matter to himself. He seemed despondent, and Alicia didn’t know what to say to cheer him up. The end of their date had become uncomfortable, but she was not angry with him. On the contrary, he was obviously a very serious young man, with important things on his mind.

She liked him, and hoped to see him again.


Chapter 18

Governor Heinz Churchill’s old military office—which he preferred to his state office—featured a sweeping view of the naval base and the warships in Pearl Harbor, as well as the USS Arizona memorial on the opposite shore, over the site of the sunken battleship and the bodies that were left aboard. He saw a squadron of carrier jets flying low overhead, making him think of the Japanese attack in December, 1941—a decade before his birth, but not in Hawaii. He was from Connecticut.

Heinz had been in this corner office for years, going back to when he was Admiral of the Third Fleet in the Pacific. Despite his present duties as Governor of the State of Hawaii, he’d been permitted to keep his old office here, in recognition of his outstanding service record.

He glanced at his watch: 9:59 am, and heard the familiar voices of two women talking in an outer office, one of his assistants and his wife, Fuji Namoto, who had just arrived.

Then, just as the minute hand touched the hour, he saw his ever-punctual wife march through the open doorway. The slender Asian woman carried a brown leather briefcase on a shoulder sling.

“As I told you in my e-mails, the situation is perplexing,” she said, removing a laptop computer from her case and setting it up on his desk. “I gave Mr. Ellsworth a summary of my findings before leaving, and I’ll put together a more comprehensive report for both of you. But this is what I have so far.”

On a split screen she displayed a series of still photos, along with color videos that showed fish, turtles, and other marine animals in action in the water.

“While diving and walking on the shore in the past few days, I saw fish behaving very erratically. These are videos of what it looked like two days ago, when a school of butterflyfish frightened me. I’m talking about normally docile fish and other species that inhabit the reefs and other waters around the Hawaiian Islands, the kind our area is famous for. Usually it’s like swimming in a giant aquarium of tropical fish, but they swam toward me very fast—a huge school of them—and only veered off at the last possible second. It was very strange, and very unsettling.”

She showed him the video of this, and of other strange events in the water, including porpoises swimming in circles just offshore, and whales doing huge body flops in the water, sending waves crashing against the rocks. She also spoke of the dead baby porpoises and big chunks of coral that had washed up on shore.

“The marine animals seem to be frantic,” she said, “though we cannot tell why. It involves numerous species, all behaving in unfamiliar ways.”

“Any more box jellyfish sightings?” he asked. “Or stonefish?”

The prim woman nodded. “Jellyfish. One of the young men helping me reported he was stung on the legs while swimming near the ranch, but by the time he showed me his legs a short while afterward, they were healed.”

“Just like the victims at Olamai Beach, who experienced non-lethal attacks by potentially deadly creatures.”

“Right, and just today I heard about shark and barracuda scares in the Wanaao area, too—this time not by the Ellsworth Ranch. In one of the new incidents, half a dozen sharks swam fast toward a pair of divers near the town dock and bumped into them, before swimming off. As the divers were hurrying to climb a dock ladder to get out of the water, a barracuda threatened them, too, showing a mouthful of teeth before changing course.”

She brought up a map of the island to show where the disturbing events had occurred—all in the past week. “So far it seems to be predominantly the eastern shore, around Wanaao and the Ellsworth Ranch,” she said, “so it could be something in that area that’s stirring them up. The Navy has been experiencing trouble with military dolphins and porpoises in Pearl Harbor, too—but that’s the only example I know of away from Loa’kai.”

“Could it be underwater volcanic activity?”

“I looked into that, spoke to a university seismologist. Nothing unusual has turned up. There’s a rumor that it might be due to toxic chemicals in the water, but dive crews have been unable to find any barrels dumped, or any other source of leakage. I don’t think it’s a virus, either; no evidence of that.”

“Could the behavior of the sea creatures be predictive, like cows lying down or dogs barking before an earthquake? Could they be warning of a tidal wave, caused by an impending earthquake?”

“Hard to say, but that’s possible, I guess.” She pointed back at the map, at shoreside grandstands on the Ellsworth Ranch. “I have one more data point here, at the aquatic park they operate. I wasn’t sure if it was related before, but now I think it might be. It seems that the dolphins and porpoises have been slow to perform their usual tricks for spectators—they’ll do the tricks sometimes, but not without a great deal of extra effort on the part of the handlers. The animals are also stubborn about learning anything new.”

“That could be something I can help with,” Heinz said. “In the Navy, we’ve used dolphins for underwater military tasks—guarding harbors and warships—and there’s been progress made in communicating with them.”

“Are you suggesting that the fish at the Ellsworth Aquatic Park might actually tell us what is going on?”

“Just an idea, something to look into. It’s a long-shot, especially considering problems with our Navy dolphins, too.”

“I discussed the Wanaao situation with Mr. Ellsworth just before I left. He wants me to do more research, said he’ll even pay for it to protect the tourism industry. I know he’s your friend, but the old patriarch’s demanding personality irritates me, and I feel like he’s talking down to me because I’m a woman. I know the marine crisis is important, so I’ll go back out there, but I need to steer clear of him as much as possible.”

 “Old patriarch, eh?” The Governor felt mildly amused. “What sort of old fellow am I, then?”

She stared at him, and then smiled a little. “Well, looking at your long gray ponytail, I’d say you have progressive hair on top of a right-wing brain.”

“Cute. Now I’ll have to get even with you when you least expect it.” He paused, and said, “Preston doesn’t mean to offend you. He’s just gruff and goal-oriented, wants answers, and wants them right away. He doesn’t mean anything against you or any other woman.”

Both Heinz and Fuji had attended the town meeting in Wanaao, where they witnessed the confrontation between Preston Ellsworth and Ealani Pohaku. Now they spoke of this for a while, going over what the Hawaiian woman had asserted, that sea creatures were protesting against pollution of the ocean and other human activities involving the water.

“Her claim is interesting,” Heinz admitted, “but not provable. I think she’s stretching reality, trying to use the recent events to further her own radical environmental agenda.”

“She’s not involved with any radical groups. I checked.”

“Well, her husband was a fisherman, and you told me there are unusual stories about the son spending a lot of time in the water, and fish gathering around him. Doesn’t it sound like there’s a link there? What’s that kid’s name?”

“Kimo. He’s in his early twenties. Yes, fish gather around him, I’ve interviewed witnesses and I tried to get to him myself, but his mother intervened and told me to leave him alone, insisting he didn’t have anything to say. She’s very protective of him.”

Fuji paused, and added, “They are an unusual family; there’s no denying that. But I’ve heard of other people that attract fish to them—we can do it ourselves if we go in the water carrying food that they smell. Maybe he feeds them when he’s in the water.”

“Did you ask anyone that question?”

“Yes, but no one knows for sure.”

“I see.”

“My gut feeling is that the Pohakus have nothing to do with whatever is happening in the water, and Ealani is just trying to capitalize on it to make a point about human-related harm to the ocean. She’s been known to admonish tourists for taking lava and other unacceptable behavior, so maybe this is her way of saying people need to be more environmentally conscious when they visit the islands. She’s not the only native Hawaiian who feels that way.”

The Governor scowled. “Well, something is sure the hell going on in the water over there, isn’t it?”

She nodded. “At this point, we just don’t know what it is. There are millions and millions of mysteries in the ocean, and this is the latest. Over the centuries there have been attacks against humans by sharks, barracudas, jellyfish, whales, stingrays, squid, and other marine animals—it’s not all the subject of fantastic fiction, you know. My guess is that this will pass, whatever it is.”

“I hope you’re right.”


Chapter 19

For a week, Kimo had been having difficulty sleeping. It started back on the moonlit night when sea creatures called to him imploringly, causing him to go out and swim with them in the water, to calm them down.

Since then, he’d been lying awake in bed each evening, listening for them to call again. Sometimes he awoke from a light slumber, thinking he heard something—and then realizing he hadn’t. The urging from his father to do more to help the ocean was another burden on his mind that kept him awake. Tiny Pohaku was relentless, pressing Kimo every day, telling him to shut down the beaches of Hawaii to get the attention of the haole usurpers.

At dinner the day before, Tiny had said, “A fishing buddy of mine from the Oakland ghetto once said to me ‘Dude, always look for ways to stick it to the Man’, and he was right. I just never saw how to do it until now. You’re the one, Kimo, the one who has to stick it to the Man.”

Kimo had still not committed to doing as his father wished, and suspected the unwell old man was acting vicariously through his son, or attempting to do so—like a parent urging his child to perform well in sports, music, or some other profession that the parent had always wanted to do. Kimo didn’t want to be anyone’s alter ego, not even for this wonderful adoptive father who had done so much for him, and whom he loved dearly. Kimo wanted to be his own person, his own man. 

He cared about a beautiful young woman now, too—Alicia Ellsworth—but with all of his troubles, he was having second thoughts about getting into a relationship with her. Their families were enemies, and there would be a great deal to overcome—too much, and his father was dying. Kimo felt drained emotionally, didn’t think he could devote enough time or energy to getting to know her better. But he hesitated breaking it off with her completely, so he had not called her, had been trying not to think about her and anything special they might have together.

And one problem rose above the others, towering over everything else—going way beyond either the Pohakus or the Ellsworths. Whenever Kimo thought about the serious unrest in the ocean, he kept coming back to the realization that his father was right. Kimo had to at least make the effort to lead the sea creatures, to the limits of his abilities. He had to try.

But when, and exactly how? Maybe he should wait, because the situation with the animals might improve. It might just be ephemeral, a collective agitation that would pass in time. He didn’t like that option; it was like hoping a problem would go away, instead of confronting it, instead of having the courage to do the right thing.

Tonight Kimo lay in uneasy slumber, tossing and turning on the firm woven-mat bed. He’d never thought of how hard and unforgiving the surface was before, but now it was hurting his hips and shoulders, not giving him any comfortable way to rest. He seemed to feel every fiber of the lauhala mat beneath him.

Customarily, Kimo required only around four hours of sleep a night. It was known that whales, dolphins and other marine animals required even less than that, because of the weakened force of gravity when they floated in the sea—and Kimo attributed his own minimal need for rest to the fact that he split his life between the land and the sea.

Finally he fell asleep, and dreamed of a faraway land in which there was a picturesque village by a rocky seashore, and an elfin girl visible behind the barred window of a large structure. She looked like a prisoner up there on the third floor, but Kimo saw a man in a white medical smock behind her, talking to her, trying to get her to turn around. A doctor, Kimo decided.

Kimo heard the man’s voice without being able to comprehend the words, but he felt powerful mental impulses coming from the girl—a teenager, he thought. A very small and intense person, and she was thinking of something, thinking hard, trying to ignore the doctor.

The vista changed, and it was as if Kimo was looking through her eyes now, and almost touching her thoughts. Her gaze was focused on the sea—dark blue and cold—unlike the warm, sparkling turquoise waters of Hawaii.

Kimo awakened, though he would have preferred to remain in the dream and explore the thoughts of the girl. As he lay there, he tried to tell himself it was nothing but a dream; that the girl did not exist. But he was having trouble convincing himself of this. It had seemed so real.

Abruptly he found himself asleep again, and he was back with the girl again, this time deeper into her mind. She was extremely unhappy, and through her he heard some of the myriad sounds of the sea—the mournful song of a whale, the squeaks and whistles of dolphins, and the cries of gulls as they flew low over the waves, looking for fish near the surface.

This time their brains connected on a much deeper level, and Kimo shared the thoughts of the girl in the window, her concerns about being abandoned in this institution by her family, her intense love for the sea and her extreme worries about it. One of her thoughts was repeated in her mind, over and over: “The ocean is dying. The ocean is dying.”

He sensed her helplessness and frustration, and suddenly he felt a flow of data that seemed to come from the sea, passing through his sleeping brain and into the mind of the girl. A huge amount of raw information was being transferred to her—all about the ocean—and he sensed this was not the first time it had occurred this way. Somehow it seemed familiar. With this occurring, he could barely have any thoughts of his own. He struggled to locate them, and finally he was able to find a small compartment of his brain that remained independent.

The flowing information, the raw data from the sea about the sea, sped up, as if the flow pressure had been turned up. And Kimo realized he was little more than a conduit, a way of passing information on to this strange girl. It struck him how uniquely intelligent she was, with an incredible capacity to absorb huge quantities of data. He realized as well that he and the teenage girl—who seemed so real—had an important goal in common, the preservation and advancement of all things to do with the ocean.

The teenager was in a mental hospital, Kimo decided, providing him with an explanation for the doctor and the barred window. He didn’t know what her ailment was, except that people thought she was retarded. In reality it was exactly the opposite—she was so far ahead of them that they could not come close to comprehending her.

For a moment, the sleeping man touched the periphery of extremely complex calculations the girl was performing in her mind, as she added her own new data to what she already had. He understood nothing of the numbers she was developing, and reached the point where he was afraid to delve deeper because her thought processes were so incredibly complicated and convoluted that he might not find his way out of the maze of her mind. On this venture into the dream he began to feel uncomfortable, and he wanted out, wanted it to end so that he could retain his sanity and not awaken in a damaged mental state.

Finally he succeeded in returning to consciousness, and sat straight up in bed. Swinging out of bed onto a mat on the dirt floor, Kimo looked out his window in the direction of the sea, but saw only darkness and bright stars in the vault of the heavens.

It had been nothing, he decided, just a vivid dream, inspired by his close involvement with the ocean. Convinced of this, he returned to bed and promptly fell asleep.

Dawn finally entered the room and seeped around his closed eyelids, waking him up. Kimo stared for a few moments at a small book shelf on one wall, where he and his mother kept a few volumes, on a variety of subjects. 

He rose and stretched, then looked into his father’s room, hoping he was awake. Tiny Pohaku was breathing fitfully, gasping. 

Ealani was with him, propping him up on a pillow so that he could breathe easier, but the old fisherman did not open his eyes. In the low gray light of dawn, his fleshy face was anguished, as if he were in a nightmare from which he could not emerge.

“I fear he has slipped into a coma,” Ealani said, her voice breaking. “Hurry! Go get the doctor.”

The Pohaku family had no telephone, so Kimo ran to a neighbor’s shack for help. When he returned home, he found his mother saying a Hawaiian blessing over Tiny Pohaku, praying for the deliverance of his spirit from suffering.

“He is still hanging on,” she said. “But his body is shutting down, telling us he cannot go on much longer.”

While they waited for help, Kimo told his mother about the strange dream of the young woman and her incredible mind, and of her thoughts about the dire state of the world’s ocean—and how it had seemed too real to be a dream.

Unable to look away from his dear father, tears streamed down Kimo’s face. Wiping his cheeks, he said to his mother, “I think I should do what he wants. I should try to shut down the beaches as a demonstration against human misuse of the waters.”

“That is good,” she said, with a gentle, pained smile.

Crying softly, they held hands while awaiting the doctor.


Chapter 20

Alicia had never been close to her older brother, though she’d made the effort so many times without success that it embittered her. Jeff seemed passionless when it came to sibling affection, forming a wall around himself that she hadn’t been able to penetrate. The only passion she ever saw in him was vitriol toward her, and jealousy for anything good that ever happened to her.

He’d been making extra efforts (obvious to her) to position himself closest to Grandfather Ellsworth, and she’d been allowing him to do that, without any countervailing moves on her part. A pattern became apparent in which Jeff would notice something wrong at the ranch, perhaps an employee slacking off or stealing something, and he would report it directly to the old man. In the first few weeks, this had put her brother into favor with him, but as the tattletale pattern continued, and Jeff began distorting information in order to continue to “prove” himself, or treating good employees poorly, he began to arouse widespread enmity—and this aura of bad feeling eventually reached the ears of Preston Ellsworth III.

A day ago Jeff had attempted to limit employees to fifteen minute breaks, which he timed on a random, spot-check basis—ignoring entirely that many of them put in longer hours than they were paid for, or were valuable to the ranch for other reasons, because of their special knowledge and experience.

To Alicia’s dark amusement, this actually had the opposite effect on their grandfather than her brother wanted. That afternoon she had been going to see the old man at his office when she heard him through a partially open door, railing at Jeff for going beyond his duties and alienating employees. She’d waited outside in the wide, open-air corridor that was lined with big-leaf plants and flowers, listening as her grandfather shouted.

“I’ve worked for years to treat my staff fairly and gain their trust, and I’m not going to have you coming in here and upsetting everything! Is that clear?”

“Yes, sir,” Jeff had said, his voice weak.

“I’d better not get any more complaints about you!”

“You won’t, sir.”

Moments later, Jeff had emerged from the office, and seen Alicia. He’d reddened, obviously wondering how much she’d heard, but had hurried away without saying anything, like the proverbial dog with its tail between its legs. Upon seeing the stricken look on her stocky older brother’s face, Alicia’s amusement had dissipated, and she’d felt some sympathy for him.

She had gone in afterward, and acted as if she had not heard anything, while the elderly man spoke to her about the decline in bookings at the ranch hotel due to problems at the beaches, and with the aquatic-park animals.

“Our revenues are down,” he’d said. “We’re off eleven percent, at a time of year when we should be at or near capacity. I’m very concerned. We need to stay on top of this and get it turned around. I want daily reports from you about how the fish in the aquatic park are behaving. I’m also getting reports from other staff around the ranch.”

“I’ll do my best, Grandfather.”

“That’s good.” He’d smiled gently and given her a strong hug. It was one of the nice things about the elegant old man, the feelings of affection he had toward family members; how he was willing to give both her and Jeff an opportunity at the ranch, taking them away from the drug and other problems in California.

As she pulled away, he’d said, “I know I can count on you.”

She’d nodded, and left.

Alicia had not intended to gain any advantage over her brother that day, but it had happened anyway, though she’d had no idea at the time how temporary it had been….

		

This morning she was in her room alone, thinking about Kimo, missing him and wondering why he had not called her. He must be busy, she decided, something to do with his seriously ill father. She didn’t want to bother Kimo, but also wanted to let him know she cared, and wanted to see him again. She thought she’d made that clear after their wonderful first date. But she wasn’t sure what to do next.

Just then her phone did ring, but it was not Kimo; it was her grandfather, informing her in a terse voice that he wanted to see her right away. When she entered the old man’s office she saw Jeff there, standing by the window with his back to her. Preston Ellsworth III sat at his large koa wood desk, glaring at her. He pointed to a chair facing him, where she sat.

“I want straight answers from you,” he said.

Uh oh, she thought, knowing what must have occurred. Her brother was avoiding eye contact with her.

“Jeff learned from the stable boy that you went horseback riding with Kimo Pohaku,” her grandfather said. “A crazy Pohaku on one of my horses, on my property? And he rode in one of my Jeeps, too? You know how I feel about that family!” He half rose out of his chair before settling back down.

“Kimo’s not the way you think. He’s a nice young man. I’ve had long talks with him, and he wishes the land dispute would just go away.”

“He said that to you?”

“Not in so many words. But he doesn’t like the quarrel between our families. He’s a good person, Grandfather. Really, he is, and holds no animosity toward our family at all.” Looking at her brother, who finally turned and met her gaze, she said, “Does Jeff have to be here? Can’t this be a personal conversation?”

“This is a family matter,” their grandfather said. “He stays.”

Jeff’s expression was irritatingly smug. He fiddled with the gold chain around his neck.

“If that’s the way you want it,” she said. “Several days ago, I went to City Hall and went through old land records. I found out what the dispute is over, that long ago Keke Pohaku claimed he was defrauded of his land by a local official, who allowed your grandfather, Preston Ellsworth I, to purchase the Pohaku land for seventy-two dollars in back taxes!”

“That’s a distortion,” the old man said. “Why did you go to City Hall without telling me?”

“I’m telling you now, Grandfather, and what I found there does not look good for our family. It looks like we used fancy lawyers and dirty tricks to steal from a simple man who could not read or write.”

Preston Ellsworth’s blue eyes flashed. “Everything that occurred is not in those records.”

She shot him her own hard glare. “Like the bribery of public officials, you mean?”

“There is no proof of anything like that.”

“I’m sure we Ellsworths have seen to that.”

“Are you accusing me of something?”

“Not you, but your grandfather, and maybe even your father may have done something unethical, and the details have grown clouded with time.”

He looked hurt, glowered at her with his eyes burning.

“Grandfather, the old Pohaku land is on the northeast edge of your ranch, with much of it running up a steep slope from the sea—not the best area for cattle grazing. The Pohakus used to farm the land with terraces on the hillside. Give it back to them; you won’t miss it.”

He looked a little calmer, but said, “There’s been too much bad blood for that to ever happen. Besides, even if I wanted to help one family, I wouldn’t want to set a legal precedent that would make other families demand their land back, too. Believe me, Alicia, it is a subject that is best left to wither and die. You do not understand the history of the land, and how we are entitled to it. We Ellsworths have worked this ranch for decades, and have earned the right to be here.”

“I’m sure our family has worked hard, and you dearly love the land, Grandfather, even consider yourself a proper steward of it. But your argument sounds like what Americans always say about taking the land from the Indians, and what the Afrikaners said in South Africa as a justification for leading the country and taking the lion’s share of the resources.”

Preston Ellsworth’s mouth curled into a wry smile. “Nice play on words—the lion’s share in South Africa.”

The double meaning had been unintended, but she nodded.

“I won’t order you not to see Kimo anymore,” he said, “or threaten you if you do, because the past is not his fault. I will just tell you that it is not a healthy relationship for you to have. There are deep feelings of antipathy between our families.”

“Would you be more comfortable if I left the ranch, if I moved out?”

“That wouldn’t stop you from seeing the young man, would it?”

“No,” she admitted. “I really like him.”

She exchanged glances with Jeff, noted a sneer on his face.

“I want you to stay,” the old man said, his eyes welling with tears. “Your grandmother, God rest her soul, was always giving me challenges like this. You remind me of her sometimes.”

“She wanted you to give the land back, too?”

He nodded. “Some of it, anyway. She said we have enough real estate, and should donate at least a hundred acres as a preserve for the old Hawaiian families to use communally. I disagreed with her then, and I disagree with you now. We Ellsworths have earned our land. We don’t owe anybody anything.”

Alicia remembered her Grandmother Hermione being an elegant, aloof woman who didn’t say much. Apparently, that was not the case when she was alone with her husband.

“I only want the best for you, Alicia,” her grandfather said, as he gave her a strong hug.

“I know,” she said, looking up at him. “But I am old enough to decide for myself who I want to associate with.”

He nodded sadly, and sputtered something about needing to meet with an important visitor in a few minutes.

As Alicia left with her brother, he said to her, “I had to go to Grandfather with the information, or the stable boy was going to, anyway. He recognized Kimo immediately. At least I was able to soften the old man up a little before you got there, so he didn’t come down too hard on you.”

“What a nice thing for you to do.” Her voice dripped sarcasm, which he didn’t seem to notice.

“The sooner that old man dies the better,” Jeff said when they were out in the corridor. “Then we can sell our shares and get on with our lives.”

She moved in front of him and paused, causing him to stop. “I’m surprised you’d say that to me. Aren’t you afraid I’ll go running to Grandfather and tell him?”

“He wouldn’t believe you,” Jeff said. “It would only make you look bad.”

“Yes, I suppose you’re right. I don’t have your skill at informing on family members.” With that, she turned abruptly and stalked away.


Chapter 21

As Jeff Ellsworth flew the helicopter north of Loa’kai Island, he was tired, and hardly noticed the beauty of the glimmering aquamarine sea below, or the brightly colored coral reefs visible in the shallows just beneath the surface. It was early afternoon, and he’d taken the ‘copter without notifying anyone, because of a last-minute delivery change by his drug supplier. Jeff had only a small window of opportunity, and needed to get back in forty-five minutes for a scheduled tourist flight. It would be tight, but if he was a few minutes late he would make up an excuse, and no one would be the wiser.

He’d already done four tours today, beginning at seven that morning, because the other pilot had called in sick, leaving Jeff to juggle the appointments himself. He’d done so, and had been forced to notify one of the groups of a changed time, taking them out earlier than originally scheduled, and cancelling the snorkeling portion of the tour. In the air, those guests had expressed their displeasure, saying it messed up their plans for the day. Biting his tongue, Jeff had listened to their complaints without saying much in response, except to say that he had no control over a fellow employee getting ill. What he really wanted to say was that they could all go to hell, but he wasn’t ready to do anything like that yet.

Someday, though. He could hardly wait.

He flipped off the electronic sign boards on the aircraft, then saw the fishing boat awaiting him in a different place today, in addition to the altered delivery time. He wondered what was going on, but in the encrypted e-mail exchange with his supplier Pauly Tahina there’d been very little explanation, and Jeff wasn’t going to be able to find anything out from the pair onboard the boat, either. They were just deliverymen.

There were two bags of marijuana this time, along with two of a new type of cocaine, laced with hallucinogenic additives from the rain forests of Brazil. His supplier told him it was the hottest new product on the market now, and increasingly popular on the mainland. Trusting Tahina because he’d known him for years, both here and back when Jeff lived in California, he had placed an ambitious order. Since this stuff would sell for a higher price, he anticipated a higher profit margin. It was just business, and he wanted to do well at it. 

Hovering above the boat, he winched up the drugs, tested them, and dropped the payment bundle. As usual, he resealed the bags on the floor beside him and then flew away toward the island.

After making a jungle drop of cocaine for one of his retailers, Jeff made a deeper jungle drop of the remaining supplies in a safe hiding place he had used before, where he could recover the bags on foot after driving a Jeep as close as possible on a dirt road. Then he flipped on the electronic ELLSWORTH RANCH TOURS signs, and flew along the seashore, toward the landing field.

On his left, a narrow ribbon of highway ran along the side of the cliff, and he noticed the bright red streak of a vehicle that was going very fast, taking dangerous turns at a high rate of speed. To his dismay, he thought it might be his own classic Ferrari, and if so, it was probably being driven by Pauly’s friend, the one who was also staying in Jeff’s oceanfront condominium. How on earth was the man keeping that car on the road? It was a high-performance automobile, but Jeff could never operate it with that level of skill.

He circled the helicopter around and watched the speeding sports car for a while as it rolled fast through the turns, and even a hairpin turn, all very smoothly, not seeming to slide or skid at all. The driver must be working the gears with absolute precision, pushing the expensive machine to its limits, and perhaps to his own, as well. It sure looked like Jeff’s car, and he hoped the man didn’t damage it, or total it. That evening he would send an e-mail to Pauly, and ask him to have the Ferrari inspected when this guy was done with it—assuming it was the same car. Jeff felt certain it was, because he’d never seen one like it on the island.

He continued flying back to the ranch, and presently he saw the landing field. When he drew closer he noticed that his grandfather waiting for him, and he didn’t look happy. Glancing at his watch, he saw that he was only ten minutes late, which didn’t seem like enough to warrant a reprimand.

Two tourists were with him, a couple who looked to be in their sixties, in shorts and wide-brimmed floppy hats, with large cameras around their necks. From their sunburns and soft skin they looked like mainlanders who had been partaking too much of the Hawaiian weather and luaus. They also looked like experienced photographers, with that expensive equipment.

Jeff extended the landing struts below the pontoons, set down crisply on the grassy field, and shut off the engine. While the main and tail rotors whirred and came to a stop, he walked around the craft checking everything, one of the quick flight-system checks he always did before taking off again.

As he was inspecting the tail boom and its vertical stabilizer, he noticed that his grandfather was saying something to the tourists, and they remained where they were while the old man strode over to the helicopter to speak with him privately.

“Where have you been?” he demanded.

“I’m only a few minutes late, Grandfather. I’m sorry, but I saw a swimmer struggling in the surf and I dropped the basket down for him to hold onto, while I pulled him out of an undertow.”

“Where was that?”

“One of the remote beaches on the north side. His girlfriend was on the shore waving to me for help, and I saw him out there, getting carried out to sea in an undertow.”

Satisfied with his own tall tale, Jeff watched the old man’s expression, saw displeasure and frustration.

“All right,” he finally said. “Now I want you to give these guests a bonus—make sure they get a great flight, and only charge them half price.”

“It’s a good thing I saw that swimmer,” Jeff said, “or he would have drowned for sure.”

The old tycoon scowled. “We don’t run an air-sea rescue service. You’ve cost me money, and in the present downturn I’m in no mood for higher costs. This morning, one of our biggest customers, a hedge-fund manager who spends a month at the hotel every year, cancelled his reservation because of the bad publicity about the beaches.”

“That’s unfortunate,” Jeff said, “but we had been having a good year until all that happened. Hopefully, it will average out.”

“Don’t give me any of that Pollyanna crap. This is a serious problem, and because of it we’re all going to have to work harder—and take shorter breaks.” His gaze flickered to the helicopter, making his meaning obvious.

“Right, Grandfather.”

When the old man strode away toward his waiting Jeep, Jeff smiled to the tourists, and motioned for them to board.


Chapter 22

Kimo’s adoptive mother had two cousins who worked at the Ellsworth Ranch. Since neither of them carried the name Pohaku, there’d been no problems in that regard—and besides, Old Man Ellsworth must know better than to ask too many questions about family ties, because so many people on the Wanaao side of the island were related, due to the large extended families.

One of his mother’s second cousins, Uki Mikaho, played guitar and sang in the hotel restaurant and lobby, and was a conduit of information about the comings and goings at the ranch. Uki had heard from another employee that Mr. Ellsworth had been extremely upset about his granddaughter’s date with Kimo. 

This afternoon Kimo had arranged to meet Alicia at the Wanaao General Store during her lunch break, and he’d left his friend Billie in charge of the fruit stand to go there. Kimo had something very difficult to say to her, and it was tearing him up inside—but he had to do it.

Now he sat at a small bistro table near the front entrance, a good vantage to watch for anyone coming in, and—on other days when he was in a better mood—a good place from which to “tourist watch”, observing some of the foolish behavior of visitors to the island. 

As he waited for her, he looked down the aisles of the store, and around at the walls. Merchandise was piled high on the shelves and hung on hooks on the few exposed wall spaces, with items filling every conceivable space from floor to ceiling. He heard the deep, thickly-accented voice of the store’s owner, an elderly Portuguese man, as he helped a customer.

Kimo worried about how to phrase what he had to say to Alicia, and carried the overriding, always-present worries about his father, who had slipped into a coma and was not expected to live much longer. Tiny was in the small hospital on the edge of town, watched over by Dr. Wilson, who was paying for everything himself as a favor to the much beloved man and his family.

In the background, Kimo heard a female clerk speaking to a tourist who wanted to know how to get to Lani Falls and the gravesite of a famous actress, who retired in the area and was buried in a church graveyard. The clerk spoke to him in pigeon English, and he was having trouble understanding her.

The sunburned tourist wore shorts, flip-flops, and a Hawaiian shirt. He had an oversized camera draped around his neck. Finally, exasperated, he said something rude to her and walked away.

Kimo shook his head. The clerk had been trying to help him, and he’d been condescending toward her. Though Kimo normally had a calm disposition, on occasion he admonished tourists, just as his mother did. He was tempted to follow the man outside and berate him, but just then he saw Alicia entering the store. She looked very attractive in a short-sleeve white blouse and dark skirt.

“Hi, Kimo. Do you want to order sandwiches?” She motioned toward the delicatessen counter.

He rose to his feet, felt very tense. “I’m not hungry. Could we just talk for a few minutes?”

Surprised, she said, “Sure, if that’s what you want.” She sat down across from him at the small table.

“I enjoyed our horseback ride,” he said, looking into her pretty blue eyes. “A lot.”

“So did I.” Alicia smiled sweetly, making him feel even worse about what he intended to do, what he had to do.

Kimo had been going over the words he would say, repeating them, trying to memorize a version that would express it the best. But there was no good way to do this, no good way to stop the feelings he already had for her, so he’d given up on trying to come up with just the right words.

“This is not easy for me to say,” he said, “but I don’t think we should see each other anymore.”

She sat back, looking stunned. “Why? I thought we, I thought you –“ 

“It was good when we were together, I admit that. We only had one date, but it was very nice.” He looked away from her, knowing his own expression was pained. “I heard about how upset your grandfather was about us going out, and my mother had that argument with him at the town meeting. The Pohakus and the Ellsworths will never get along; the hatreds run too deep. I’m sorry to say this Alicia, because I really like you, but it would never work out between us. It’s my fault. I should never have gotten you involved in the mess between our families.”

“Our families are not the Hatfields and the McCoys,” she said. “We aren’t star-crossed lovers caught in a shooting war between archenemies.”

He didn’t know what the reference meant, or the names, and gave her a blank stare for a moment, waiting for her to explain.

Instead, she said, “My grandfather can’t tell me what to do in my personal life, can’t tell me who I can or cannot see. I told him I like you, and–“ 

He scowled, shook his head. “I’ve thought this over carefully—believe me, I have—and it won’t work between us. My father is gravely ill, and I have to be there for him, and for my mother. I don’t have time to be with you, Alicia. It’s not fair to you.”

“You don’t think we can wait for a better time?”

He shook his head. “I don’t think so, Alicia. I have a lot on my mind, and this situation between our families is too complex for me to deal with now; it’s draining me emotionally. I just can’t handle it.”

“All right. I understand, but Kimo, I want you to know that if I owned the ranch, I would give it all back to the native Hawaiians, including your family.”

He smiled softly. “I appreciate that very much, but my father is lying in a coma right now, and I have to be with him.” He rose to his feet. “I’m sorry, but I don’t want to talk about this anymore.”

She looked crestfallen. He hated the pain he saw on her face just before he turned and left.


Chapter 23

Though Alicia had not lived on the eastern shore of Loa’kai island for long, she’d already become familiar with some of the favorite spots where locals liked to go, places unknown to most tourists. Crimson Cove was one of them, a delightful, serene little bay that could only be accessed by small boat or by negotiating the narrow cliffside trail she was on now. Because of its comparatively calm waters it was not a suitable location for surfing, so she never took her board there.

She’d heard that Kimo often went to the cove alone to swim, and when he left the general store, she had watched him leave town and walk on a dirt road that led in this direction. When he was nearly out of sight she followed, and while she was on the road behind him she saw him turn onto the Crimson Cove trail.

Alicia remained a safe distance back, and he did not seem to notice her. His behavior had been strange in the store, and she thought he seemed distressed by what he’d done, and had been trying to conceal it from her. She was sure he’d not wanted to say those things, but he probably thought it was for her own good, to keep her from suffering in the midst of family squabbling and the emotional turmoil around the failing health of his father.

Kimo’s attempt to spare her was gallant (just as his earlier rescue of her had been), but she was stronger than he realized. Alicia had already been through the emotional rollercoaster of seeing her parents destroy their marriage and family with drugs and alcohol, so she was tough enough to face anything involving the Ellsworth and Pohaku families. She was not the spoiled, pampered haole wahini that Kimo seemed to think she was. Even though they had not known each other for long, she felt a strong attraction for him—and hoped he felt the same way toward her. After the shock of his words, she was resolved to find out.

On the cove trail, she heard the cinders crunching under her feet, making her worry about the noise. She saw him ahead, going in and out of the gnarled pine trees and other vegetation that clung to the sides of the trail and the steep hillside above, as the trail wound down toward the beach. Seeing him go onto a switchback section that turned back in her general direction (though at a lower elevation) she concealed herself behind a tree until it was safe to proceed.

She’d heard that the reclusive Jidhat Rahim lived in a cave somewhere around here, but at this time of day he was usually at his second haunt, the other seaside cave on her grandfather’s ranch, where he watched the water and rescued foolish swimmers who went beyond the safety zone of the lifeguards. 

Ahead, she saw the crystalline blue waters and gently-lapping waves of the cove, and the reddish sand of the cinder beach. She and Kimo appeared to be the only ones here. It was a lovely romantic spot, but he didn’t know she was here and she didn’t want to reveal herself, at the risk of making him angry. At the store he’d said he was going to be with his father, but the old man lay in a coma and Ealani was probably with him. Kimo must be thinking he needed a little time for himself, and that was understandable. The beautiful, warm waters of Hawaii were restorative to a person’s soul. 

He reached the bottom of the trail, where he removed his sandals and shirt, leaving them beside a small palm. Alicia saw the many tattoos on his body as he crossed the sand, reached the water and waded in. By the time he was immersed to his waist with his back to her, Alicia stood at the bottom of the trail. She saw a flurry of small yellow and red fish around him and two shark fins that gave her concern at first, until it became clear he was not being attacked. One of the sharks swam alongside him, with several smaller remora fish adhering to its sides, one of the odd relationships in the ocean in which less powerful animals hitched rides on predators, looking for scraps of food that might be left behind. Kimo petted the top of the shark’s head, then leaned close and said something to the animal. A large hawksbill turtle came up to him on the other side and paddled beside him as he swam into deeper water, with other creatures following close behind. She’d heard that he swam with the living things of the sea, but seeing this with her own eyes was startling.

And it made Kimo more interesting to her than ever.

Alicia sat on a piece of red lava that had tumbled down from above, and, removing her shoes, she rested her bare feet on the coarse sand. She did not know how to reach out to this special young man, and he was fleeing from her, maybe fleeing from the complications that would be attendant to any relationship with another human (especially an Ellsworth), and choosing instead the serenity and companionship of these creatures.

She wished she had a different last name, one that didn’t carry so much baggage with it around here. If only she was a simple girl from an ordinary family, he might fall completely in love with her—instead of the partial attachment that frightened him away.

I’m not a spider, she thought. I don’t want you in my web. I want you to be free, and I want you to love me.

The intensity of this thought caused her to examine her feelings even more. She knew love was a complex emotion, covering a wide range of feelings. She cared for the young Hawaiian man deeply, more than she’d ever felt for a boyfriend before. Alicia was not certain if she truly loved him yet, but she wanted to find out, wanted to give their relationship a chance.

It was all so difficult. She’d heard legends of lovelorn Hawaiians hurling themselves off high cliffs long ago, and now she understood how they must have felt. A tear ran down her cheek, and she wiped it away, vowing to be stronger than that.

She longed to go in the water with Kimo despite the sharks, but didn’t know if he could protect her from them, and even if he could, she didn’t want him to be upset with her.

Out in the cove, Kimo was swimming toward deeper water, with powerful arm strokes on the surface, like an Olympic athlete. She had to stand up to see him, because of the sea life thronging around him, but she got a clear view of him when he finally dove underwater. As he did so, all of his companions went with him, disappearing from view.

Seconds passed, followed by minutes, with no sign of him. Alicia began to panic. He was staying underwater for too long….


Chapter 24

As a reward for good behavior, a handful of the patients in the mental hospital were permitted, every once in a while, to eat in an area called the Tea Room. On the top level of the building, it was an enclosed conservatory with large potted plants and greenhouse windows that looked out on the quaint English village of Apperton and the seashore beyond. Normally Gwyneth liked the conservatory, because of the greenery and light it offered, but this afternoon the sky was dark and low-hanging, quite a change from the sunshine of that morning. Snow had just begun to fall, but was not sticking to the pavement or rooftops yet.

She also liked the room because she could see the ocean more clearly from here, and the merchant ships that sailed past—even an occasional pod of sperm whales out there, which gave her some comfort. She had always liked whales, felt a special affinity for the creatures, and knew a great deal about them. If she could only get into the water they would come and greet her; she was sure of it. But anywhere near this mental hospital, she was likely to be recaptured and locked up again.

The strange word kept coming to her, at varying times: moanna … moanna … Sometimes it seemed to reach her on a whispering susurration of sound, just as she was falling asleep. Other times it seemed associated with the flow of new information into her brain. And sometimes she thought of it when she gazed at the ocean and her mind was the most relaxed, when the whispering seemed to travel on a breeze over the water. She sensed that moanna was a conscious entity, perhaps a person, perhaps something else.

The name had a calming effect on her; was something she wanted to know more about. But in all of the vast quantity of information about the ocean that had been flowing into her brain for months, there were no explanations.

Gwyneth wished she was aboard one of the ships visible from her room, sailing away from this horrible place, never to return. Then, in a warmer climate far from England, she would disembark and swim in the sea, immersing herself in the warm, welcoming water. It would heal her, and she would heal it. The whales would be with her there, and she would be with them.

The thought of running away to sea had a glamorous, myth-like allure for some people, and for no one more than her. She continued to be observant, always looking for opportunities to escape.

The Tea Room might actually be her best option, because there was only one male attendant watching the tables (a blocky man in a gray uniform), and sometimes he went in and out of the adjacent kitchen and corridor. From her chair, Gwyneth could see an emergency exit in the greenhouse structure, a doorway that led to a fire escape and exited onto the street five floors down. If she could find a way to disable the alarm on the door, she might get away.

Today, instead of getting her own food in the cafeteria downstairs she would be served English tea, gourmet sandwiches, and fancy little cakes. Like her, four other patients (inmates, to her) sat at small individual tables, and every one of them had already been served except her, since she was the latest arrival. Every table had a tiered cake and sandwich holder in the center, along with a stainless steel tea service, white plastic spoons, and lacy paper napkins. Not as fancy as she recalled her family serving in Portsmouth, but a treat nonetheless.

Gwyneth was surprised to see Beavan DeLorean among the other privileged inmates, because she’d heard he was unstable and disruptive. The large, cherubic-faced young man sat at the table nearest her, and as he’d done before, he smiled in her direction. Feeling a little frightened of him, she smiled back tentatively, just a small offering to be polite, without encouraging him too much.

“Hello, Gwyneth,” he said in a low voice, leaning over toward her. “How is your escape plan going?”

She shot him a startled glare, because she’d never said anything about that to him. Then she shook her head and looked away from him. The attendant was beyond earshot, standing by the swinging door that led into the kitchen, and didn’t seem to notice Beavan talking to her, or care.

“This Tea Room is a trap for the unwary,” Beavan said. “I am very observant, a great observer, in fact—and I might be able to help you get out of here.”

Not trusting him, she glared at him again, harder this time.

Finally, Beavan shrugged and ate one of his cakes.

Now, as Gwyneth waited to be served, she tried to think of why he would say such things to her. Had he noticed her looking for ways to get free, such as her lingering gaze on the emergency escape door and fire escape ladder? If he had figured out her intentions, others might as well. And if attendants did notice, the ramifications were likely to be more severe than not letting her come up here for tea any longer.

A nurse in a white dress emerged from the kitchen, carrying a small tray of cakes and a dented metal pot of tea. “How are you today?” she inquired, as she served Gwyneth.

The introverted girl just smiled, didn’t try to mouth any of the words that were backed up in her mind and throat. Since days ago, when Dr. Halberton put a tablet of paper and a pencil in front of her and asked to draw images of her thoughts, she had not written anything or spoken at all. The doctor had tried to draw her out several times, and had finally given up the effort. “That’s all right,” he’d said to her that morning, as he took back the tablet and pencil. “We won’t do this again for a while, okay?”

Gwyneth had not given him any gesture. She’d just retreated inward.

She had wanted to reveal more about her ocean calculations to the gentle doctor, a little bit at a time, to see if she could trust him. But after providing him with a few very vague details, she’d found herself unable to go further. She didn’t understand why, except to surmise that the mysterious higher power who had been providing her with raw ocean data did not want her to proceed. Either that, or her subconscious mind was holding her back. Either way, the result was the same, and she took it very seriously.

Feeling a sacred duty, Gwyneth McDevitt had to find a way to maximize the exposure of the important calculations she’d been making, and her prediction that the seas would become dead zones that were devoid of oxygen and marine microbes that were essential to the food chain, and the dire consequences this had for most life forms on the planet, wherever they were. That had been her intent in letting out little bits of information to Dr. Halberton, but her effort had hit a wall.

Now she could see only one option that would enable her to reach a larger audience and get experts involved in reversing the damage that had already been done to the ocean. Damage that made her increasingly angry, the more she thought about it.

She needed to escape from this horrible place and do something about what she knew. There must be some way to free herself on her own.… 


Chapter 25

Swimming underwater, Kimo thought back to when he was a newborn, and recalled seeing small, brightly colored fish all around him, in whichever direction he chose to reach out. In those early moments following his unusual birth, the entire ocean had been like his baby crib, except instead of mobiles hanging over his head with toy fish dangling on them, he had the real things, living creatures for companions. 

As he grew, they were his playmates, and his teachers. They taught him how to survive in the water, where to obtain food and how to elude predators, though it soon became apparent that no predator would bother him. There were even creatures of the deep who came up to the humanoid child, and showed him the way down to the central domain of Moanna, the Goddess of the Sea.

Kimo was not going to dive deep this afternoon, and instead he swam underwater just beneath the sparkling surface of the sea, where bright tropical sunlight gave the water the loveliest, most pleasing shades of blue. Here, swimming with sharks, reef fish, turtles, and jellyfish, he thought there must be as many shades of blue in the ocean as there were shades of green on the land. Millions and millions of delightful hues, a cornucopia that filled his visual senses to the brim.

Having just left Alicia at the general store, he felt very bad about breaking up with her, but it had been necessary; he needed to focus on other things. Before meeting with her and then coming here to swim, Kimo had made his customary arrangements with Billie Hama to run the fruit stand, and with his mother to care for his father. For his own sense of well-being, his own mental balance, Kimo needed to spend time in the water as much he could, especially when he was under stress. The immersion time centered him emotionally, and made him more prepared to face the serious challenges of his life and family.

Normally he felt calmer in the sea than on the land, but not today. The sense of timelessness and eternity he usually felt in the water was tainted, overshadowed by the problems of its inhabitants. For the first time, he worried that life in the ocean might not go on forever, and perhaps not much longer at all, due to human interference and destruction.

On the land, things seemed out of control too, because his father might only have a few days left to live. With the old man in a coma, and Kimo’s vow to shut down the Hawaiian beaches if he could, he did not have time for a relationship with Alicia, or anyone else. Even so, he did not regret asking her out. The brief moments they’d shared had been sweet, even the last ones earlier today, when he had hardly been able to tear himself away from her. She’d looked so sad when he left her at the table, mirroring the pain in his own heart.

Now Kimo stopped swimming forward, but remained underwater. Looking around, he saw spectacular striped moorish idols, green parrotfish, yellow-and-black butterflyfish, multi-hued reef triggerfish, and jaunty-looking bandit angelfish, along with various turtles and sharks, and swordfish and sawfish, as well as numerous other species. Motioning with his arms and sending mental impulses through the molecular connection he had with these creatures in the water, he tried to tell them to divide up into their own species. Seeing four orangespine unicornfish near him, black with orange and yellow markings, he herded them together and then did the same with three hawksbill turtles, trying to let them all know what he wanted. When the small groupings tried to split up, he quickly forced them back together by species, moving into their midst and drawing them around him.

This was something he had never attempted before, trying to communicate in such a manner with species other than jetfish and bubblefish, actually giving them instructions instead of just letting them follow him around. Gently, he kept regrouping them by their own kind, but they would only stay together for a few minutes at a time.

He sensed the collective indecision of the marine animals, saw their confusion as they swam about frenetically and kept breaking formation. Then an idea occurred to him, and he tried swimming closer to the various species, occasionally stroking the sides of the creatures gently as he regrouped them, and pressing his face against them while making soft, melodic humming sounds in the water—similar to the way he interacted with jetfish and bubblefish. Gradually, he noticed that the animals around him were swimming slower, and as they grew calmer they were better able to understand what he wanted.

The turtles and butterflyfish were the first to understand his commands, then the triggerfish, the unicornfish, and the sawfish—and then all of the other species. As he spent time with them, he began to feel a deeper connection and a strong sense of their collective assent, which surprised and delighted him. With his success, more fish and other marine creatures began to join them, and they fell quickly into the correct groups. Some of the species (including the dolphins) even made response tones to him, in apparent attempts to mimic the melodic sounds he was making.

After four hours, Kimo looked around and saw all of the animals gathered according to their species, great masses of spectacular color in all directions, so that each species was like a single organism. He counted thirty-seven different types of sea creatures around him, amounting to thousands of individuals.

From childhood, Kimo had always flowed with the fish and other living things of the sea, but he wanted it to be different now. With a deliberate motion, he swam forcefully into the midst of a school of bullethead parrotfish, and this time he went to the far perimeter and beyond, swimming as fast as he could. Looking back, he saw the parrotfish massing behind him, and as he led these fish in a wide, graceful arc he saw other schools of fish and groupings of creatures following as well, no longer grouping around him loosely as they had before, and this time remaining in their own pods and schools as they followed him—exactly as he wanted them to do.

Kimo swam out to sea with them and then back toward shore, directing the creatures instead of flowing with them—and with the exception of a few individuals who broke away, they all understood, and did as he wanted.

Time melted away as Kimo performed one experiment after another, determining what the aquatic animals would do for him, and how to get them to perform certain tasks. He came up with hand signals for specific tasks, and the creatures learned quickly. There seemed to be no limit to the possibilities….

		

After a tortuous half hour in which she waited for Kimo to resurface, Alicia had been unable to stand it any longer, and had run back to Wanaao Town to notify the police, demanding that they institute a search and rescue effort.

At the small police station, the dispatch officer had been hesitant. A narrow-faced sergeant, he’d grinned and said, “Don’t worry about Kimo. He swims better than the fish in the sea. You haven’t lived here long enough to know that.”

“I know when a man stays underwater too long!” she’d said, near hysteria. “I watched him swim away from shore and go under. He never came back up!”

The officer frowned, didn’t say anything.

“I spoke with Kimo before he went in the water,” she said, “and he was despondent about his father, who is terminally ill and in a coma. I’m very worried about his decision-making. Can’t you do something?”

“All right, lady, we’ll send somebody out.”

		

By late afternoon the rescue team had been mobilized, a volunteer squad of firefighters, fishermen, and lifeguards. For hours, Alicia stood on the end of the public dock with binoculars, looking anxiously back across the sea toward the mouth of Crimson Cove, watching power boats and a helicopter as they searched.

By the time the sun was beginning to set, there was still no sign of him, and Alicia despaired. A short while later, when darkness was falling, she received word that Kimo had been spotted swimming toward Wanaao Town, and he’d been taken aboard a trawler.

Through the binoculars, she saw a fishing boat heading toward her, with its running lights on. As the craft drew closer, in light cast from the dock she saw Kimo step out of the cabin, with a towel draped around him.

When he disembarked onto the weathered dock, she scolded him. “You shouldn’t have made everyone worry,” she said, feeling the tears of anger and relief welling in her eyes.

He looked at her closely, but kept his distance. “You shouldn’t have worried. I’m safer in the ocean than on the land.”

“I saw you go under and you didn’t come back up.”

His gaze narrowed. “Did you follow me?”

She nodded. “I was at the cove, and saw you swim out to deeper water, with sharks, turtles, and other creatures all around you.”

“You just lost sight of me beyond the waves,” he said.

“Maybe, but I’m not going to lose sight of you again.” She took his hand firmly and led him back to her car.

“I need to get over to the hospital and check on my father,” he said. “It’s not far. I can walk.”

“I’ll get you there faster,” she said, as she opened the driver’s door and stood there for a moment, looking at him intensely.

Kimo nodded, then slid into the passenger seat, saying, “I’m really sorry about what I said to you. I, I … you’re a wonderful person, and deserve better than what I–“

“Don’t try to come at it from a different direction and rationalize us being apart,” she said as she started the car. “I want to help you through your troubles. I want to be there for you.”

His eyes misted as he looked at her.

		

When the main hospital building came into view through the windshield, a single-story structure on a gentle, grassy slope, Kimo had a sick feeling in the pit of his stomach. During the two years of his father’s illness, he’d hated seeing the once-robust man’s flagging health, and the terrible coma he’d slipped into, as if he could no longer consciously face the painful ravages of his body, and wanted to just slip away.

As he walked into the hospital waiting room, Ealani Pohaku rose from one of the chairs, her expression dismal. The large woman’s eyes were red and moist, and her gaze lingered on Alicia before settling on Kimo. “Your father is gone,” she said, nodding toward the corridor, where he’d had a room.

Kimo slumped to his knees, sobbing. Everything became a fog around him—the consoling voices of women with his mother, their gentle touches on his shoulders and face, their sadness and tears. Even Alicia was crying, though she’d never met Tiny.

Finally, his emotions raw, Kimo looked up and focused on Alicia’s oval face, her tender blue, tear-filled eyes. His mother stood behind her, and was letting the young woman position herself closest to him. Ealani sensed things about people; she must be sensing the goodness in Alicia, her compassion and deep concern for Kimo.

“This isn’t much of a second date, is it?” he said to her, and then he broke down again.

She met his gaze, gave him a gentle, reassuring smile, one that told him she would do everything possible to help him through this terrible time.

When Kimo finally composed himself he stood and said to his mother, “I want to see him now.”

“I’ll wait here,” Alicia said.

		

For a long time, Kimo and Ealani stood over the body, where it lay so peacefully on the bed, with the covers drawn neatly up to the chest, and the fisherman’s large, calloused hands clasped on his stomach. The pain that Kimo had previously noticed in his father’s features was gone, having left when the soul departed the body, and it gave the younger man some degree of comfort. At least Tiny Pohaku was no longer suffering.

“He was a good man,” Ealani said. “I knew that from the moment I met him, and I saw it in him every day of our lives together. I cherish every moment I spent with him.”

The mother and son spoke of wonderful experiences they’d had with Tiny, and sometimes the two of them just fell silent together, as if sharing private thoughts without speaking them.

When they emerged into the waiting room almost two hours later, Alicia was still waiting. She stood and said, her voice breaking, “I’m very sorry for your terrible loss. Many people in town have told me what a nice man he was. He was extremely well-liked.”

“Yes, he was,” Ealani said. “Thank you for being with us, with Kimo.”

“I’ve been thinking,” Alicia said. She looked first at Kimo, then at Ealani, and said, “I don’t know how to put this into words, so please forgive me if you feel I’m out of place, but I must say something, I must offer something.”

Ealani looked at her quizzically.

“I, uh, I know how hard your husband fought to get his family’s land back. I know what it meant to him, and what it must mean to you.” She paused, as if summoning more courage.

What is she going to say? Kimo wondered.

“This may not be something you want to decide on now,” Alicia said, “but if you’d like, I could arrange for a ceremony in honor of him, on the land that used to belong to the Pohaku family.”

“But what would your grandfather say about that?” Kimo asked.

“He will not know, at least not in time to do anything about it. The parcel is out of the way and up-slope, not visible from the hotel, and there is a separate dirt road accessing it, as well as trails through the jungle and the bamboo forest. I am very familiar with the area, so I know.”

“You would do that for us?” Ealani said. Tears streamed down her face. Kimo felt stunned.

“I would do more if I could. I would give the land back to you.”

Ealani wiped her eyes, and said, “Truly, child, this is a wonderful thing you are offering. Could we possibly spread his ashes there?”

“I was thinking the same thing,” she said, “but it was not my place to say it.”

Kimo and his mother put their arms around Alicia, and held her for a long time. Such generosity from an Ellsworth was not something his family had expected.

An hour later, in the privacy of the small Pohaku home, the three of them made plans over a meal of fish chowder, prepared with mahimahi, salt pork, potatoes, and onions, as Tiny used to like it.

The sea could be harvested for human consumption, Kimo knew, because he ate a range of things from the water. It was just a matter of doing it properly, of adding human beings to the food chain of creatures that preyed on one another—and not giving humans any unfair advantage over the other predators of the sea.

		

When Kimo went to bed that night, he fell asleep quickly. And similar to his last vivid dream, featuring a small girl at a barred window, he began to perceive new images that were startlingly real—showing face after face, men and women of all races in clear focus, talking to one another, going about their various jobs.

They were experts in various aspects of oceanography, out at sea on scientific research ships, or working in laboratories, or professors speaking to their classes about the ocean, as well as ichthyologists who knew a great deal about fish, and environmental activists putting their ships in the way of large commercial fishing factories and shouting at the crews with bullhorns to ward them off. In a kaleidoscope of specialized ocean professions, he saw snorkelers and deep sea divers in their gear, and whale rescue operations, and men and women working at aquatic parks and aquariums, where crowds of visitors came to see the animals.

For all of the workers, he learned something of their personal histories—and knew they were good people who cared about the sea and the creatures and plant organisms that lived in it. He learned their first names, but no last names or locations, nothing to help him find out if these were real human beings or mere figments of his dreaming imagination.

Finally, at the end of the spectrum of faces, he saw the elfin teenager at the barred window again—and this time he had a first name for her—Gwyneth. But nothing more, except he sensed again how very upset she was about the plight of the ocean, and how much she wanted to escape her confinement.

Kimo awoke, and even though he didn’t think the dream had any relationship with reality, he still felt compelled to write down ninety-four first names that remained clear in his recollection—along with whatever information he could remember about each person, including details from his first dream involving the girl at the window.

When he finally set down the pen and notepad and switched off the light, he marveled at the two dreams, and at the remarkable extent of his memory about them—name after name, and detail after detail had remained in his mind. The dreams had seemed so vivid and real. But were they inhabited by actual people who might help him in his pursuits, or were they nothing but the random, scattered thoughts of a sleeping man? He could not find out, one way or the other. There were no surnames, and not enough other details.

Gradually, Kimo fell back asleep, having convinced himself that this dream, and the one before it, were nothing more than the wild ramblings of a fatigued, deeply troubled mind.


Chapter 26

“I don’t want any more squabbling between you and Alicia,” the Ellsworth patriarch said, as he drove his Jeep too fast on the bumpy Wanaao Road. Beside him, his nervous grandson Jeff held onto the ceiling strap, not saying anything, but he seemed to be afraid, despite his experience as an Army pilot. It made the old man wonder if the military decorations Jeff had been awarded had been deserved.

“Do you understand what I’m saying?” Preston demanded.

“Sure. My sister and I need to get along better.”

“Why do you keep trying to undermine her?”

“I think she’s been doing that to me.”

“Then why doesn’t Alicia ever say anything bad about you to me, while you’re always trying to get your digs in against her?”

“I don’t know what you mean.”

Glancing over, he saw Jeff’s lips quiver, and his knees knocking together in nervousness. The stocky, younger man was not good at concealing his emotions.

“I may be old, but I’m still quite observant, and I want you to change your attitude toward her. I don’t have time to list everything you’ve said and done that’s detrimental, but this family has enough problems without having it come apart from the inside. Our hotel should be filled at this time of year, but we’re down more than seventeen percent. The word is getting out about what’s happening on the beaches, and I need you and Alicia working with me as a family unit to protect and advance our resort operations.”

“I’m sorry. I’ll do better, I promise.”

The old man patted his grandson on the shoulder. “I know you will. I want you to think of Alicia as your ally against all the forces outside, not as your enemy, or even as your competitor. Have you heard the old Chinese proverb of a bundle of sticks? One stick can be broken easily, but not a bunch of them?”

“No,” Jeff admitted. “But I understand what you’re saying. We’re stronger as a family if we stick together.”

“Your lesson of the day.”

He stared at Jeff, noting one of the fancy designer shirts he often wore, along with the gold chain and gold watch, which made Preston wonder how he could afford such things. He’d asked, and Jeff had said a friend got them from over-extended tourists who sold them for travel expenses, and in turn he sold them to Jeff at cost. Maybe that was true, and if so it meant Jeff was making good use of his modest salary. But reportedly he led quite a night life too, on the other side of the island. Sometimes the old man wondered if his grandson was actually earning money on the side, and if he was, it had better be legal. He’d told Jeff exactly that in a forceful tone, and had been assured that he had nothing to worry about. Even so, sometimes he worried anyway.

For the rest of the afternoon, they inspected work that divers were completing at Olamai, Ha’ini, and other beaches on the Ellsworth Ranch, setting up state-of-the art underwater barricades and electronics to keep out sharks, barracudas, and stingrays, as well as jellyfish, stonefish and other smaller creatures that were potentially deadly to swimmers. Preston Ellsworth had also funded similar measures to protect other beaches around Wanaao Town—more than a dozen in all—in an effort to convince tourists that it was again safe to swim in the area.

But at the end of the day, as the old man drove back to the ranch, he had a sinking feeling that his efforts were like trying to hold back the tide, that the forces of the sea were too powerful to stop, and his countermeasures would have little or no effect against them.


Chapter 27

It was late afternoon, the second day after Tiny Pohaku’s death. Alicia had suggested this time of day for his ceremony, so that it would not be necessary to use lights that might attract the attention of her grandfather. The invited guests were sworn to secrecy beforehand, and had arrived on foot or by vehicle, with the times of vehicle passage staggered, so as not to draw notice. They were at the northern edge of the Ellsworth Ranch, on a knoll where a sturdy Pohaku family home had stood more than a hundred years ago, affording a commanding view of the sea.

None of her grandfather’s ranch buildings were visible from here, and she saw only a few horses and cows on the steeply sloped land, in the midst of palm and kamani trees, and a magnificent wide-branched banyan tree that had stood for centuries, shading the livestock on hot days. The great tree looked capable of being there long after everyone Alicia knew was gone.

That morning, Ealani had obtained the ashes of her beloved husband from the funeral home, in an urn that had been made by a friend who was a potter. The brown clay urn, which she held as she stood with Kimo and Alicia, bore a fish design on one side and the image of a small outrigger canoe on the other—representing the perilous voyage his ancestors took from Tahiti to Hawaii in the 18th century.

For security purposes, there were only twenty-eight invited guests, though far more would have come, had they been invited. Ealani and Kimo planned to hold a larger ceremony the following day, on the waterfront estate of J.D. Covert, a wealthy landowner who used to purchase fish from Tiny for his upscale restaurant in town. There would be no ashes spread tomorrow, but the empty urn would be present. So would Alicia Ellsworth, because Kimo had invited her.

Now one of Ealani’s cousins, Uki Mikaho, began to strum a guitar, a soft melody he had composed for this occasion. Alicia was impressed that he had come up with such a beautiful piece of music so quickly, and knew he had been inspired by his love of the departed Tiny, who had meant so much to so many people.

Alicia knew Uki from his work as a popular musician at the hotel. Normally outgoing and talkative, he was a font of Hawaiian songs and legends, and had produced half a dozen tapes of his own original music, for sale in the gift shop. Now he looked quite subdued, and near tears. Alicia, dressed in a colorful Hawaiian skirt and blouse, looked around at the racially mixed group, noting that they all wore their Sunday best, and some had leis of fresh plumeria blooms around their necks, as she did herself. She smelled the sweetness of the bouquets, floating on a soft, warm breeze.

At a signal from Ealani, Uki stopped strumming, and everyone stood silently. Some of the women sobbed softly.

“My husband was a very special man,” Ealani began, “not only to me, but to each of you. Everyone who came in contact with him loved him.” She paused, and smiled. “Well, almost everyone.”

A wave of gentle laughter carried through the guests, because she was referring to the owner of this land. The crying women grew quiet, as everyone thought of fond memories about the man who had passed on to the spirit world.

In a voice breaking with emotion, Puka Charlie, the one-armed soldier from the mainland, told of a time Tiny had helped him build his house, and refused to accept any payment at all, even though Tiny paid for some of the building materials himself. “This man who did not own a house helped me build mine,” Puke Charlie said. “He was the most generous person I ever met.”

A beefy Hawaiian man told of a time he was fishing with Tiny and two other men, when a big wave swamped their boat and damaged the inboard motor. Tiny kept his wits about him, never panicked, and made them all laugh as they got the pumps going and kept the craft afloat. The large man smiled at the recollection. “Tiny said to me, ‘We are not meant to drown on this day, or Ealani would have warned me not to go out, so don’t worry, we’ll make it.’ And sure enough, we were rescued an hour later by a passing sailboat.”

When he was finished, Ealani told of her husband’s last request, spoken to her only a few weeks ago when he knew he did not have long to live. “He asked us all to celebrate his life, and not to feel sadness. I know that is hard because we miss him so much, but it is what he wanted.”

She motioned toward Uki Mikaho, and he began strumming the guitar again, louder this time. “This is a special tune that Tiny loved,” he said, “about fishermen going out to sea.” 

Tears streamed down Uki ‘s cheeks as he sang a beautiful, melodic song in the native Hawaiian language, the words of which Alicia could not understand, but she did not have to. The sentiment and emotion overflowed from his powerful voice, bringing more tears to the assembled mourners, including Alicia.

Kimo reached out, and took her hand. With a gentle smile, he said, “No sadness, remember? No tears.”

She smiled in return, thought he looked very handsome in his best Hawaiian shirt, white jacket, and white trousers. He even wore shoes for a change.

Uki finished the lyrics of the song, but continued strumming softly.

Ealani opened the urn and gazed out upon the great blue ocean, where her husband used to fish in small boats, proving his bravery many times in rough waters. Even from this distance, Alicia could see waves crashing against the black lava shore, shooting fountains of white spray high in the air. She could not imagine a more beautiful place than this leeward shore of Loa’kai island.

The old woman walked several paces down the grassy slope toward the water. When she was still a good distance from the shore, she stopped to scatter the ashes on the land. Hitting the air they were lifted on a gust of wind, swirled around for several seconds and then fell across the ancestral property like a gentle gray rain, this land that Tiny had fought so hard to regain for his family.

“Now he has his land back,” Ealani said in a breaking voice, keeping her back to the gathering. “At last, my husband has his land back. His spirit will dwell here forever, for all eternity.”

		

When the ceremony was over and everyone was dispersing, Kimo and Alicia walked together along a narrow dirt road, heading for the turnout where she had parked her car. It was twilight, and some of the stars were becoming visible around a cloud cover.

After making sure no one could listen in, Kimo said to her, “With your gracious gift to us, you have earned the right to know something about my family. About me, actually.”

He told her of his unusual birth in the sea, and of the tropical fish and other creatures that had been his first companions, and about Moanna, the Sea Goddess who dwelled in a spectacular, enchanted realm in the depths of the sea—an entity that was an amorphous red glow, a deity without form. Alicia listened, not saying a word, trying very hard to believe him.

When they reached the small imported car and stood by it, he said, “Do you think I am crazy for saying such things?”

“No, of course not.”

“You believe me, then?”

She narrowed her gaze. “I’m not sure. You must admit, it is a remarkable tale. And your tattoos? Were you born with them?”

He grinned. “No, a friend in Honolulu does them for me, using black kakui dye—from the candlenut tree.”

She nodded, and in the waning light she stared at the exquisitely drawn and colored marlin on the back of his right hand. “He’s quite an artist.”

“I think so, too. Come over here.” Then, taking her hand, he rubbed her fingers along the skin behind one of his ears, and then behind the other. “Gills,” he said. “I have gills. That’s why I can stay underwater so long. You didn’t lose sight of me beyond the waves. I dove underwater like you said, and didn’t come up for a long time because I don’t need to surface for air.”

“Gills? But how?”

“To me, they are like any other part of my body. I don’t know exactly how I got them, except I was given them shortly after birth by Moanna. It is not such a stretch to accept this. In the womb of a pregnant human woman, every embryo contains evidence of ancient gills, a residue of millions of years of evolution, going back to the time when our primitive ancestors swam in the sea.”

“You’re a throwback, then?”

“A throwback? Like a fish that gets thrown back in the water, you mean?”

She told him what she meant, that he was like ancient humans who emerged from the ocean with gills and began to walk on the land.

He laughed at his own ignorance. “I mostly know things about the sea, my family, and Wanaao Town.” Then he went on to astound her even more by saying he had a swim bladder in his body and a strong bone and cell structure that enabled him to dive to the deepest part of the ocean without equipment, and an enhanced arterial system that kept his body warm even in the extreme cold water of great depths. While she listened in disbelief he also said he could detect sounds in the water that were beyond the hearing range of normal human beings, and that he didn’t need to consume the foods that normal people ate, because he could forage in the seas for underwater plants, sediment worms, sea snails, phytoplankton, and zooplankton, along with small fish—all of which he could eat raw.

She looked at him askance, wondering when he would admit that it was all a joke. But he didn’t, and said to her, “It’s not well-known that there are a number of sea creatures that are parasitical to coral reefs—some species of fish, crustaceans, worms, and starfish—so I’ve been known to eat them, too.”

“I’ve heard of surviving in wilderness forests by eating worms and ants,” she said as they got in the car, “but I never thought of doing it in the sea. At least, I never thought of humans doing it.”

“It doesn’t bother you that I eat worms? And starfish?”

“No, why should it?”

He smiled. “Good. Our relationship isn’t over on the spot. Besides, I eat normal human food some of the time. It’s just that I have other options.”

As they drove away, Alicia switched on the headlights. “Shall we go swimming in Crimson Cove?” she asked. “I’d like you to demonstrate what you’ve been telling me.”

“Now?”

She looked up through the windshield, at the sky. “It’s pretty dark, but I have a flashlight in the glove box.”

“Then it’s a date.”

		

Soon they were using the flashlight to negotiate the narrow trail that led to the cove. Kimo held her hand tightly, protectively.

“I hope your batteries don’t go dead,” Kimo said.

“You don’t know the trail well enough to get us back out?”

“Maybe I do, but I don’t want to risk you falling off the edge. We might have to stay out here until dawn.”

Alicia understood what he meant by that, didn’t care if the batteries went dead and they had to spend the night together. Even if he was kidding about his abilities in the sea, she still liked him. A lot.

They crossed over a wide, flat rock at the base of the trail, an area above the high tide line. By the time they reached the beach, some of the palms were illuminated with phosphorescence that had sprayed from the water. This, and the starlight, provided enough illumination for them to turn off the flashlight. At the water’s edge, Kimo looked at her and asked, “Shall I look the other way while you get into your swimsuit?”

She giggled. “All right.”

Each of them looked away while they removed their clothing, and then jumped in the water. “I haven’t skinny dipped since I was ten years old,” she said, as they swam side by side in the water, which was warmer than the night air.

“You’re not ten anymore. I peeked.”

She splashed water at him.

“Now watch,” he said. “I’m going to dive and stay under for at least forty minutes. That should be long enough to prove I can breathe underwater. The world record for a normal human holding his breath is far less than that.”

And then he was gone, leaving no more than a ripple on the dimly-lit water.

After what seemed more like closer to an hour he returned, and splashed her as she sat in shallow, warm water that lapped around her. “There’s your proof,” he said.

“I think you tricked me,” she said. “You just swam away underwater and surfaced where I couldn’t see you in the low light. Admit it!”

“So you don’t believe me?”

“No!”

“I think you do believe me,” he said.

“Maybe I do. You’re a work in progress, though. Our relationship is a work in progress.”

“Is that right?” He got out of the water and retrieved his clothing, along with hers. She watched his muscular, tattooed form in the low light, felt aroused.

“You’re not peeking, are you?” he asked, handing her clothes to her as she emerged from the water.

“We can lay our clothing on the sand,” she said, “like a beach blanket.” She gave him a long kiss that said everything about what both of them had in mind.

They arranged their things on the beach, then lay atop them and made love in the tropical starlight, with more passion than Alicia had ever experienced. She’d had a boyfriend a year ago on the mainland, but Kimo was her first in Hawaii. She was starting to believe everything he was telling her, as astounding as that seemed. Something seemed very special about him, almost magical. And she could think of no better place to meet a magical person than in this Hawaiian paradise.

After they made love, he held her and asked, “You remember what my mother said at the town meeting?”

“Of course, that the strange events around here are the ocean’s protest against the damage humans inflict on the waters and on sea life. I must admit, it sounded far-fetched to me at first, but a man in the audience said your mother is very spiritual, and that she would know.”

“I have always spent time with the creatures of the sea, swimming with them since I was a baby. When I told my father how I knew from my relationship with the ocean that the living things in it were agitated, he suggested that I might begin to lead the sea creatures, instead of only swimming in their midst. He wanted me to direct them in a major demonstration of natural sea power, driving humans away from the beaches on every Hawaiian island—for just a day—and announcing why it was being done, asserting that people have to change their ways and stop harming the ocean and the life forms in it.”

“You could do that?”

“I don’t know, but I did conduct some successful tests the other day. I’ve heard of horse whisperers, trainers who use bonding techniques to get animals to do what they want. I tried a similar technique on marine animals, stroking them gently and pressing my face up against some of them while humming soft melodies. It actually worked.”

“Wow. You’re a fish whisperer, then?”

“More of a fish hummer, I suppose. To my amazement, some of the animals made response tones to me, as if mimicking my sounds.”

“Obviously, they are trying to communicate with you. Wouldn’t it be amazing if you could figure out their languages, their own natural sounds?”

Kimo took a deep breath. “What a monumental task that would be.” He fell silent for several moments, and then his voice broke as he said, “My father never knew I was going to try what he wanted me to do. He died before I could tell him.”

Alicia felt him tremble, and she drew him close to her. “I’m so sorry, Kimo.”

“I still don’t know if I can do what he wanted, on the scale he wanted.”

“I’m sure you can do it.”

“I’ll do my best.”

“You realize these are highly unusual things you are telling me,” she said. “Here on this romantic beach, after making love and hearing all that, I feel like I’m in a dream, and none of this is really happening.”

“Shall I pinch you?” he asked, touching her arm.

She pushed his hand away, then kissed him. “I believe everything you’ve said. Now I want to know, what can I do to help?” And she really did believe him.

“By promising to never leave me,” he said. Then he told her more, of the strange dreams he’d been experiencing about people involved with the ocean, including the teenage girl he’d seen standing at a barred window, staring sadly out to sea. He told Alicia of the flow of data that seemed to come from the sea, passing through his sleeping brain into the mind of the girl—highly technical, difficult-to-understand information about the ocean. And how the girl kept thinking, “The ocean is dying. The ocean is dying”.

“Some first names came to me in the dreams,” he said. “Such as for the girl at the window. Of course, I don’t think any of it is real. They’re just dreams, but somehow my mind—so filled when I am awake with worries about the ocean—took a weird path while I slept.”

“How strange,” Alicia said. “I wonder what it all means.”

“I don’t know, only that many unusual things have been occurring recently.” He paused. “Sometimes I feel like I’m going crazy.”

“They’re just dreams, Kimo. You’re not going crazy.”

As they sat on the starlit beach they pledged eternal love, then fell silent and held each other. 

#

The lovers put their clothes on for warmth from the cooling night air, then lay on the sand looking up at the stars. “It sounds incredible where Moanna is. Maybe I can meet her myself someday.”

He hesitated. “Maybe. Maybe there’s a way.” 

They drifted off to sleep, and in Alicia’s arms Kimo began to dream. Once more he saw the faces of the dream-people he’d seen before, and now, in addition to first names he learned their surnames, addresses, and places of work, all over the world. And much more information came to him, about these and other people. Compiling everything in his mind, he now had information on two hundred and eighty-seven persons, instead of ninety-four.

Among the new details, Kimo learned the full name of the teenager at the window: Gwyneth McDaniel—or he thought that was the way he heard it. Supposedly she was being kept against her will at the Kenson Hospital in the English seaside village of Hampington. In one manner or another, everyone on the list seemed to be involved with the ocean in a way that was sympathetic to his own beliefs, including the girl at the window, who had earlier received a flow of data about the ocean, and whom he could again see staring through the bars at the water, longing to escape.

Kimo remained aware enough to doubt all of this new information, just as he had already doubted the contents of the earlier dreams. But as he struggled with the surge of vivid details he felt his awareness splitting. On the one hand he remained convinced that these were all nothing more than dreams, creating an alternate reality that his mind was filling in with information as a means of occupying his troubled thoughts, of giving them a diversion, an outlet. But on the other hand, like waves pounding against a shore and eroding it away, he felt a force trying to convince him that everything was real. For one thing, he had never experienced a series of seemingly related dreams like this, with each building upon the one preceding it.

When the names and other details finished appearing, the sleeping Kimo felt himself rising into the air and looking down on an eerily-illuminated Crimson Cove, as if from an aircraft that was lifting off. He saw himself and Alicia lying on the sand in each other’s arms, and moments later, from a much higher vantage, he saw the specific locations where the various people of his recent dreams supposedly lived and worked. Two of the names were of real people, famous people, and he saw their homes from the air.

Suddenly he sat straight up and pulled away from Alicia. Peering around in the starlit darkness, moments passed and he began to make out the shadow-shapes of the cove as well as of Alicia.

“Are you all right?” she asked. Visible only as a shadow to him, she touched his arm gently and said, “You’re trembling.”

“I need to write all this down,” he said.

She sat up. “All what?”

“After I tell you, you’re really going to think I’m crazy.”

“I doubt that.”

“Alicia, I’ve had another dream, and now I have complete names and other details of the people who seem to be associated with the ocean. I need to write it all down before I forget it. Two of the people are very well known—the environmental activist Napoli Mora and the actress Monique Gatsby.”

“I’ve heard of Monique Gatsby,” Alicia said. “She’s contributed time and money to stopping gill-net fishing, the horrible practice that kills dolphins and other creatures that need to be protected.”

“These dreams are starting to wear me out,” Kimo said. He switched on the flashlight. “Do you have paper and a pen or pencil?”

She rummaged in a pocket of her skirt. “I have a pen I was using to make a sign in the hotel. No paper, though.”

“Well, that’s something. No paper?”

“Sorry.”

“I’m afraid I’ll lose all this stuff in my head.” He removed his shirt. “Quick now, I want you to write the details of my latest dream on my back.” He held the flashlight over one shoulder, pointing the light at his bare back. “And you’d better write small, because my tattoos take up a lot of skin.”

“This pen has a fine point so that I can use it for drawing, but it’s a permanent marker, so it’ll take some time for it to wear off your skin. Maybe a few days.”

“That’s all right. It’s more important not to forget the information. I already know my recent dreams are not ordinary; the only question is, are any of the details correct? I’ve been trying to convince myself that it’s all fabricated, but now, with the two real, famous people included, I’m starting to think differently.”

“All right, I’ll do what I can.”

Kimo began reciting the details of each of the people, one by one. He could not spell some of the names or locations, so Alicia had to guess, using phonetics. Writing very small, she filled his back (and the back of his neck) with information, all around the tattoos of the giant octopus on his back and the moray eel draped over his shoulders. He even gave her permission to write on lighter portions of the tattoos, because the pen marks would wear off eventually.

As she reached his waist with the list, Kimo kept providing details, which she then continued around the side of his torso, up it, and then across his chest (where he had no tattoos), and onto his arms, all around. He even had to remove his trousers so that she could write on his legs and on the tops of his feet.

Laughing at how silly the situation was, they tried to get all of the information down without Kimo having to remove his shorts. When they ran out of space on his exposed skin, Alicia wrote the rest of the names on her own legs and stomach, just as the flashlight charge began to give out.

When she was finished, the light flickered off, just as dawn approached. 

She said to him, “You told me your father wanted you to shut down all the major Hawaiian beaches for a demonstration, and names have been coming to you in dreams, supposedly of people who are involved with the ocean. What if—and this sounds really weird—what if all those people are supposed to help you shut down the beaches?”

Her comment stunned him. “I don’t know. It doesn’t seem possible, but so much has happened, so maybe–“

Alicia was excited. “If these are all people who have important skills and sympathize with the cause of the ocean, we could contact them and see what they can do to help you.”

“You mean before I try to shut down the beaches?”

“Yes.”

“After the first two dreams, I assumed they were nothing more than worthless mental excursions, that they were not real—so I didn’t say anything to Moanna about them. Now I’m wondering if they could be real.” He paused. “I need to ask her about this.”

For a long moment, Alicia didn’t say anything. Then: “Yes, the Sea Goddess.” She laughed. “I feel like I’m in a dream, too. But before you contact her, maybe we should investigate some of the details in your dreams, and see if they are accurate. Then you could go to Moanna with more information. Just because there are two famous names on the list doesn’t mean anything, because you might have learned things from publicity about them.”

 “You’re right,” Kimo said, putting his shirt and trousers back on. “I think we should do our own research first, and then I will ask Moanna what to do.”

In the wee hours of the morning, as dawn spread soft light across the cove, Alicia and Kimo hurried back along the trail.


Chapter 28

“This seems to be more than you can grasp,” Governor Heinz Churchill said. He and his wife, Fuji, had ridden bicycles from their home in Honolulu to the Tamoa Oceanography Institute where she worked, a glass-walled building with a commanding view of the city and harbor. With their busy schedules, neither of them had been getting enough exercise, and bicycle riding and hiking were among their normal pursuits. But these were not normal times, they realized, not by any stretch of the imagination. They had barely been able to fit this ride in.

“More than I can grasp? What do you mean?”

The aging Governor was breathing hard from the uphill climb. “I’m sorry, that didn’t come out right. I meant to say that this situation with ocean animals is bigger than any of us seem capable of understanding, even qualified experts such as yourself. We have Navy personnel working on the problems involving our dolphin training program and the other disturbing events in the Wanaao area, but we all have to remain low key to keep from panicking the tourism industry, and to maintain our own military secrets.”

She smiled thinly. “So you didn’t mean to insult me individually, only as part of a broad-spectrum of condemnation?”

“That’s one way to put it, I suppose, but I was being equally critical of myself and of American military experts. Remember, I spent most of my adult life in the Navy, and I’m still close to them.”

They put their bikes in a rack for employees and visitors, didn’t bother to lock them because of the security on premises. Then, inside the high-walled, mirrored lobby, they climbed the stairs to the second floor and entered Fuji’s outer offices.

The slender Asian woman spoke briefly with her male secretary, then led the way into her office and closed the door. “He’s ordering sandwiches for us from the company café,” she said. “I know what you like.”

“Good.” He glanced at his watch. They had almost an hour and a half before the others arrived—Admiral Nelson Parté of the Third Fleet, along with other U.S. Navy brass and two high-level scientists from their ocean-research division. Up until now, Heinz and Fuji had mostly conferred with them by telephone, e-mail, and video conferencing. This would be the first face-to-face meeting with these key parties since the crisis began, to discuss what to do.

As head of this privately funded institute, Fuji Namoto had an office with an even more spectacular view than that of Governor Churchill at Pearl Harbor, with hers featuring Waikiki Beach, Diamond Head, and the classic old Royal Hawaiian Hotel.

For several moments, she stood at the window gazing out, toward the sea. A head taller than she was, Heinz stood beside her.

“In the past,” she said, “I used to enjoy looking out at the large pleasure boats anchored just offshore, thinking of how picturesque they were. Lately the opulent watercraft have seemed different to me somehow, even menacing. Look at that huge motor yacht, for example.” She pointed to a craft that was anchored farther out than smaller power boats and sailboats, which were closer to shore. “It must be owned by a trillionaire, a yacht so big it’s a ship, not a boat.”

He nodded. “It’s big, all right, worth tens of millions of dollars.”

“I’ve been thinking about what that Hawaiian woman said at the town hall meeting.”

He scowled, remembering that his friend Preston didn’t like the Pohaku family. “The large lady in the back of the church?”

“Uh huh. She said that humans have been polluting and otherwise harming the ocean for so long that sea creatures might be rising up against us, in a protest against careless, self-centered human behavior.”

“Nutty talk, don’t you think?”

“I’m not so sure. If she’s right, the creatures of the ocean don’t want people to operate yachts like that on the water. Just imagine the pollution that floating monster dumps in the ocean as it goes from port to port. Then multiply that by the millions of power boats on the planet, big and small. And add in all of the merchant ships and the vessels of navies around the world, including ours. The pollution from all those sources—with leaking fuels as well as sewage and garbage dumping at sea—has to be mind-boggling. It’s a wonder the ocean isn’t black with goo, and I’m sure it would be if not for the natural cleansing action of tides, currents, and other aquatic elements.”

“You’re beginning to sound like Ealani Pohaku.”

“But she may have a point. No sane person can deny the damage humans have done to the ocean, damage that continues as we speak. Yet because the ocean cleans up some of the mess naturally, and a lot of the gunk and junk sinks to the bottom—and the ocean is deep—we don’t always think about the harm we’re causing. Out of sight, out of mind. But dead porpoises, dolphins, and coral are washing up on the shores, and other bad things are happening, especially in an area of the Hawaiian Islands that the sea creatures seem to have selected as a focal point. How many incidents have there been in the Wanaao area?”

“Nine in all, at least that I’ve heard about.”

“And elsewhere?”

“Three reports around the islands, and the situation with our Navy dolphins here in Honolulu. It seems to be confined to Hawaii so far.”

“Assuming that Wanaao has it worse than anywhere else, what is it about that area that’s causing the phenomenon? It’s not a magnetic disturbance or abnormal tectonic activity; we’ve investigated those possibilities and others, and nothing has been discovered out of the ordinary. What is it, then? What is it about Wanaao that’s unique?”

“Something we’re missing, obviously. It’s a helluva mystery.”

“Yes it is,” Fuji said, “and I don’t like it. I have a dark feeling that it’s going to get worse.”

“You could be right.”

They ate their sandwiches and then participated in the meeting with the other naval officers and scientists—a session consumed with reports of unusual marine-animal activity, and nothing to explain the anomalies. The information was being compiled into a report that would be sent to the President of the United States. He had heard about the abnormal events, and had ordered more details, and regular updates.

Later that afternoon, as the session concluded and Admiral Parté and the others were leaving, Heinz thought of how they had agreed on more tasks to complete, and additional scientific avenues to explore, but he had the feeling that they were no closer to an answer than before, and no one knew enough to ask the right questions. All of this was upsetting his wife a great deal—so much that she said she was going back to Loa’kai Island and Wanaao Town in a few days, to perform her own investigation. Other ocean experts were going to the area as well, so Wanaao would receive plenty of attention.

At the meeting, Fuji had asked a question that resonated in his mind: “How could creatures of different species seemingly act in concert? Had human behavior incited them, as suggested by the native woman in Wanaao Town, or was something else going on? Could it be a virus that crossed species, maybe a virus caused by the dumping of organisms in garbage?”

Heinz felt as if the things people were considering were only the tip of the proverbial iceberg, and the ocean held countless more secrets than anyone could ever fathom. He wondered what his wife would discover.


Chapter 29

Alicia had risen at her normal time to go to work at the aquatic park, but had only managed to get three hours of sleep during the night, after taking Kimo home at shortly after dawn. They’d had a long and interesting talk at Crimson Cove, in which she learned more about his unusual childhood and other fascinating events in his remarkable life. He’d told her that until last night, only his family knew of his special talents; he had not felt comfortable sharing the information with anyone else—not until he met her.

Later today they would get together, and use her laptop computer to enter the names and other information from his dreams. Then she would check the details through the internet. If all the people in the dreams were real—and that would be remarkable—Alicia and Kimo would attempt to make contact, but they still needed to figure out what to say to them.

Alicia had no doubt of Kimo’s unique affinity with the sea (or abilities in it), and no uncertainties about her feelings, or about his toward her. It was all happening quickly between them, but the developing and substantial love they felt for one another was obvious to both of them, and certainly to her.

Yet as Alicia’s relationship with Kimo deepened, her relationship with her grandfather was declining—and it would get even worse if the old man found out about the ceremony for Tiny Pohaku, and the fact that his ashes were now on the land.

At least Preston Ellsworth had not attempted to prohibit her from seeing Kimo, but the tension in the air over this issue had been palpable, as he shot her glares and expressions when they discussed Kimo, telling her without words how he felt. The breakdown between them made her sad, but not as sad as she would feel if she could not be with the young man she loved.

She had given herself to the Hawaiian man on a starlit, secluded beach, and for her it was not only the sex, which had lifted her to unimagined levels of pleasure; it was also the simple touch of his hand on hers, sending tingles through her entire body. Now she longed to be with him again, to look in his eyes, hear his voice, and make love with him. 

After getting ready quickly, Alicia was about to hurry to work. But when she opened the door she found her grandfather standing there, about to knock. His creased, aged face was consumed with rage.

“How could you do such a thing?” he demanded. “You allowed the ashes of a Pohaku to be spread on my ranch, on my property? It is a sacrilege! I feel like that damned fisherman has urinated on my sleeping body. You did this without my permission! Did you think I wouldn’t find out?”

He was so angry now that she worried about him, fearing he might suffer a heart attack.

“Grandfather, I hoped you wouldn’t find out, but our family has been wrong in the way we have treated the Pohakus. We stole the land from them.”

“Stole it?”

“I told you I read the files, and I know what my great-great grandfather did to get the land; the fact that he bribed a public official is obvious.”

His eyes flashed. “All right, maybe that did happen. But do you think you can right a wrong by letting the Pohakus urinate on me?”

“I didn’t do it to hurt you, Grandfather. I did it for them. Can’t you see the difference? It’s the least I could do.”

Feeling her own anger, she moved past him into the corridor. He seemed stunned.

“I’m sorry this had to happen, Grandfather, and I love you very much. You had nothing to do with the theft of the land, but we need to make up for it, in whatever way we can. You did a wonderful thing when you brought Jeff and me here and gave us new lives, taking us away from the drugs and other problems on the mainland. It was extremely generous of you, a loving thing for you to do, and I hate to disappoint you with my actions. But please believe me, I never intended to be disloyal. I fell in love with Kimo, and with his family. I only did what I had to do for them, the only decent thing I could do, short of returning the land to them. I hope you can find it in your heart to forgive me, and understand.”

Now he looked more crestfallen than angry, but at least he had calmed down somewhat. He stared at the floor.

“After my work shift today, I’m quitting,” she said, having made the decision during the night. “I’m going to rent a furnished apartment in town, and see Kimo whenever I want to. Wherever that takes me in life, Grandfather, it’s what I want.”

“How are you going to pay for the apartment?”

“I’ve been saving my salary, most of it, anyway. I appreciate everything you’ve done for me, but I love Kimo desperately. You’ll never accept that, will you?”

He didn’t reply, just looked at her in shock.

“I’m sorry, Grandfather.” She hurried away, intending to send for her things if necessary.

Just before rounding the corner of the corridor, she looked back at the old man. All the anger seemed to have drained out of him. His shoulders were slumped and he looked deflated, as if the energy of his life had drained away. It saddened her that a part of her life was coming to an end, but she had to proceed with the changes.

Later in the day, after work, she cleaned out what she wanted from her room and loaded the belongings into her car, including her laptop computer, and headed off for the next stage of her life.

		

That evening, Alicia met Kimo at her new apartment. The indelible ink on his body and on her own legs and stomach was still clear, and she entered the names and other information into her laptop, while they laughed about the note-taking process they’d been forced to use. She also entered information from the earlier list that Kimo made on his own.

When everything was in the computer, they kissed tenderly, each of them wearing names on their skin, but they had no time for passion now. They were anxious to find out if the names were real, so they hurried over to the small local library, which had a free wi-fi internet connection.

They intended to go over the list and check the names with the help of Alicia’s computer—to the extent possible. Each name had a town and a country associated with it.

“Your list is surprisingly detailed,” she said. “But is it right? That’s the big question, isn’t it?” They sat at a table at the rear of the small library, which was empty except for the elderly female librarian who organized books on the shelves.

“Start with the girl at the window,” Kimo said. 

Alicia ran a search for the name Gwyneth McDaniel, then said, “Nothing on her. And there is no Kenson Hospital in any seaside town of Hampington. In fact, Hampington is inland, quite far from any seashore.”

“Uh oh. This is not a good start.”

Try someone else on the list,” Kimo said, pointing at the computer screen.

“All right, I’ll check for Dr. Keith Chenoweth, in Providence, Rhode Island. Supposedly he’s a professor at a college in the area. Wait a minute, that’s not right. Your notes say ‘Keith’ is a woman, not a man. A woman named Keith?”

Kimo shrugged. “Could be, I guess,” he said.

She ran the check. “Nothing under that name in Rhode Island.”

Then she tried five more names and locations, reporting no hits on any of them.

Kimo smiled ruefully. “Oh well,” he said. “It was worth a try. Everything seemed so real in the dreams. I saw their faces clearly, even where they lived and worked.”

“I believe you also said you heard them talking to one another in the dreams?” she asked.

“In some cases.”

“Calling each other by name?”

He hesitated. “Yeah, a few times. But most of them didn’t talk at all. They were just there, doing their daily lives, their work.”

“What about the ones that didn’t talk to each other? How did you get their names and locations?”

“The information just came to me, out of the blue, I guess. When I woke up I thought back and envisioned each face again, and each time I did that, a name appeared in my mind that I’d already known somehow in the dream, along with a location and other information. Why are you asking?”

“I’ll get to that. First, consider the fact that we have the names of two well-known people here—the environmental activist Napoli Mora and the actress Angela Gatsby—and you’re showing both of them living in the wrong cities and countries. I happen to know that Mora is Italian, living in the city of Venice, because I saw a news story on him a few weeks ago, and it showed his palatial Renaissance home, along with a local charitable foundation for sea life that he runs in that city, an operation that rescues injured animals and puts them back in the water when they’re healed. Mr. Mora does not live in Singapore as you reported. And Angela Gatsby lives in Beverly Hills, California—not in Buenos Aires, Argentina. Again, she’s received a lot of publicity about where she lives, because she’s very active with an anti-gill-netting group in the Los Angeles area.”

“Both of them could have other homes.”

“They could, though Gatsby doesn’t fly.” She narrowed her gaze, thinking. “Now, here’s where I’m going with this. Think hard, and tell me which names and locations you actually recall your dream-people mentioning—not the names that came to you some other way, but any actual conversations you heard.”

He concentrated for several moments, trying to recall. Then: “I heard a doctor use the name Gwyneth McDaniel, referring to the girl … uh, wait a minute, maybe it was a slightly different last name; it wasn’t clear. I also heard a Professor Matthews referred to by name, as well as a man working in an aquarium named Roberto, and a fisheries expert named Pierre. I can’t think of any more. The other names just came to me.”

“Let’s start by checking the four names you just gave me.”

She ran through them, and located three that were involved in ocean-related activities—Nicola Pierre, Barton Matthews, and Roberto Julian. But the locations and professions did not match up with known information on the three. Looking over the list of information from other names on the list, she found locations and professions that seemed to be jumbled, because they matched correct information on the three names.

Nicola Pierre was a Parisian tour-guide operator who specialized in trips to the Great Barrier Reef; Barton Matthews was an author who wrote about deep-sea geology; and Professor Roberto Julian of Universidad de Buenos Aires in Argentina was an instructor who specialized in extinct ocean species.

The last name accounted for the Buenos Aires entry that earlier had been attributed to the actress, Angela Gatsby. Finding Beverly Hills next to another name, she moved it to Gatsby. Similarly, finding the city of Venice, Italy next to yet another name, she moved the location to apply to the environmental activist Napoli Mora.

Continuing to check, Alicia found two more names in which everything matched except for the professional information: William Kennedy of Santa Cruz, California, and Kim Hoang of Shanghai, China. Then, moving information from other names, she matched known facts from the internet, and said, “We have two more complete matches, making seven in all. Kennedy runs a whale-rescue charity in Seattle, and Hoang is an ocean activist from Shanghai who has gotten in trouble with the Chinese government for being outspoken.”

“So now we have seven names out of the list with correct information. What about the other two hundred and eighty?”

“I’m going to try something.” 

She made a duplicate copy of the rest of the list. Then, on the duplicate she began shifting things around even more—combining first and last names in various combinations, changing the other information—and for each change she conducted a new search. In this process, she discovered that some names that she’d thought were first names were instead surnames, such as Keith. There was no professor named Keith Chenoweth, but there was a marine biologist named Nancy Keith.

“Aha!” she said. “Another match. She continued, and found three more that matched with locations and biographical information.

“Eleven so far.”

“This is getting interesting.”

Alicia kept mixing, searching in the internet, and matching, until finally she had one hundred and seventy-eight seemingly complete matches. The first name “Tatum” turned out to be a last name, and what had been thought to be a surname, Lincoln, actually turned out to be a first name. The entire process took more than four hours.

The two of them stared at the remaining information; they needed one hundred and nine more match-ups, to complete the list of two hundred and eighty-seven.

“This is going to take more time,” she said. “There could be spelling mistakes, or other errors—but let’s assume we have one hundred and seventy-eight bona-fide people to contact. That’s something, anyway.”

What about the girl in the mental hospital?” he asked. “Gwyneth. She was in my first vivid dream, and the only person who seemed to be receiving data from the sea that passed through my mind into hers. She’s also the only person who appeared in each of the three dreams. That sounds very important, but she has not been matched up with anything yet.”

Alicia focused hard on the screen. Kimo had originally thought that Gwyneth was in a place called the Kenson Hospital. She noted now that the name Kenson had been matched up elsewhere, to an oceanographer named Macaulay Kenson in Halifax, Canada. Now she ran a series of new searches for hospitals bearing the remaining unmatched names and locations on the list.  After three attempts she had a match, the Chelsea Hospital, in the village of Apperton, on the southwest coast of England. 

“It is a mental hospital,” she said, “so we might have another match. But we don’t know Gwyneth’s last name for sure. McDaniel might not be right.”

“We could contact the hospital to see if she’s there,” Kimo suggested, “but first we need to come up with what we’re going to say about why we’re making any of the contacts on our list. And we need to discuss this with Moanna.”

“We? Both of us, you mean?”

“Sure. You said you’d like to meet her someday. Maybe this is the time to do it, and I know how to get you down there.”

“I don’t want to go deep in the ocean yet. Maybe another time.”

“All right.” He smiled. “The way down is unusual, and it would definitely require a leap of faith on your part.”

She nodded, slowly, and didn’t say anything.

“I’ll go alone, then.”

 “I think we’ve done enough for today,” Alicia said, looking at the list. “My brain is fried.”

“So’s mine. Let’s go for a swim.”
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Chapter 1

There were a few things that Jeff Ellsworth actually liked about his job at the ranch-resort. The food and liquor for one, and he didn’t have to pay for anything. He also liked the live music in the open-air lounge, with the pretty Hawaiian waitresses and the trade winds blowing gently, rustling the flowers and potted-palm fronds. Following his grandfather’s preference, he rarely made advances toward any of the women who worked at the ranch, or toward any of the guests—and on the rare occasions when he did, he was always careful not to cause any problems that would reflect badly on the Ellsworths. For the most part he trolled bars and night clubs on the other side of the island, looking for women not associated with the family business.

He’d had relationships with several of them, but nothing that lasted. Most of the women seemed superficial, but he had to admit he never told them much about himself, either. They were just looking for good times, and so was he. Normally he could take them for a ride in his gleaming red Ferrari, and spend the night with them in his oceanfront condominium. But Pauly’s wealthy friend had taken a liking to the place, and to the car, and had asked for an extension beyond the original month. Pauly had granted that to him, paying more to Jeff for the privilege, and agreeing to have a top mechanic check the car carefully when the man was finished using it. Pauly confirmed that it had been his friend operating the vehicle at high speed on the winding cliff road near the Ellsworth Ranch, but assured Jeff that he had professional driving experience, having competed in the Grand Prix and Le Mans races in Europe.

The loss of Jeff’s sports car and condominium, albeit temporary, was irksome, no matter the additional money he was being paid, but out of fear, he had not complained to Pauly. The drug lord often had a menacing undertone to things he said, and a disturbing cast in his eyes when he looked at Jeff, even when he was apparently being friendly. Still, Pauly seemed to like him as much as he liked anyone, and under the circumstances, Jeff was proud of himself for doing well in a tough business, dealing with tough people.

It was late afternoon now. Jeff had just gotten off shift and sat at the long dark-wood bar on one side of the hotel lobby, nursing a mai tai in a tall glass. Because of his profession, he could not drink within thirty-six hours of flying, and even then he had a two-drink limit. Big Tommy, the beefy native bartender, always enforced the rule strictly, never allowing that third drink (not even to Jeff), and counting a double shot of liquor as two drinks.

Jeff didn’t like being controlled in this manner, and felt he should be allowed to monitor his own condition, as long as he followed FAA rules, which were not as strict as his grandfather’s. He had served in two wars as an Army helicopter pilot, and had received four commendations, including a Purple Heart for a gunshot injury to his shoulder and a Distinguished Flying Cross for rescuing three soldiers in the face of wilting enemy fire. With his background and proven abilities, he should be able to make his own decisions.

I’m being treated like a child, he thought. Not a man. By Pauly, and by my grandfather.

He eavesdropped on two high-end contractors sitting just down the bar. One was talking about an excavation he had made on Oahu, in which his crew dug through solidified lava and found a layer of volcanic dust that was fused together—and when they dug through the dust, they found a huge granite boulder that weighed at least ten tons.

“Where in the world did that boulder come from?” the other contractor asked.

“Out of the mouth of the volcano,” the other said. “Must have been one helluva sight seeing that thing flying through the air.”

“Granite inside a volcano?”

“Sure,” said the other. “Why not? The Earth’s crust has layers of basalt, granite, sediment, and a lot of other stuff that gets moved around by magma. No telling what a volcano is going to cough up when it gets an upset stomach.”

“Interesting,” the other man said.

The first man went on to tell his companion that the Hawaiian Islands were part of an underwater mountain chain that stretched all the way to the Aleutians in Alaska, and that there had been islands in Hawaii for more than a million years.

“We live in an amazing place,” said the other.

“The most beautiful in the world,” the bartender chimed in—and no one argued with him.

Maybe so, Jeff thought, but it’s a velvet-lined prison for me.

A woman’s voice intruded on his thoughts. “You deep thinker today?”

It was Ginger Yamaguchi, a young Eurasian waitress who often flirted with Jeff, but he suspected it was only to get better tips—either that, or because he was the owner’s grandson. Pretty, with large brown eyes and a radiant smile, she sometimes spoke the pigeon English that was typical of islanders, which she mixed with her own versions of words and phrases that were grammatically incorrect, but still understandable. Several months ago he had asked her out on a date but she had turned him down, saying she already had a boyfriend, and he was the jealous sort. Since then, Jeff had seen the boyfriend picking her up after work, a huge Samoan who looked really tough. But here was Ginger again, flirting. It must drive the guy crazy.

Still, Jeff liked her, and smiled. At least, she made his stay in this prison more lively, albeit with an undercurrent of danger. Sometimes when he was really depressed and in a peculiar mood, he considered going up to her in front of her boyfriend and acting overly familiar, just to get beaten up. Suicide by Samoan, the cops would call it afterward.

But most of the time Jeff managed to keep his medication levels balanced, and didn’t feel that way. Today, he was in a pretty good mood, all things considered.

She served him a second drink, and as she was placing it in front of him she said, “You hear about bad time in Loa’kai Town, other side island, two college girl die of bad coke, and more got sick? Bad thing, very bad thing, and the dead girls mainlanders, too, so publicity hurt tourism. Cops say new kind coke from Brazil, laced with no-good chemical. Bad, very bad.”

Stunned, Jeff stared at her, then shook his head. “I didn’t hear anything about it,” he said.

Ginger looked at him oddly, apparently detecting the tension in his voice and expression. “Two dead and fifteen people sick,” she said. “More could die.”

“Is that so?” Jeff had trouble holding his gaze with her.

“You no want talk friendly today,” she said. Then she smiled prettily and walked away to wait on a customer at one of the tables.

As soon as she was gone, Jeff took a gulp of his drink, but when it reached his stomach it felt like hot lava landing there, giving him a burning sensation, and a taste of acid. It wasn’t the drink, he knew. It was what she had told him. She had no idea how bad the situation really was.

Feeling ill, he rose to his feet and walked across the lounge in the direction of his room. It was like passing through a gauntlet; he felt as if everyone was staring at him, noticing that he was upset. Of course they weren’t paying any attention to him; they would have no reason to. But he didn’t know what to do now.

Inside his room, he went straight to his laptop computer and sent an encrypted e-mail message to his drug supplier in Honolulu, Pauly Tahina.

The coded reply was chilling: 

Dude, I’m giving you one message only. The cops have a big dragnet out on every island, looking for whoever sold the bad dope. Dude, you’d better go underground, because there is some really heavy shit coming down. I’ve been cheated just like you have, so I’m going to the mainland to take care of business.

For Pauly, that meant killing someone, maybe even someone Jeff knew. The message from Pauly had a postscript:

I’m shutting down operations here for at least a year. After my friend leaves the condo you’ll need to resume payments on it, and on the Ferrari. Find a way to make those payments on time! Get the money from your rich grandfather if you have to. Just don’t make me look bad.

Waves of panic spread over Jeff, and he felt very alone. Too many things were going wrong, and at the top of his list, the cops could follow clues straight to him. He wanted to take his helicopter out and dump his computer in a deep part of the sea—but he’d just been drinking, and that made him hesitant to pilot an aircraft.

He weighed his options, then grabbed his computer, hurried to the helicopter, and took off anyway. Jeff needed to get rid of any evidence as quickly as possible, and he assumed Pauly was doing the same.


Chapter 2

Gwyneth’s mind was split between two goals, and one had to be accomplished before the other was possible. For the first, her short-term goal, she needed to escape from the hospital, because only then could she proceed with the second, and do everything possible to benefit the ocean.

Every time she was permitted out of her room she studied details of the building carefully, and committed them to the copious memory compartments of her remarkable mind. Under her original, hastily considered plan, she’d noticed an apparent vulnerability in the Tea Room on the top floor—a fire escape that she’d thought she could use to reach the street, after which she would run through the village to the ocean. But a fellow patient, Beavan DeLorean, had given her a warning about that route, asserting that it was a trap laid by the hospital staff, to see who might try to get away, and then catch them easily. After thinking it over, she’d taken the cautionary words seriously.

It was late afternoon now, and she stood at a window in the Tea Room, staring across the frosty rooftops to the sea, and a passing container ship, heading west. It was a massive vessel, with cargo boxes piled high on the decks, and a stylized automobile design on the side of the hull—a design so large that she could see it even at this distance, without binoculars. She heard the vessel sound its booming horn, causing a sailboat to hurry to get out of the way. Other small boats positioned themselves for the strong wake that was sure to hit them.

She closed her eyes for a moment, and the mysterious word surfaced again in her mind, across a soft, murmuring awareness: moanna.

Although information had continued to flow into her brain about the ocean, none of it explained this word—except she sensed, and sensed strongly, that it had something to do with the sea. She also continued to sense that, not far offshore, somewhere beneath the waves, were whales, and they were waiting for her, ready to escort her to the next stage in her life. If only she could get out of here….

Hearing something behind her, she looked and saw Beavan DeLorean. He moved close and stood with her at the window, towering a full head over her and weighing several times what she did. There were no staff attendants anywhere nearby—only a nurse on the other side of the room talking with an elderly male patient.

Though Beavan had always seemed non-threatening in the past, he appeared to be agitated now, and she could smell the perspiration on him. Still not knowing what his medical diagnosis was, she felt a sudden wave of fear and wanted to leave—but he placed a large hand on her shoulder, preventing movement. His hand felt oppressively heavy.

“I’ve always been hyper alert,” he said, in a calm voice. “I’m a great observer, and I’ve noticed you casing the hospital, looking for weaknesses in security, ways that you might escape, if given the opportunity. I have done that myself, preparing to get away if I ever decide I’ve had enough of the foolishness they put us through. Gwyneth, if you study this mental institution carefully, you will see it is a sieve, with so many ways out it would take me half an hour to just summarize them.”

She took a deep, shuddering breath.

He removed his hand from her shoulder, said, “You have nothing to fear from me, Gwyneth. I only want to help you.” Something about his voice reassured her. It was filled with warmth and compassion.

She looked around, hoping no one could overhear them—overhear him, actually, because she didn’t intend to try to speak. It was always difficult for her to organize her many thoughts in that way, and it was even harder if she did not know someone well, and did not feel entirely comfortable with that person.

The nearest people to them were a pair of scruffy male patients, playing a card game while they drank tea and nibbled on little sandwiches—looking like bums who had been invited to afternoon tea at the Ritz in London, or the Savoy. Both wore baseball caps, and Gwyneth had seen them playing cards on numerous occasions, not only here, but in the cafeteria and in the activities room. Earlier, she had overheard them discussing the strange behavior of sea creatures in the Hawaiian Islands, a situation that had apparently been going on for a couple of weeks, though she had heard nothing of it previously.

“I’ve made mental notes of what I’ve seen here,” Beavan said, “and clear patterns have emerged. Perhaps you have noticed this yourself, but every weekday for a few minutes around ten-thirty in the morning, the corridor on the west side of the exercise yard is left open to the outside. That’s when the food delivery man comes and goes, and he leaves the door blocked open so he doesn’t have to keep fumbling with keys on both sides, going in and out. Have you ever noticed that?”

She hadn’t, but did not respond, except to look up into his dark-eyed gaze. Previously she’d thought his eyes were distant, perhaps from electroshock therapy, but now they held a warm illumination, which she found comforting. And standing here with him seemed odd to her, because she’d just been thinking of whales that were waiting for her out in the water, and now here was this massive young man trying to help her escape, but he was a creature of the land. It made her think of how immense the world and everything in it was, and how very tiny she was. But as small as she was, she had a huge task to undertake. 

My mind is not small, Gwyneth thought. It contains many things, many important things. 

She wanted to say something to Beavan, but found herself unable to form the proper words, and not wanting to do so.

“Just think about what I’ve said, okay?” he said. Both of them noticed the nurse making her way toward them, a stocky woman in a gray uniform.

“Time to go back to your rooms,” the woman said.


Chapter 3

Preston Ellsworth III and his grandson stood on Olamai Beach watching the activity of small motorboats just offshore, as the crews laid nets underwater that were of a better design than before, to more effectively protect the swimming area from sharks and other predators. At the same time, teams of scuba divers armed with spear guns shot any dangerous fish that had already ventured into the protected zone, and earlier Jeff had buzzed the water in a helicopter, flying low and dropping explosive charges in the water to frighten creatures away.

The beach was closed, and Preston had posted security guards onshore and in boats to keep people away—until the work was completed.

“I see a barracuda out there,” Jeff said, pointing. While his grandfather listened, Jeff radioed the position to the divers, and moments later the long, slender fish vanished—too quickly to give Preston any assurance that it had either fled or been shot.

“We’ll have to keep patrolling inside the net for anything we missed,” the old man said.

Over the years, Preston had taken actions to protect sea life, for the benefit of scuba divers and tourist boats. Now he didn’t care so much about the deaths of marine creatures, convinced that they were more numerous than environmentalists claimed. 

Here, dead fish had washed ashore (mostly from the explosives Jeff had dropped), and the waves in the shallows were turning the white sand beach red, while a crew scooped up the carcasses and hauled them away.

“Bloody sand is unsightly,” Jeff commented.

“They’ll wash clean soon enough, when the tide comes in.”

“I’m sure you’re right.”

Preston had never been so worried in his life. The scale of the attacks by marine animals against the beaches was something that should not be occurring in Hawaii; it was unprecedented, threatening to turn paradise into hell. To boost the improved physical barrier, his crews were also installing an electronic system that would keep poisonous jellyfish out, discouraging them from even approaching the barrier. He also had a seabed monitoring system; a system of high-resolution underwater cameras that was capable of detecting even creatures that tried to camouflage themselves, such as stonefish.

“I never anticipated anything like this in my business plans,” he said, glancing at the younger man. “My father taught me to always consider worst case scenarios when making decisions, but I’m certain that neither he nor my grandfather ever faced a situation that was so perplexing, so far out of control.”

The Ellsworth elder shook his head sadly. The animals of the sea were going berserk, and it was costing his resort a lot of money—not only the added expense of protecting the beaches, but the continuing loss of revenues. The ranch’s hotel was only seventy-four percent full, when normally it was fully booked at this time of year, as mainlanders came for sunshine, beaches, and flowers when their own weather was bad.

Through it all, he knew his newspapers, radio stations, and television stations around the islands could show their own increased revenues (albeit temporarily) if he permitted them to run feature stories on the loss of tourism, but he’d been trying to keep a lid on the crisis, hoping things would turn around. Now, despite his efforts to suppress the bad news, it was leaking out anyway; the problems were being reported by national and international news outlets.

“At least no tourists have been killed in the attacks,” Preston said. “That’s something, anyway. The sharks and barracudas have not actually bitten anyone. It’s strange the way several species keep scaring swimmers off, though, heading toward people and then veering off at the last possible instant—just enough to give them one helluva scare. And the box jellyfish attacks with toxins that are not their customary lethal deliveries. The same for the stonefish, too. I wonder what in the hell is going on….”

Jeff didn’t comment. No one seemed to know why it was happening, but this was not paramount in his mind. He was only going through the motions, trying to do what his grandfather expected, trying to behave normally.

But his own life was far from normal. In Loa’kai Town on the other side of the island, another person—a young surfer—had died from the tainted Brazilian cocaine, making three in all on Loa’kai, in addition to those who had been hospitalized. He felt terrible about the deaths, but tried to convince himself that they were not his fault, because he had not manufactured the bad product. Yet, his feelings of guilt had been increasing. By rights, he should never have gone into that business, and he’d only continued it out of greed and a desire to become independent of the old man standing next to him—a stubborn fool who refused to die and leave Jeff his rightful share of the estate.

From what Jeff had heard, cocaine deaths were also occurring on the other islands, as many as four or five additional fatalities so far. It was becoming a big story, and he’d seen it covered on one of the leading cable news channels. He’d noticed increased police activity in the Wanaao area too, as the local cops were questioning people—but so far, not him.

Jeff had destroyed his own supplies of drugs (tainted and otherwise) and cleaned out the helicopter, getting rid of as much evidence as possible, while keeping the cash he’d accumulated in a small safe that he’d buried in the jungle, on ranch property. None of the locals knew of his activities, because, from the beginning, he’d arranged for Pauly Tahina to make low-level contacts in the Wanaao region, telling street dealers where they could find stashes of drugs that Jeff left—and requiring that they leave payments at remote pick-up points. So far, that system had worked extremely well, enforced by the threat of violence from Tahina’s Honolulu gangsters. No one wanted to go against that.

But there were chinks in any protection that Jeff tried to put around himself, small and large details that other people knew—or might know—about him. He had always made his deliveries and money collections at night, dressing in black clothing and a mask, and going down trails with a flashlight. Two months ago, though, he’d heard a rustling in the shrubbery by a pick-up point and had seen a small-time dealer named Nick Mako hiding there. Jeff had shone a powerful flashlight on his face, and no beam had come back in return.

Deepening his voice, Jeff had said, “I see you in there, Mako. Now get out of here fast, if you want to ever want to see daylight again.” It had been a bluff (because Jeff was not armed) and Mako had fled, leaving Jeff to hope that he had not himself been recognized. Afterward, he had reported the incident in an encrypted e-mail to Tahina, and Jeff never saw Mako again. Either the man had fled, or had been killed by Pauly’s men.

Assuming Mako was not a risk to Jeff, that left Pauly Tahina who knew details of his secret life. It was a chink in the armor that Jeff had placed around himself, and one that worried him more than any of the others. If he fell behind in his payments on the expensive sports car and condo that were in Pauly’s name, there was no telling what the drug lord might do in retribution.


Chapter 4

Beneath a bright tropical sky, Alicia and Kimo swam away from the shore of Loa’kai island, toward deeper water. So far, they were the only two human beings of their kind on the planet, and Kimo had begun to teach her some of the things that Moanna wanted her, in turn, to pass on to others when they were transformed, too.

Earlier in the shallows, Kimo had shown her how to eat the bounty of the sea—a small butterflyfish, a starfish that was harmful to coral, even a large protein-rich worm and tiny snails that he stirred up from sediment on the bottom. To Alicia’s surprise, she had not felt any queasiness about any of these things, and she had even noticed subtle, interesting flavors. 

When Kimo instructed her, she had been intrigued to notice that even when he ate a species of fish, a school of the same species had continued to follow him, without any variation in the way they had behaved before. He had explained this to her, saying, “The way the gods designed the ocean, each species is a sustainable life form in and of itself, and I only consume an infinitesimal portion of that life form, which quickly regenerates, like a lobster regrowing a severed claw, or an octopus regrowing an arm. You and I are blending into the rhythms of the sea in a non-threatening way, not disrupting food chains or harming anything. It is like my father the fisherman, who never overfished a fishing ground or species, but we are harvesting in a different manner. He, too, was blending into the rhythms of the sea, and was thankful for its bountiful harvest. Like my father, I am familiar with endangered species of this region, and I never eat them.”

Most of all, it amazed her that she had found someone like Kimo, so intelligent and compassionate, so different from any man she had ever met before, or than any man she had even imagined meeting. Somehow, in the immensity of the world, the two of them had found one another, and in the process they had not only discovered love—they were embarking on a huge adventure together, doing something really significant.

“You’re a fine swimmer,” he said now, as he made his way through the gentle waves with smooth crawl strokes. “Almost as good as me.” Then he laughed and swam faster, getting ahead of her. While previously Alicia had kept up with him, now she attempted to match his pace, but found herself falling farther and farther behind. She heard him chuckling as he pulled away from her, and eerily she realized that she was not hearing him in the air, but through their molecular connection in the water, whenever she immersed her face in it.

Part of the reason Kimo had brought her here today was to make her feel more comfortable with her new swimming abilities, and to see if she had special talents, such as a strong connections with any of the marine species. Thus far, Alicia had not shown any ability to guide the creatures whatsoever, but Moanna had said she might excel at other tasks instead. There were so many mysteries, so many unknowns.

Since Alicia’s transformation, the two of them had also been exploring different options about how to contact the names on the list in the most effective possible manner. In addition, they’d been estimating how many people they needed to convert in order to lead sea creatures against all of the major Hawaiian beaches. Kimo thought they would need as many as twenty hybrids for the Big Island, and perhaps one hundred and fifty in all, to cover the other islands. That would mean that a substantial number of the two hundred and eighty-seven names on the list would need to qualify and be converted into hybrids by Moanna, and they would need to show an ability to guide some of the species—particularly the dangerous animals that were needed to frighten away swimmers.

She’d been thinking she loved Kimo, but they had not known each other long, and this gave her pause. There were frightening dimensions to the watery realm in which he had grown up—and in which he seemed to want to spend so much of his time. Alicia wasn’t sure if she could do that, living in the sea more than on the land, but knew she had to continue on the path she was on, continuing to adapt to the astounding changes in her life. She had to contribute whatever she could to save the world’s ocean, and she had promised to help Kimo, undertaking a plan that was larger than anything his father and mother had suggested about a demonstration in the Hawaiian Islands. Kimo wanted to eventually expand that, to encompass every nation on the planet that fronted the ocean.

The two of them had an immense goal in mind, a commitment to right many of the past wrongs of humankind. It was no small undertaking….

He was well ahead of her now, visible on the surface of the water as he made powerful crawl strokes that carried him away from shore, while occasionally looking back. He waved to her, but he was too far away for her to hear anything he was shouting.

Seeing the whitecaps beyond him, Alicia wished she’d brought her surfboard, and that her life could be simpler than the complexities that had enfolded her. She envisioned herself riding the crest of a large, wild wave as it crashed toward shore, an immense and beautiful force of nature.

Just then, a peculiar sensation came over her, and for a moment her mind seemed to spin, and her stomach with it. Then she felt a sudden boost behind her, causing her to rise and actually stand on top of a wave that accelerated toward Kimo, with her aboard it. It was like a powerful tail wind thrusting her forward, except it was water.

She liked the feeling, as it reminded her of surfing the wild, ragged swell-line of a wave—except now the wave was going out to sea, instead of toward shore—and she was not standing on a board, but was instead on top of the water, riding on it, and catching up with Kimo quickly. She felt a sudden rush of fear. Was she caught in an undertow? If so, it was stranger and more powerful than any she’d ever experienced.

Alicia surged past Kimo, as if propelled by her own private wave, taking her at least a hundred yards beyond him before she was able to swim to one side and then make her way back toward him.

“What the hell was that?” Kimo asked. He looked alarmed. “I’ve never seen anything like it.”

“I don’t know. A really cool wave just caught me and carried me out, a little rogue wave, I guess, or some sort of undertow—except I was standing on top of it, as if I were Jesus! What a strange experience! And it came just as I was thinking about my surfboard, that I wanted to ride a wave.”

As she said this, she again felt the spinning sensation in her mind and stomach, and another wave formed behind her, lifting her up atop the water and propelling her back toward shore. Once more she felt fear, and a complete lack of control. This changed to exhilaration when she discovered she could turn the wave at a thought command, and thrust herself in a different direction—and the wave stayed with her. She could also speed it up and slow it down. Finally, as before, she dove to one side and swam out of the wave. 

Several hundred yards from Kimo now, she again thought of surfing and felt the peculiar sensation in her head, and the wave rose beneath her and carried her toward him. Reaching Kimo, she slowed down and dove to one side to dismount, then watched the wave continue beyond them before dissipating and vanishing into the aquamarine sea.

“What were you saying about swimming faster than me?” she asked, with a broad grin on her face.

“Do that again,” he said, in a good-natured tone. “If you can.”

She did.

Just a thought impulse by Alicia transmitted a message to the water that caused it to generate a wave that could rise, fall, speed up, slow down, and change direction, as she wished. Grinning, she returned to Kimo and slipped off the wave.

“It’s incredible,” she said, as the two of them paddled in the water and tried to absorb what was happening. “Apparently I can’t lead sea creatures, but I have another ability.”

“It is amazing,” he agreed. “Just think of what has already happened to me, and to you—and both of us are able to do things that no humans have ever done before.”

“We’re freaks,” she said. “Circus freaks.”

“Moanna wants us to lead others,” Kimo said. “That’s why we’re the way we are.”

And Alicia wondered: When other humans were transformed, what would their special powers be? Maybe some would be the leaders of species, while others would only be able to swim in the sea like fish, and consume plankton and other nutrients from the water.

Only.

She smiled at the thought, because connecting with the ocean in that manner would be a glorious privilege for anyone who loved the sea, a wondrous thing by itself.


Chapter 5

Alicia’s apartment was small and old, but she liked its location above the Wanaao General Store—a popular hub of the community that was operated by Obidos Lisboa, an old man who had owned the business for almost half a century. She’d heard about the apartment from his son, Johnny, with whom she used to work at her grandfather’s aquatic park.

“You nice girl,” the elderly Portuguese man had said to her in his thick accent. “I give you good price.” And he did—a very reasonable rent by local standards.

It was a tidy little studio unit, clean and well-organized, with plenty of shelves and closets, and it came furnished, including some well-worn antiques that looked as if they had been brought over from Europe a long time ago. She particularly liked an intricately carved wooden armoire and a small, dark-oak dining room set, with a patina of marks and dents in the wood that seemed to be part of the design. Both appeared to be valuable antiques, and featured old-world craftsmanship.

Early this morning she’d been awakened by noises downstairs, when Mr. Lisboa held a meeting with his store staff and went over the things he wanted them to do. He had a deep, thickly-accented voice that traveled through the heating vents of the old building into her apartment, but Alicia was thankful for the place to live and was certain she would get used to the new routine. Besides, she and Kimo had so much to do outside that it didn’t matter too much where she slept and kept her things. Kimo even spoke of spending virtually all of his time in the ocean someday, a thought that intrigued her, but seemed impossible for her to accept. Yet, his desire to do that had to be considered in determining if their personal relationship would progress. So far they had only made love the one time, that magical night on the beach. Kimo had seemed a little shy around her afterward, with occasional displays of a childlike playfulness that she found charming.

Though the weather was clear now, it had rained heavily in the past hour, leaving the broad green fronds of palms dripping, and the branches of mango trees drooping low from the weight of the water clinging to them.

 As she drove her small car on the bumpy washboard surface of the Wanaao Road, she passed Kimo just as he and Billie were opening the fruit stand. She and Kimo waved to each other. The driver’s window was down beside her, and she smelled the moist muskiness of the air, a combination of fallen, rotting fruit and decaying, wet vegetation on the ground. He knew where she was going; Alicia had mentioned the need to do it the evening before.

She crossed an old masonry and steel bridge over a waterfall, then saw a pair of ring-necked pheasants fly out of the bushes and soar into the air, a beautiful display of bronze, white, red, and green feathers. A short distance later she turned left onto the paved entrance of her grandfather’s property, marked by a lava and granite monument with a weathered wooden sign that read, ELLSWORTH RANCH HOTEL & RESORT, installed decades ago by her great grandfather and repaired many times.

This property was part of Alicia’s family heritage, but she felt estranged from it, and nervous about what she intended to do this morning. It would be a humbling experience, but for the sake of the ocean she was going to make the attempt anyway. In the larger scheme of things, her own feelings of discomfort did not matter.

Presently she saw the old man outside, wearing a big floppy straw hat and an elegant white suit. He was talking to two Japanese gardeners by one of the lush gardens surrounding the hotel complex. Magnificent purple, white, and red orchids were in bloom there, along with a spectacular bird of paradise that was a striking shade of bright orange. 

Her grandfather noticed her when she got out of the car. As she walked toward him, one of the gardeners said something to him, but he didn’t answer, so the men returned to work.

“Good morning, Grandfather,” she said. Alicia wore a white blouse, tan shorts, and sandals. Her auburn hair was secured in a ponytail.

He stared at her, didn’t say anything. With his shoulders slumped and his drooping facial features, the elderly gentleman looked sad, though she could not see his eyes behind the dark sunglasses.

Motioning for her to walk with him on a garden path, he said, “I hear you’re renting an apartment over the general store.”

“It’s a little noisy sometimes, but I’m getting used to it. The rent is very good.”

“I see.”

“Grandfather, you’re not going to believe what I have to tell you, but something incredible has happened to me. I want you to listen for a while before saying anything, all right?”

He smiled ruefully. “It wouldn’t be the first time a woman has asked me to shut up. Your grandmother did it all the time.”

“I don’t mean it that way.” She remembered her late Grandmother Hermione Ellsworth, how aloof and stuffy she’d been during visits to California when Alicia was a little girl. The woman had died of a rare form of cancer when Alicia was only nine.

Now Alicia began what she wanted to say, telling her grandfather about the terrible plight of the ocean, how humans were fouling the waters with sewage and trash and oil, and that climate change caused by industrial and automobile emissions was contributing to the warming of the ocean and the deaths of coral reefs, and about the many species of sea life that had gone extinct (or were going extinct) from human-related causes, including overfishing.

Finally pausing, she looked up at him as they walked, and saw him nodding—probably because he’d heard it all before, and not because he agreed with the environmental issues she was raising. From somewhere in the background she heard the sound of helicopter rotors, as one of the tours departed or returned.

The two of them walked beneath an arbor of bougainvillea that led into the main botanical garden, filled with exotic tropical flowers from all over the world, splashes of color that looked as if the plants had been painted by the hand of a great master. Numerous quaint little foot bridges crossed over trickling manmade streams.

“I know this is similar to what Kimo and his mother said at the town hall meeting,” she said, “and I appreciate you continuing to listen, because I told you when I left I was going to be with Kimo, so you know where some of this information is coming from.”

“I’m always willing to listen to you,” he said, his voice filled with emotion. “Because I love you.”

“I appreciate that very much, Grandfather. I love you, too.” She squeezed his hand for a long moment as they walked, then let go.

They crossed an arched Japanese bridge, an antique structure that had been brought from the old country in parts, and rebuilt here. In the middle, the old man stopped to gaze out on a carp pond, one of his favorite places in the resort, a spot he sometimes visited when he wanted to calm himself. She wondered how many times he had gone here in the days since she left. Now he removed his sunglasses and buttoned them inside a shirt pocket, then leaned on the railing and gazed out on the water and the multi-hued carp swimming in it.

Alicia had considered not telling him about Moanna, or the special abilities she and Kimo had, because he wasn’t likely to believe any of that, and—even worse—he might think she had lost her mind. But she had to tell him the truth, the full truth—and then ask for his help. She took a deep breath in an attempt to calm herself.

“A powerful deity lives in the depths of the ocean,” she said. “Her name is Moanna, and she wants to save the seas by reversing the damages caused by humans as much as possible. I know what you’re thinking, that this is a legend, because there are so many in Hawaii. But I assure you, the Sea Goddess is not one of them. She actually exists, and I have spoken with her in her deep-sea realm.”

He looked at her with his intense blue eyes, and she could tell that he didn’t believe her. He twisted his face a little, but continued to hold his tongue.

“Kimo has gills in his body that the Sea Goddess gave him,” she said, “enabling him to remain underwater indefinitely. He can even dive very deep in the ocean, to the realm of Moanna—with no diving equipment.”

“More crazy Pohaku stuff,” Preston said. “There seems to be no limit to their tall tales.”

“The Pohakus are not crazy, and they’re not liars. Grandfather, I also received these swimming abilities from Moanna. Now I, like Kimo, can dive deep in the ocean, thousands of feet down, without any equipment.”

“You sound like you’re on drugs, Alicia.”

She tried to hold her temper. “You think so? Then look at this.” She lifted her hair out of the way, showing him behind one ear. “I have gills, just like Kimo. He was transformed by Moanna when he was a newborn, and she changed me a short while ago. Now Kimo and I are both hybrids, amphibians who can go on the land and in the sea, and we have other powers as well—he can heal sea creatures, and I can generate ocean waves.”

The old man looked behind her ear, touched the rough skin and flaps there, and then checked the other side as well. “Strange,” he said. “Very strange. But it doesn’t prove anything.”

“I can breathe underwater, Grandfather. I can even eat raw food from the ocean like other sea creatures do, such as the plankton that is almost invisible in the saltwater, which I can consume by filtering and processing it through my body while swimming.”

He shook his head in disbelief.

“Grandfather, I’m telling you all of this because Moanna wants us to recruit more humans from around the world to become hybrids like Kimo and me, for a campaign to restore the health of the ocean. She wants environmental scientists, oceanographers, marine biologists and anatomists, bacteriologists, anyone who cares about the ocean and has the ability to help. We have a list, and–“  Alicia paused, deciding not to tell him they were planning a demonstration to shut down as many Hawaiian beaches as possible, because he definitely would not like that.

“Do you realize how crazy this sounds?” he asked. He rolled his eyes. “Come on, those aren’t really gills behind your ears, are they?”

With a smile Alicia said, “It sounds crazy to me, too, even now after all that I’ve experienced. But I assure you, it’s all true. Everything I’ve told you is true.”

The old man looked pensive, chewed at his lower lip.

“It’s going to cost money to recruit the people we need,” she said, “to go and talk to them wherever they are in the world, to pay their expenses of bringing them back to Hawaii, and I thought, I mean I hoped, you would help.”

“Are you asking for an early inheritance?” His blue eyes flashed with displeasure.

Her heart raced. “Grandfather, I hope you will help us financially and offer us advice on how to handle things, based on your experience as a successful businessman. Some of the recruits will be concerned about their continuing expenses, the welfare of their families, and there are details we will have to work out. Others are wealthy in their own right, and will help us without the need for financing them.”

“Then get money from them, not from me. Don’t come to me with a harebrained scheme hatched by the Pohakus. They’re up to something, trying to take advantage of you, trying to take advantage of the Ellsworth name. If they can’t get my land, they want my name and money.”

“You’re wrong. Grandfather, this is your chance to do something good with your money, something really, really good, instead of just accumulating it for yourself and the rest of our family. I think it makes good business sense because it will make you famous in environmental circles, causing people to flock here and stay at the ranch. You could make some modifications to the resort, adding instructors to lecture on ocean ecology and take guests out on eco-ocean tours. It could be very popular. Grandfather, since Jeff and I came to Hawaii, you’ve tried to involve us in your business decisions, and here’s another one for our family to work out.”

“Crazy talk, crazy talk. And as for the ocean, I have enough problems with sea creatures at my beaches; they need to be killed, not helped.” He straightened and stood at his full height. Looking down on her he crossed his arms across his chest—like a barrier against anything she was saying.

Then, before he could react, she climbed through one of the railings and splashed into the pond, where she lay in the water with her face immersed. In the background, she heard his muffled voice, urging her to come out of the water.

Moments passed, and she felt strong hands pulling her out of the water—her grandfather. “Have you lost your mind?” he asked. He had waded into the pond, getting his white trousers wet.

She struggled to free herself from him, and finally he released his grip. She heard the gills behind her ears in transition, making slight, coarse noises as they expelled water and shut down, while her human lungs took over, breathing air.

Alicia saw one of the Japanese gardeners approaching on the path. Toshio Yamasaki, a shy little man in his middle years, looked very concerned.

Turning her head toward her grandfather, the young woman let one of the gills expel a little water toward him, but not on him. “Do you see that?” she asked. “I do have gills!”

But he shook his head. “This is all a clever, elaborate trick, designed to separate me from my money. I’m very disappointed in you, Alicia.”

“Then watch what I do next. Come with me.” Feeling very cross, she grabbed hold of one of his arms and led him toward the beach.

“Young woman, what are you doing?” He pulled free of her, but followed as she crossed the garden and walked out onto the white sand of the beach, where she removed her sandals. She noticed that the gardener had followed them, remaining at a slight distance, watching intently.

“This is my answer,” Alicia said. She waded out into the water, then began to swim, and summoned a wave, which lifted her up onto it. For several minutes she stood atop the wave and guided it around as if it were a motorboat, turning this way and that, going fast and slow. Finally, slipping off of it, she swam back ashore and stepped onto the beach.

“Now do you believe me?” she said, dripping water onto the sand. “Grandfather, won’t you help us? Won’t you please help our organization? The sea is in terrible peril!”

“It’s all a trick,” he insisted, shaking his head. “A sleight of hand pulled off by you and your cohorts.” He motioned toward the water. “They’re concealed out there beneath the surface, operating some sort of a hidden platform that you ride around on. And I don’t believe that gill nonsense, either. Your friends are wearing scuba gear.”

Scowling as she put her sandals back on, she said, “You’re wrong, Grandfather, as wrong as you can be.”

But he turned his back on her and strode toward the hotel, saying something to Toshio as he strode away.

For a long while, the gardener remained where he was, watching Alicia, as if guarding her against doing something rash to herself, or against going after the old man.

Finally, exasperated, she marched past him and got in her car. 


Chapter 6

After a stint as an Army pilot in which he received medals for valor, Jeff had found himself out of work, and had gone into business with some old friends, selling marijuana, cocaine, and designer drugs. He never consumed any of the substances himself, only profited from them. It was a business he secretly continued on his own when his grandfather offered him and Alicia jobs at the ranch.

Now as he hurried along the driveway from the helicopter landing pad to the main hotel building, he wore blue jeans and a long-sleeve white shirt, with no gold jewelry. He had a lot on his mind, going over and over what he would say to the cops. They were in his grandfather’s office awaiting him now; he’d received a call from the old man only minutes ago. For days, since learning of the first two deaths from tainted drugs, Jeff had been getting ready for this, in case he was ever questioned. It had been like preparing for an examination. 

Except this was not school, and the consequences for failure were much bigger than blowing a test and getting a bad grade. If he failed this he would at least go to prison, and it could be worse than that. Depending upon the ultimate jurisdiction and charges, and the fact that people had died from the product, he could receive the death penalty.

Two police officers looked up from a couch as he entered his grandfather’s office. One of the officers, long-boned and leathery-faced, spoke first. “You’re Jeff Ellsworth?” he asked.

Nervously, Jeff nodded. He slipped into one of the plush, cushioned chairs fronting the desk where Preston Ellsworth III sat. The old man had a scowl on his face.

“We got a tip that drugs are being transported by helicopter on Loa’kai,” the officer said. “Do you know anything about that?”

Jeff shook his head, decided to push back to cover his fear. “Just because I’m a ‘copter pilot, you think I know who the bad guys are? The only thing I know about ‘copters and pilots around here involves the flights we run for tourists.”

“You’ve never been asked to transport illegal cargoes?” the other officer asked, a small, dark-skinned man.

Jeff shook his head. “Passengers only. Tourists on sightseeing and snorkeling trips.”

“You’ve never seen any suspicious activity that could be drug dealing? Think hard. We have nine dead so far from bad dope, and more in hospitals.”

“No suspicious activity of any kind.”

“Nothing at all?”

“Nothing around here—not like I used to see in California when I lived there, before I went in the Army and flew combat missions. I don’t think there’s any drug dealing on the Wanaao side—at least, none that I’ve heard about.”

“What about the beaches?” the taller officer asked. “You’ve never noticed anything funny going on there?”

Feigning outrage, Jeff said, “You keep asking the same question over and over, in different ways. My answer is no to everything. I don’t know anything about drugs, period.”

The two cops exchanged glances, and rose to their feet. One of them handed a business card to Jeff and said, “You’ve seen enough movies, so you know what this is for.”

Jeff smiled stiffly, tucked the card into a pocket of his jeans.

When the police were gone, his grandfather scowled at him and said, “You’d better not be involved. The feds could confiscate this entire ranch if you’re dirty.”

“I haven’t done anything wrong, Grandfather.”

“I’d better not find out otherwise.”

When Jeff was finally outside the office, he was disturbed that the old man seemed to suspect something, and was afraid the cops would return with drug-sniffing dogs.

When he saw the police drive away, Jeff went to the helipad and washed out the front passenger seat area of the newer helicopter that he’d been using for his deliveries. He always kept it clean anyway, but he was going to a deeper level now. Then he washed and disinfected the rest of the cabin, and the inside of the other ‘copter, too—so that one aircraft did not look suspiciously much cleaner than the other.

In his room afterward, Jeff had an unsettled feeling in the pit of his stomach. He wished he’d never gotten into dealing drugs, but told himself that the three deaths on Loa’kai were not his fault, nor any of the others in the islands. He hadn’t known the drugs were toxic when he distributed them. 


Chapter 7

At midday, Alicia saw Kimo swimming off Ha’ini Beach, where he’d told her he would be training sea creatures to follow his beach-attack commands, attempting to improve on his abilities. Moanna had said that some of the future recruits would be able to lead certain species of sea life, and in preparation for that, Kimo wanted to be able to teach the newcomers the best methods of getting their animals to assault the major Hawaiian beaches, under his overall tactical command.

Thus far, Alicia had not shown any ability to lead marine animals—just the ability to generate small waves and stand on top of them, something that did not seem to be of any use in the beach operation. She intended to practice with waves anyway today, to see if she could improve her skills. She also wanted to see if she could generate tubular surfing waves, and for that she’d brought along her board, which lay on the sand near her.

Alicia wore a waterproof backpack, containing the list of potential volunteers in a sealed plastic bag. Kimo had told her to bring it along, in case they wanted to look at it for any reason and discuss it. With additional research they had two hundred fifty-three people on the list to recruit now, with only thirty-four additional names unverified.

Standing on the shore in a two-piece swimsuit, she used binoculars to identify schools of large fish around Kimo, including yellowfin tuna, swordfish, blue marlin, and bonito sharks. The young Hawaiian man was swimming in the midst of the fish, going in a small circle, motioning them into formation and calling out to them with some of the aquatic sounds she’d heard him use. Moments later, the tuna and swordfish spread to the right and left and gathered behind Kimo, keeping their species together, and the blue marlins reformed behind him, too, but at the center—thus forming a line of large fish in the rear of Kimo. Then, in front of him, between him and the beach, the bonito sharks took a central position. It looked like an ancient precision military maneuver, of Roman soldiers shifting on a field of combat before a battle, except this was in the water.

At a signal from Kimo, the entire assemblage went into a vee-formation and began to swim toward the shore, and pick up speed. At the last possible moment, the sharks veered off to each side, while behind them came the other three species, a mass of large and powerful creatures with Kimo in their midst. As the formation rushed toward her, Alicia found the display impressive, an operation that would surely send any human swimmers fleeing in terror.

When all of the creatures finally changed direction and sped back out into deeper water, Alicia left her pack and binoculars on the beach, then dove in the water and swam out to join Kimo. “Are you sure that maneuver won’t hurt anyone?” she asked. “It looked pretty frightening to me.”

“Exactly as it’s supposed to,” he said, swimming in place. “Sure, there could be a few minor injuries, maybe even a heart attack or two among older people—but it’s necessary, don’t you see? A small price to pay for the terrible damage humans have inflicted on the ocean.”

“We can discuss it later,” she said, not entirely convinced. “Come into shore with me. I want to talk about what we should do next.”

“Is your grandfather going to help us with the finances?” Kimo asked, as they swam on gentle waves that lapped toward the beach.

“No,” she said. “We’re on our own.”

“That’s exactly what I expected.”

Reaching shallow water they waded, and then stepped onto the beach and sat on the sun-warmed white sand.

“Grandfather was very upset by what I told him,” she said. “He doesn’t believe we can dive deep in the ocean, or anything I told him about Moanna. He says it’s all an elaborate trick to separate him from his money.”

“A trick? That’s ridiculous!”

“I know it, and you know it, but you have to admit, what’s happened to us is quite fantastic, and difficult to explain.”

He nodded somberly.

“We still haven’t figured out how to contact the people on our list,” Alicia said, “or what to say to them to keep from sounding like kooks.”

She noticed that some of the sea creatures Kimo had been leading were gathered just offshore now, along with a number of smaller, colorful species, as if guarding him, and perhaps Alicia as well.

“We don’t need the old man’s money to travel across the world,” he said, presently. “We’ll use jetfish—long, sleek creatures that can amalgamate and form an oxygen-rich enclosure for us to ride inside—a pod to transport us far away, at very high speeds. We’ll collect volunteers and bring them back the same way. Conventional transport would have been more comfortable and less disturbing to recruits, but we needed your grandfather’s help for that. Don’t worry, though, this will still work.”

“Jetfish? You haven’t mentioned them to me before.”

He laughed. “In the short time we’ve known each other, do you really think I could possibly have provided you with a catalogue of everything in my experience? The seas are vast, and even I know only a small part of what there is to know about them. It’s only in the past few years that I’ve discovered bubblefish and jetfish, and a number of other extremely unusual species. Even some species thought to be extinct are still swimming in the ocean.”

“I see,” she said, feeling chagrined. And she thought of the fish that had encased her in a bubble and taken her deep in the ocean to visit Moanna for the first time—something Kimo had called a “bubble tube”. Now she asked him if the jetfish pod was like that.

 “Exactly the same, but totally different,” he said with an impish smile. “Jetfish do not dive deep, and bubblefish do not go fast.”

Alicia nodded. “But are we going to go see everyone on the list unannounced and try to make our case to them—proving we have gills and can swim underwater without external breathing gear? Also, some of the potential recruits are not near the ocean, so we’ll need to go overland to get to them.”

“Maybe there’s a good way to get the word out in advance, calling for any interested volunteers to make themselves accessible for pickup at designated places on the seashore. My mother and father have thousands of cousins in the islands, and even though I’m adopted, they’ve become my cousins, too. One of them, Jimmy Waimea, operates a newspaper in Honolulu and teaches journalism at a local high school.”

“He could help us?”

“I took the liberty of phoning him to discuss the situation, and he’s very interested, though he made no promises. He wants to meet with us personally to verify our special powers, and he wants to see our list of names. It’s another reason I had you bring it with you. We could go see him today.”

“All right.”

“I must inform you, though, that your grandfather dislikes Jimmy and once tried, unsuccessfully, to put him out of business.”

“That’s all right,” she said. “Do you think he could publicize our recruitment campaign, and give us some credibility?”

“Possibly, without us having to prove ourselves to each potential volunteer. We can just prove ourselves to Cousin Jimmy, get him to write a story that is transmitted around the world, and then go pick up the recruits.”

“With publicity, we could even receive donations,” she said.

“True, but that would take time, and the more I think about it, the more I’m convinced that we should travel across the world in our own high-speed jetfish pod, without the aid of money, which really is an artificial, human concoction, isn’t it? Something we’re trying to get away from.”

“You’re right, but what about food for all the passengers we pick up, and toilets, and details like that? What about places to sleep? Will it be warm enough inside the jetfish pod? Will we need multiple pods, or–“

“So many questions!” he exclaimed. “Jetfish can amalgamate into small or very large pods—as long as an ocean liner, if we wish, although we will not need one that big for our list. One pod is preferable, so that I can guide it. Don’t worry, it will be nice and warm inside, with plenty of oxygen and places to lie down on the soft skin of the jetfish.” He laughed. “It’s not smelly inside, either. It’s not exactly first-class, but is quite tolerable, really.”

“I’m looking forward to the experience.”

“And for food, I have a well-to-do cousin, Danny Ho, who provides packaged meals for the military in the Pacific region, and for expeditions into remote areas. I’ll talk to him about donating supplies for our expedition, which is a worthy cause. I think I can talk him into it. He’s not filthy rich like your grandfather, but providing a few days of food is something he might be able to do for us. And I have a couple of contractors in mind who might be able to donate portable toilets—sealed units with holding tanks.” He thought for a moment. “And backup holding tanks. We’ll have a lot of people onboard, if this goes according to plan.”

“Wait a minute, wait a minute,” she said, laughing. “I’m the one from a wealthy family, and you’re coming up with all of this?”

“Lots of cousins,” he said with a grin. “But if you want to ask your grandfather again, be my guest.”

“No, he’s hopeless. We’ll do it your way.”

Kimo moved his bare feet in the sand, then said, “For the short trip to Honolulu, we could swim, but it might be faster if you could arrange a wave that carries both of us. Could you do that?”

“Maybe, but why not ride your jetfish?”

“It will take around three or four hours to assemble them and have them generate a pod.”

“OK, I’ll try the wave method. Shall we depart now?”

He gave the go-ahead. Alicia donned the backpack, and in the water she generated a new wave. After several attempts, she found that only she could stand on it, but Kimo couldn’t. So, setting a wave at a moderate speed, she rode atop it, and towed Kimo behind her on a surfboard. On the way to Honolulu, Kimo arranged for a spectacular escort of leaping fish on both sides, some of the largest blue marlins Alicia had ever seen, each of them at least fifteen feet long and half a ton in weight.

		

Soon, Waikiki, Diamond Head, and the buildings of Honolulu came into view. Shouting to her, Kimo told her to land at Ala Moana Beach on the south shore. As they trudged across the hot, sun-bright sand (with Kimo carrying the surfboard), Alicia saw a dark-skinned Hawaiian man waving to them from the road. Jimmy Waimea stood by a battered old pickup truck, grinning. A small man in his sixties, he had a creased, deeply tanned face and intense brown eyes that seemed to dance with life.

“Hey, Cousin,” Kimo said, hugging him.

They completed introductions, and then Jimmy said to Alicia, “I’ve heard about your interesting talent, young lady, but I was uncertain of its authenticity until I saw you riding in on that wave, towing Kimo behind you. Kimo also tells me that he can heal sea creatures, and that you both have gills, enabling you to swim long distances underwater.”

“It’s all true,” she said. “And a lot more.”

“Jimmy,” said Kimo, “we know that you must have more proof before doing any publicity.”

He smiled. “You are very astute, Cousin. The responsibility of the press is at the core of my being. It is what I teach to my students; it is what I think about every day.”

“OK, now we’re going for another swim,” Kimo said, pointing toward the water.

Alicia stowed her surfboard and pack in the back of the pickup and followed Kimo back into the water. “We’ll show you some of our skills now,” Kimo said. “Jimmy, please note that we have no breathing equipment. Are you wearing a watch?”

“I am.”

“Will twenty minutes underwater without breathing equipment impress you?”

“If you remain close to shore where I can observe you continuously, confirming for myself—and for my subscribers—that there are no tricks. I’ll document it.” He grabbed a video recorder out of his truck.

Alicia and Kimo submerged themselves in the warm, shallow water and remained in the shallows, keeping their heads under. She wore a diving watch, enabling her to see the minutes and seconds ticking away.

Finally, after the allotted time passed, she tapped Kimo on the shoulder, and they resurfaced.

“You passed that test,” Waimea said.

“I’ll take the time to prove something else as well,” Kimo said, “my ability to heal wounded and sick sea creatures. Unfortunately, I do not see any nearby.”

“There’ll be time enough for that,” Jimmy said. “Now, let’s go to my office for a chat.”

During the drive to Waimea’s office at the high school, Alicia sat in the middle of the pickup’s front seat, holding her backpack on her lap and listening while Kimo and Jimmy talked.

 “I am very impressed by the cause you wish to promote,” Waimea said, “the welfare of the ocean. I have long thought that people were abusing the waters of the world. To a large extent we don’t see it in our beautiful paradise here, but there have long been troublesome signs, and I have not been alone in noticing them.”

“We brought our list of names,” Kimo said.

“Yes, the names that came to you in dreams,” Jimmy said. “It appears that some extraordinary, paranormal, events have been occurring around the two of you.”

Waimea’s office was in the journalism shack between the main high school building and the football field. As they entered the one-story, metal-roofed shack, two young female students looked up from their computers and smiled, before resuming their work.

“My top students, copyediting the next edition,” Jimmy said, as he led the way into a small, glass-walled office, and closed the door behind them. “We sell thousands of copies online, and print more for mailing and delivery.”

“Sounds like quite an operation,” Alicia said, taking a seat in one of two folding chairs fronting the desk, while Kimo took the other.

Jimmy smiled.

“My cousin is overly modest,” Kimo said, “but he wins journalism awards year after year. Where do you keep your plaques and trophies, Cousin?”

“No room for them in here. Awards are nice, but I don’t dwell on them.”

“Jimmy still prints the Honolulu Mercury News, even though your grandfather tried to drive him out of business. He survived by combining it with the student publications in his journalism classes, and by contributing all profits to the high school. There’s no way to shut Jimmy down now. The school board gives him the freedom to write and say whatever he wants.”

“Well,” Jimmy said, “there are limitations. No pornography or bad language, of course, and no tabloid journalism. We cover serious local, national, and international events.”

His computer beeped, and he paused to examine the screen. “An editing question from them.” He nodded toward the two young women outside his office. After tapping the keyboard for a minute at a furious pace, he spun the computer away on its carousel and said to Kimo, “Now, shall we begin?”

Jimmy listened while Kimo and Alicia described their plan to recruit volunteers for a big demonstration in the Hawaiian Islands, using sea creatures to shut down all of the major beaches. This was more than Kimo had previously told him. They showed the newspaperman the list of names of ocean experts from around the world, and the additional background information they had obtained.

“We’re worried about them thinking we’re kooks,” Alicia said. “Can you come up with a way to boost our credibility before we contact potential recruits? Can you publicize our cause and our unique abilities, and our need for additional help, getting the word out in the towns and cities where our potential volunteers live?”

“I will need to write something about your special abilities. You told me a Sea Goddess transformed both of you into hybrids—part human, part fish—but that sounds, well, it sounds impossible to the average person, fantastic. What you said about jetfish and bubblefish is incredible as well, as is the whole idea of molecular communication underwater. And yet, I’ve seen enough to know that something highly unusual has happened to both of you—maybe magical, maybe scientifically plausible. That is to be determined, or may never be explainable. But however it happened, I believe you, and I want the public to believe you as well. It will be an important element of the stories I write on your behalf.”

Kimo shrugged. “I don’t really understand it myself. I only know what I’m able to do, and what I see Alicia doing. It’s kind of mysterious to us, too.”

“Yes, mysterious. That’s a great angle on your story, and it will make good newspaper copy. An air of mystery surrounds everything you do, and the overarching theme is the altruistic cause you are leading—for the welfare of the world ocean.”

“I know you can help us,” Kimo said. “I know you can help the ocean.”

 “Thank you,” Jimmy said. “Now, I think you need a group name for yourselves, something for public relations.”

“How about ‘SOS—Save Our Seas’?” Alicia asked. 

Waimea leaned forward on his desk. “That’s clever, the SOS emergency call would be good for rallying the public. But I was thinking more of a name for your group, and for the new members you expect to obtain. Mmmm, SOS could stand for Sentinels of the Seas instead.”

“How about calling us the Fish Shepherds?” Kimo suggested.

“Or the Sea Guardians?” Alicia thought for a moment. “What about the Ocean Rescue Force?”

“All those names have merit,” Jimmy said. He paused. “How about calling yourselves the Sea Warriors? The term can be traced back to numerous historical sources around the world, including long-ago Fijiian warriors who had a navy of double-hulled sailing canoes.”

“I like that,” Kimo said. “We fight for the sea.”

“I like it, too,” Alicia said. “We’re the Sea Warriors! Fight the bad guys to the death!”

“All right,” Waimea said, with a small smile. “We’ll work it into the publicity. I see several stages to this, starting with a two-page spread on your new organization, highlighting the lofty goals and your own remarkable personal abilities. That will be the print story, and we’ll do a companion video report showing what the two of you can do—for distribution to television networks. We follow all that with individual letters to every person on your list—e-mails where possible, for speed of communication, or snail-mail if necessary.” He smiled. “Express snail-mail, that is.”

“You’re doing a lot for us,” Alicia said. “Thanks for helping us get it organized. You’re going to have expenses, so we should include fund-raising in our publicity—all for the cause of the ocean.”

The older Hawaiian man nodded. “As I told Kimo, I believe strongly in the cause, and so do my students. After Kimo’s call I spoke to the entire student body, and we already have more than a hundred volunteers, and even some faculty members, and parents who offered to help.”

 Jimmy paused. “You still need to arrange for the transportation of the full-time volunteers, bringing them back here.”

“I thought of using the fund-raising drive to pay for transportation costs,” Alicia said, “but Kimo would rather bring the volunteers back here with a natural ocean transportation system.”

She looked at Kimo, who then described the jetfish pod for Jimmy, providing some of the arcane details about how they amalgamate and follow his basic commands.

“This story is getting better and better,” Jimmy said, flashing a broad smile. “Jetfish—I like that, and it will enhance the publicity. I’ll need photos of a pod, of course.”

“Of course,” Kimo said.

In the ensuing silence Alicia waited for a moment, and finally said, “Maybe the fund-raising drive could help pay any overland travel expenses the volunteers need to get to the seashore, and help with their continuing family expenses. Also, we should make house payments and pay other bills for their families while the ocean experts are working with us.” 

“Good idea,” Jimmy said. “The students in this high school have already proven their skills at things like that—they just need to think on a broader scale. A much broader scale!” 

That afternoon, Jimmy assembled a student camera crew. At Waikiki Beach they filmed Kimo and Alicia remaining underwater for extended periods of time without diving equipment, and Alicia generating her own waves—even larger than her earlier attempts. They also went to the largest aquarium in Honolulu, where Kimo treated a rescued, near-dead green turtle, bringing it back to health.

Kimo and Alicia ate dinner with Jimmy and his wife Latoya that evening, discussing important details of the ocean-rescue campaign, then spent the night in Jimmy’s guest bedroom.

The following day, Jimmy Waimea’s publicity campaign got underway, with a print story in the online version of the Honolulu Mercury News and in its printed edition. The potential volunteers around the world were listed by name and location, and letters were sent to each of them informing them they might qualify to become Sea Warriors—and that they would be provided with the opportunity to be transformed into hybrid humans with gills, along with the ability to eat by filtering plankton from seawater, and other physical changes that were not visible to the naked eye—if they were accepted by Moanna, the Goddess of the Sea. Or, the story added, they might be permitted to contribute to the campaign in some other way as associates, without being physically transformed at all. Those who wanted to undergo the transformation, however—or attempt to do so—would be required to report to seaside pickup points at appointed times, based on a detailed schedule that would be released in the next publicity broadcast.

In the first publicity release, each person on the list was also being told that if the Sea Warriors did not work out for any of them, or if they changed their minds for any reason, they would be returned to their homes at no charge to them. Volunteers were instructed that they must be willing to work long hours, and remain away from their families for extended periods—and that living arrangements were being organized at private homes in Hawaii, because it was unlikely that anyone would feel comfortable spending all of their time in the sea—at least, not yet.

 They were also informed that the process of becoming a hybrid (as well as swimming with sharks and other aggressive sea animals) was very dangerous, and that legal release forms would need to be signed.

“Unfortunately,” Jimmy wrote, “it is sometimes impossible to avoid the lawyers.”


Chapter 8

Preston Ellsworth and his grandson sometimes took breakfast together in the resort owner’s private dining chamber, a screened balcony overlooking the entrance of the grand hotel. Below them, the flower-lined front walkway was uncommonly silent; no guests arriving or leaving. All the work he’d ordered to protect the beaches was for naught, because the afternoon before, tiny organisms had been found in the water at Olamai and Ha’ini beaches on the ranch, getting on swimmers’ skin and burning them, causing rashes and burning sensations. The mysterious life forms were being analyzed in a laboratory. Several guests had walked out of the hotel or not checked in at all, and now it was less than fifty percent booked, when it should be full at this time of year.

The elegant old man took a sip of coffee and stared glumly across the table, noting that Jeff had barely touched his food, and was instead reading a tabloid-style newspaper. For a change, the younger man wasn’t wearing his gold chain and watch. Whatever he was looking at had his full attention, and he held the paper in such a way that the front page banner was not visible to Preston. From what he could see, however, the print style and layout did not look familiar, so he presumed it was not one of his publications.

“My sister is a freak, Grandfather.”

He turned the front page toward the old man. To Preston’s shock and displeasure, he stared at a copy of the Honolulu Mercury News, featuring a bold, front-page headline:

ELLSWORTH GIRL HAS TURNED INTO A FISH

“Alicia says she has gills, Grandfather, and so does that wacky boyfriend of hers. Both of them claim to have strange powers, too, that they she can supposedly generate ocean waves, while he heals injured sea creatures. What a joke! They want to recruit more humans to be converted into fish people, too, along with ocean experts and sympathizers from all over the world, for a new organization they call the Sea Warriors.”

“I don’t care what that rag publication says, dammit! How dare you bring such filth to my table! You know how I feel about Jimmy Waimea. He would do anything to get even with me for nearly putting him out of business, and now he’s printing lies to make me look bad.”

“You don’t want to know what this article says?”

“No!”

“You’re going to ignore it, ignore my sister the mermaid?”

“Jeff, she’s not claiming to be a mermaid. I’ve already discussed it with her. Besides, I’ve got a lot more to worry about than anything my enemies say about me. Or my family.”

The old man lurched to his feet and threw his napkin on the table angrily, turning over a nearly-full cup of coffee and spilling it on the white tablecloth. A servant hurried over to clean up the mess, but Preston pushed him out of the way and left the screened balcony.

With his stomach roiling, he strode through the lush botanical gardens, trying to calm himself. He didn’t like being made to look foolish, and that was exactly what the headline was trying to do. Moments ago in the lobby, he’d waved off a clerk who informed him that a national television reporter was on the phone, wanting to talk with him. He vowed to ignore all attempts at an interview, and to maintain his composure.

On the garden path now, he struggled to prioritize and refocus his thoughts, which he’d done successfully in the past when faced with difficult situations—both business and personal. But with so much occurring at once, this seemed worse than any previous situation he’d experienced, a combination of severe business and personal problems.

Moment by moment, he felt the negative thoughts shifting as he pushed them to the back of his mind….

The old man stopped and closed his eyes for an instant. Then, opening them, he marveled at the verdant beauty of his gardens, the remarkable and rare flowers he’d brought in from exotic locations all over the world. Preston moved closer to admire an exceptional crimson orchid, and made brief eye contact with Toshio Yamasaki on an adjacent path where the shy little gardener knelt working, a loyal employee who had tended these gardens for more than thirty years, since he was a child and his late father was the master gardener. Now Toshio held that important position, more by his talent than by any right of heredity.

Preston’s earliest and fondest memories were on this marvelous property, with its gardens, rolling green pastures, bright aquamarine seascapes, and thick jungles climbing the slopes of the dormant volcano. His family had owned the land for a century and a half and had developed it to what it was today, maximizing its income-producing potential without having to plant sugar cane or other revenue crops on the acreage. Even in Preston’s youth his father had shown financial projections to him—how much the family could earn in different ways, including the planting of crops, running a big cattle ranch, or subdividing the land, or operating a resort here. At the time, the stately hotel had less than half the rooms it had now, along with a much smaller riding stable, no botanical gardens, aquatic park, or tour operation.

Preston had made so many improvements over the years that he could hardly imagine making any more. The property was perfect in all ways—but he was getting older now, and didn’t know how much longer he would have to enjoy it—or what the future held for the Ellsworths, with his strange granddaughter and often-disappointing grandson. He’d thought that Alicia would be the leader of the family going into the future, but she had disappointed him terribly. She had gone crazy, had turned against him.

Unable to lift his mood, he sat on a bench by the smaller of two carp ponds, gazing out on the serenity of the water and its multi-patterned fish darting this way and that, or hiding under the broad green leaves of floating plants. It was a habitat without predators to worry these valuable fish; all they had to do was to swim around and locate the food that was provided for them. The pond was a sanctuary that even had electronic methods of fending off predator birds, making it a niche of survival in these halcyon gardens, on this one-of-a-kind property. At least the carp had little to worry about. That was something, anyway, albeit small, and he had created their little paradise. Usually, he was able to use such thoughts to expand outward and calm himself. But he was having difficulty with that today.

Tourism was way down in the Wanaao area due to the problems with sea creatures, and the number of visitors was continuing to drop precipitously. Despite Preston’s efforts to muzzle the press, word had gotten out about the situation anyway—and not only about the aggressiveness of the marine animals. The species die-offs were problematic, too. The deaths of dolphins, porpoises, crabs, coral, and reef fish was of such great concern to oceanographers that experts such as Fuji Namoto were coming in to see what was wrong. They wanted to know if it was a normal pattern, or if it could be suicides, pollution, global warming, or any number of other causes that had been postulated—with most of them involving the alleged negligence and illegal activities of humans. 

As he stood there, details of the Honolulu Mercury News article seeped back into his mind, and he remembered the last time he saw his granddaughter, when she told him about the startling changes in her body, and demonstrated her strange abilities. She was putting the Ellsworth family in a very bad light. It particularly galled him that she was traitorously collaborating with a Pohaku—a clear sacrilege to the old man, the worst possible affront against the Ellsworth family that he could imagine. And if his initial assessment was correct (that it was all an elaborate plot to trick him out of his money), that was bad, too—because Alicia was either a circus freak or a charlatan, and now it was in the newspapers, and probably on other news outlets as well.  

His grandson was of increasing concern, too, because of the ongoing police investigation, and questions that kept trickling in by phone and e-mail after the visit by two local police officers. He assumed the federal Drug Enforcement Agency was involved at some level, too, and if Jeff was lying about not being a drug dealer, Preston’s entire ranch could be confiscated by the authorities. The old man would be placed in the position of being suspected of involvement himself, and perhaps having to prove his own innocence, showing that he had no inkling of what his grandson was doing.

But I suspect him, he thought. I really do suspect him.


Chapter 9

“Good morning, Gwyneth.”

The door to her room had just squeaked open, and even though the girl did not look, she knew it was Dr. Halberton from his soft tone and precise, Queen’s English. With her back to him, she stood staring glumly out her barred window, in the direction of the sea. A thick fog lay over the English village, preventing her from seeing the water, but she knew where it was nonetheless All her life, no matter where she was, she always knew the direction of the ocean from her, and always wanted to be as close to it as possible.

“Have you ever heard of the Sea Warriors?” he asked. “A radical ocean-rights organization?”

The question startled her, and she turned her head slowly to stare at him blankly.

“Well, have you?” His dark features were intense, but not severe. Usually he looked exceedingly kind to her, but sometimes she worried that he only used that demeanor to draw information out of her—precious secrets from her innermost, autistic world.

He held up a small computer, which looked familiar; she had seen her father with one like it. The black, overweight doctor walked over to her, and let her see the screen. It showed a website entitled SEA WARRIORS, with a list of names, two or three hundred, it looked like. But as she focused more on it, the letters grew blurred. Her arcane inner world had been disrupted, and she’d been brought out of it too quickly, like a diver surfacing too fast.

Scrolling down the list, he pointed to a name. “Do you recognize that one?” he asked.

For hours today, the teenager had been staring toward the sea without interruption—and though she could not actually see it, in her imagination she’d been envisioning herself out there swimming in the water, being soothed and comforted by it. The doctor’s interruption was not welcome.

As moments passed the letters and names began to clear, and she realized she was staring at her own name, right above his pointing forefinger. Even so, she said nothing.

But she felt herself emerging from her displeasure, and from her vision. Her thoughts scurried to organize themselves and transmit messages to her brain.

Sea Warriors? she thought. What on earth is that? And ocean rights? She liked the term, liked the name of the organization, too.

Glancing at Dr. Halberton briefly, she reached out, touched the screen and scrolled it back to an explanation of what the Sea Warriors were all about. She liked what she was reading. She liked it very much—and they had mounted a recruiting program for new members—a program in which only an elite group of humans were being invited, yet all of the invitees might not make the grade and be accepted.

She managed to speak, but haltingly. “How … how did my name get … on this list?”

The doctor shrugged. “They also sent you this letter,” he said, handing a small white envelope to her. It had been opened, which she considered a serious violation of her privacy. Yet she said nothing of this, and examined the one-page communication. Her thoughts were spinning as she again tried to focus, and she had trouble reading the words. She set the letter aside for the moment, on the window sill.

He nodded toward the doorway, and she was surprised to see her parents in the corridor, both dressed in heavy coats that were open at the front.

“I’ll leave you and your family alone,” the doctor said. Then, as he went out into the corridor he handed the small computer to her father. So it was his after all.

Jim McDevitt was a tall man in his late forties, his face ruddy from spending so much time outdoors. An advertising executive, he had a passion for backpacking through the nearby forests. He used to take Gwyneth, her brother, and two sisters with him on those trips, and those times had been better for her than most. Her father knew a lot about the flora and fauna of the woods, and he also spoke of archaeology and history and all sorts of interesting subjects. He was something of an environmentalist regarding trees, but when she asked him one day what he knew about the ocean, he just looked at her vacantly, as if he didn’t realize that life on the land depended on the sea. He often looked at her that way when she spoke to him. With her he had a certain coldness about him, an aloof demeanor he didn’t use with her siblings, or with her mother. It always made her feel odd, even stupid.

The teenager’s already-tenuous relationship with her parents and siblings had gone even more downhill after she went in the water by Portsmouth, and tried to swim out to sea, attempting to immerse herself in the ocean water and learn more about it and the creatures who lived in it, to help the aquatic ecosystem in some way. But she’d been unable to explain her reasoning, had totally failed when she tried to unravel her complex thoughts and emotions to justify her actions, and she’d ended up here, in this dreaded facility. This prison.

Gwyneth harbored a great deal of resentment over that, and over the fact that she had not seen or heard from her parents for the better part of a year.

Her mother was stout and severe, looking dour today, her thick black eyebrows forming scowls over her eyes. Katie McDevitt had never been as interested in the outdoors as Gwyneth’s father, and had always scolded him for spoiling the children. Not as much of a scholar as her husband, she was always complaining about people she knew—neighbors, shopkeepers, anyone, it seemed that she happened to encounter outside the house.

Too angry to look at her parents any longer, she turned away and tried to reconnect her thoughts with the sea, which was making a welcome appearance as the fog dispersed. She saw sections of water now, dark blue and mysterious through the gray mists.

“We don’t know what these Sea Warriors are all about or how your name got on a list,” her mother said, her presence and words intruding, just as the doctor had done earlier. “But joining them is completely impossible.”

Abruptly, Gwyneth spoke slowly but clearly, as she could on occasion. “Then why did you come here?”

“To tell you about the existence of the list, and the letter, and to try to explain to you why it is all out of the question.”

“I wish you’d never told me about it, then,” she said. “Now get out and don’t come back!”

In the depths of her mind, Gwyneth heard a terrible sound, and she sensed that it was a large gathering of sea creatures just offshore, numerous species crying out to her for help. She had never heard such horrendous, spine-jolting screeches before, but knew instantly—and for a certainty—what they were.

I can do nothing to help you, she thought.

For several awful minutes the sounds grew louder in her consciousness, hurting her head, and finally they faded away—giving her physical, but not emotional, relief.

Peripherally, Gwyneth saw her mother backing up, and heard her whispering to the girl’s father. Then she said to Gwyneth, “Very well, dear, we’ll leave you here to get better.”

As if in a strange dream, a disconnected reality, her parents came toward her and kissed her on the forehead, her father first and her mother last. But he said nothing, just looked at her in an odd way, reflecting on his lack of understanding of her, and his lack of compassion.

They took the letter from the windowsill, even though Gwyneth had not read it yet. She heard them walking toward the open doorway, going through and shutting the door behind them. It made the familiar locking noises, ominous metal clicks that Gwyneth did not like.

She could envision herself growing old and decrepit in here, never meeting the qualifications for release. The complex feelings associated with that realization swam in her mind, like piranhas eating away at any positive thoughts that tried to surface, making her feel dismal.

And she sensed something else out at sea, special people who wanted to see her. The Sea Warriors.

Gwyneth remembered the unfocused one-page letter she had looked at so briefly. Now, startlingly, it became suddenly clear in her memory, and in a vision she read it consciously for the first time. The Sea Warriors were arriving to pick her up later today, and would wait for her at the main village pier—but only until 11:00 a.m.

Feeling desperate to get to the pier, she looked at a clock on the wall. She had only an hour and a half to make good her escape.

		

Just offshore, Alicia arrived in a long, sleek jetfish pod that surfaced and opened on top to release her from its oxygen-rich enclosure. She climbed out onto the red, softly-glowing skin of the amalgamated creature, then plunged into the cold water.

She and Kimo had been aboard the unusual craft for eighteen days, having sped across five oceans just beneath the surface of the water, making stops along the way to pick up volunteers for the newly-formed Sea Warriors. To keep everything organized onboard, they had brought along his cousin Danny Ho, the caterer who had donated sealed packages of food. They also had Shauna McDill with them, a professional storyteller who was good at arranging games for the passengers to play during the journey—amusing intellectual competitions that did not require cards, boards, or game pieces. Neither Danny nor Shauna were on the list of volunteers, but were donating their time.

There were many people from the recruitment list aboard the jetfish pod now, sitting shoulder to shoulder on long benches that had been formed by the sea creatures to accommodate human forms. A number of passengers were eating Danny’s packaged food—healthy snacks, breakfasts, lunches, and dinners from a variety of recipes that included selections of red meat, white meat, and fish for the main courses, and nutritious side dishes. The food was going over well with everyone.

Kimo and Alicia only had a few more stops to make before returning to Hawaii, on a route that would take them across the Atlantic to the Panama Canal and through to the Pacific, getting them back to the islands in a day and a half. There, in waters off Loa’kai, the new recruits would be introduced to the deep-ocean locker of Moanna. With her special powers of discernment, she would either accept the volunteers and transform them into hybrids, or reject them….

Alicia shivered in the cold water as she swam alongside the hull of the linked animals, which glowed with a soft red translucence as they waited for her to go into shore, and then return. Jetfish had the ability to change colors like chameleons, and could make themselves invisible in any environment by blending in with it. They could look like the ocean itself if necessary, or like the bottom of the sea. The day before, they had changed into a beautiful spectrum of colors on the interior of the passenger compartment while Alicia, Kimo, and volunteers were inside, causing many exclamations of wonder.

“There is much more these creatures can do,” Kimo had said when they made that display. “There are billions and billions of secrets in the sea.”

When a man asked what more the jetfish could do, Kimo had just smiled and said, “If they want to show you, they will. Jetfish are very intelligent creatures, you know.”

Alicia had liked Kimo’s answer, and she’d exchanged gentle smiles with him….

The village of Apperton was not far away from her now, only around half a mile. Almost an hour ahead of schedule, she swam slowly toward the shore, but the water was so cold that she decided to generate a gentle wave that lifted her a little higher in the water. This enabled her to stop swimming and float toward shore on her stomach, with her back warmed by sunlight that was breaking through wisps of fog. It was a new technique she had discovered on this trip, swimming or floating on the upper portions of the sea as if she had fantastic buoyancy, instead of standing on top of the wave. It was much more comfortable for her now, and would be less obvious to anyone watching from shore.

On this initial recruitment trip she had discovered other new things as well. For the first recruits they picked up, Kimo used a small, improvised jetfish boat that transported people from the shore to the pod—a shuttle system. But, practicing with her own abilities, Alicia had discovered a way to allow others to ride atop waves that she generated—a technique she began using to bring people to the pod. In this manner she had been able to carry as many as four additional passengers with her on each wave, having picked up that many volunteers at a time from some of the port cities. It pleased her that she had enlarged on the manner in which she had transported Kimo from Wanaao to Honolulu, and that she was also making larger waves than she had demonstrated for Jimmy Waimea and his student-camera crew at Waikiki Beach. She would continue to work with her wave-generating skills, trying to improve them. 

In recent days Alicia had noticed an interesting commonality among the volunteers, an intensity and focus that was quickly apparent when each of them boarded at their various pickup points. Now she sensed the collective psychic energy of the passengers she’d left behind in the pod with Kimo, as if every one of them knew innately that they belonged together, that they were an important team. 

Of the two-hundred fifty-three verified names on the list, people that she and Kimo had hoped to pick up around the world, forty-one had notified Jimmy Waimea that they could not take the time to be involved with the Sea Warriors, or were not interested—and he had told Kimo before departure to remove those names from the list. A handful of others had simply not shown up to meet them at the announced pickup points, for unknown reasons. Kimo and Alicia didn’t speculate much about that, and focused on rounding up as many volunteers as possible, as quickly as possible.

The recruits they had assembled aboard the high-speed pod—one hundred ninety-four of them—made for a good start, and that number should increase a little with additional stops in Ireland and Scotland, and then in Florida and Panama on the way back to the Pacific Ocean and Hawaii. Every one of the volunteers seemed enthusiastic, and determined to contribute. Most of the men and women were unafraid of being transformed physically by Moanna, while others expressed some trepidation—but at least all of them were brave enough to give it a try. One man who’d struggled with his fear said nonetheless that human beings needed to sacrifice themselves if necessary, to make up for the horrors and depredations mankind had inflicted upon the ocean. 

Now Alicia slowed even more in the water and remained high on the wave as she floated prone toward shore, with the sun continuing to warm her. She could see the dock now, and was heading toward it because that was where her young recruit was supposed to be, presumably with the permission of her parents or guardians. Alicia wanted to pick her up early if possible, but saw only an old fisherman on the end of the structure, sitting on a bench. His head lolled to one side, and he appeared to be dozing, not noticing her.

Before leaving Hawaii on the jetfish craft, Alicia had practiced for days in the waters near Wanaao Town, and had successfully generated waves that were at least twenty yards in width. While she was doing that, in preparation for the trip Kimo did his own practicing, seeing what he could come up with to supplement her abilities. One morning he dove into deep water and brought back a school of skatefoils, large, flat whitefish that he taught to carry him and Alicia on their backs, skimming along the surface of the water. The pair had to sit on the creatures’ backs so as not to fall off, but the largest skatefoils appeared to be capable of carrying as many as seven passengers at a time, while even the smallest could accommodate two.

Considering the unique, sea-related talents that Kimo and Alicia had, she wondered what the new recruits might be able to do, beyond their pre-Sea Warrior professions and activities. They were oceanographers, professors, environmental activists, migration experts, fishermen, divers, and more. Among the people onboard that she liked the most personally, she had spoken briefly with two men—a dolphin trainer from San Diego and a Chilean author of a high-school textbook on ocean ecosystems who lived on Juan Fernandez island off the western coast of South America. She also liked the tall, blonde actress, Monique Gatsby. In recent years, the former model had generated worthwhile publicity about a number of ocean causes, using her star power to protest against overfishing and the dumping of toxins, plastics, and nuclear wastes into the ocean. She had a captivating smile and pleasant demeanor, and Alicia thought they might become friends. 

Another volunteer was a Canary Islands artist who specialized in making illustrations of colorful fish for various publications, and knew a great deal about Mediterranean species. They had also plucked a scientist from a National Oceanographic ship at sea, and a Japanese environmentalist from an old, unseaworthy vessel operated by anti-whaling activists. Kimo and Alicia had even been to the Great Barrier Reef of Australia and the coastal bases of Antarctica, where a number of scientists worked.

One of the new recruits was an irritating, egotistical man named Vinson Chi’ang, in his mid to late thirties. An outspoken author and oceanographer who appeared regularly on cable news programs to encourage ocean-related ecological programs, Chi’ang wrote the “Think Blue” series of non-fiction books, popular with schoolchildren. When Alicia left the jetfish transporter moments ago, the mustachioed Chinese-American man had been speaking in a loud, authoritarian voice in the passenger compartment, saying how important it was for the public to “think blue” in addition to thinking green, that blue was even more important to the world from an ecological standpoint than green. A handful of the volunteers hung on his every word, while others made disdainful expressions in his direction, obviously finding him annoying. 

A young woman seemed to worship him, an attractive French oceanography student named Pauline Deveaux. She had joined the voyage at the port of Cherbourg, when Chi’ang was already aboard. It wasn’t long before she was sitting next to him on the jetfish transporter as he spoke about the plight of the ocean, expressing his opinions about actions that needed to be taken. Napoli Mora, a well-known environmental activist from Italy, kept interrupting Chi’ang, trying to override whatever he said with something that Mora considered more significant. At times, Mora, a small olive-skinned man in his sixties, looked ready to throw punches at Chi’ang, so Alicia hoped they would find a way to get along—instead of trying to talk over each other.

A number of the volunteers said they had been strongly attracted to the sea from an early age, and felt a deep, calming sensation whenever they immersed themselves in saltwater. Some had been going out on boats in recent weeks without knowing why, or camping on beaches for the first time, or hiking for miles along the seashore—all before learning about the Sea Warriors and their own personal connections with the fledgling organization.

To Alicia, it all seemed predestined.

		

For days, since Beavan told her about the food delivery man leaving a door unsecured every morning, Gwyneth had been watching, and found it to be a potential escape route. Day after day the man followed the same, predictable routine, leaving the delivery door blocked open for a few minutes so that he could get in and out easier with his boxes.

That morning she went out into the exercise yard at her customary time, where she saw Beavan striding around the perimeter at a brisk pace. Two medical attendants in gray smocks were in the yard watching the patients who were out now. Gwyneth counted six other patients, plus herself. It was a bit warmer today than it had been recently, and the fog had cleared enough that the sun was shining through. It felt good on her face and hands. 

She kicked a rubber ball around and chased it by herself, as she often did, but this time she remained as close as possible to the door that the delivery man used. At 10:20 she saw him enter, pushing a hand truck of boxes along an outside corridor. Glancing around as she leaned down to pick up the ball, she saw Beavan make eye contact with her and then fall suddenly to his knees, crying out in discomfort. Obviously he was feigning something in order to create a distraction for her. Somehow he knew she had a desperate need to escape this time. He’d told her he was observant, and maybe he’d heard something said about her, perhaps a couple of hospital officials discussing the Sea Warrior list and the letter she had received.

Her pulse jumped when she saw both attendants hurrying over to help him. The delivery man was out of sight, having gone into the adjacent cafeteria. Gwyneth darted into the corridor, opened the blocked door and ran outside onto the sidewalk. She ran to the right for a short distance, turned down an alleyway, and then kept changing streets and alleys as she continued rushing downhill, in the direction of the seashore and the public dock.

She kept expecting to hear someone behind her shouting a command to stop, but that didn’t happen. Wearing jeans and an Irish sweater, the petite young woman ran past startled villagers. She saw the dock now, and an old fisherman in a pea coat and cap standing at the end of it, looking out to sea.

		

Dripping wet, wearing a black, one-piece swimsuit, Alicia climbed a wooden ladder up to the deck of the weathered structure. As she reached the top, she didn’t see anyone except the old man.

“I’ve been watching you come in from way out there.” A smile creased his aged, ruddy face. “It almost looked like you were floating in from across the ocean.”

“I like to swim,” she said, glancing at her watch. If the volunteer didn’t show up in eighteen minutes, she would have to move on.

But at that moment she saw a small figure running toward her on the dock, looking back frantically, running as fast as she could. A policeman was running behind her, shouting for her to stop.

The girl’s eyes were desperate when she reached the end of the dock. She had trouble catching her breath.

“Are you Gwyneth McDevitt?” Alicia asked the tiny, elfin girl, who looked exactly as Kimo had described her from his dreams. Initially, they’d gotten her surname wrong.

The girl nodded, looked nervously over her shoulder at the oncoming, shouting officer. She had bright blue eyes.

Without another word, Alicia pushed her into the water and jumped in after her. The girl cried out, and coughed as she swallowed seawater. Then, holding the diminutive teenager around the waist, Alicia generated a wave, and stood up with her on top of it. They rode it out to sea, with the shouts of the cop fading behind them….


Chapter 10

After picking up the McDevitt girl, Alicia and Kimo had made a stop-off on the Irish coast for a recruit, followed by a detour to northern Scotland for two more, and then the two last stops—in Florida, and in Panama on the way through the canal. During the trip back, Gwyneth McDevitt had spoken very little, but she had provided her own explanation (albeit ungrammatical), which she wrote on a piece of paper and handed to Alicia: “I am autism.”

In response, Alicia had smiled and said it didn’t matter to her, but privately she found the girl peculiar, very much different from any of the other volunteers, and extremely unskilled at communication because of her ailment. She had an agitated, pained expression on her gamine face, which only added to her oddness.

Thinking about this now as the jetfish pod sped across the Pacific Ocean, just beneath the surface, Alicia wondered why Gwyneth was even on the list of names that had appeared to Kimo, and what the unusual teenager could possibly do to help the ocean. It must be something important, because Alicia had confirmed with Kimo what she’d thought when she first saw Gwyneth on the pier in England—he said the girl was the same person he’d seen in his dreams, the same one who seemed to have absorbed huge amounts of ocean-related data into her brain. At the first opportunity, Alicia wanted to talk more with Kimo about Gwyneth, but that would have to wait until after all the volunteers visited Moanna—and were either accepted or rejected as Sea Warriors. 

At the moment, Kimo was lying at the front of the passenger compartment, his hands and face pressed against the soft pod floor, massaging the amalgamated creatures and humming something melodic to them, calming them and somehow encouraging them to follow the course he wanted, urging them onward in the sea. She couldn’t hear Kimo now, but whenever she drew close she heard him making undulating sounds, and whenever he paused she heard the faint response tones of the creatures. She recalled an earlier conversation with Kimo in which he’d said that some aquatic animals made response tones to him, as if mimicking him—and she had observed him imitating the natural sounds made by turtles, dolphins, and whitetip sharks. It gave her a warm feeling, knowing that Kimo was so connected to the ocean. She loved both of them.

Kimo had also told her that he could send jetfish pods to wherever he wanted them to go, and not accompany them. But when he did ride in them, he liked to strengthen his bond with their species. They were a collective organism, he’d explained, and by getting close to them whenever he could, he was making a strong connection with all living members of the jetfish species, no matter where they were in the world.

The passenger compartment was noisy now, from numerous animated conversations that were going on simultaneously. She listened in on one of them for a moment, two men saying that humans needed to be completely evicted from the ocean if they were not going to treat it right. To Alicia, it was a startling thought, yet one that made some sense philosophically, though not from a practical standpoint. Anything like that would be a monumental undertaking, doomed to certain failure.

Two female scientists were discussing technical methods that might be used to heal ocean waters that were in the most trouble, including in the Pacific Ocean where coral reefs were dying on such a frightening scale, bleaching out and breaking into lifeless pieces. Other recruits discussed new laws that were needed, and strict enforcement all over the world.

Alicia stared at Kimo, transfixed by what he was doing….

		

Several days ago, during one of Kimo’s breaks, she had asked him how he guided the jetfish. The two of them had been sitting on one of the interior benches in the forward section of the passenger compartment, a few feet from Shauna McDill, the professional storyteller they had brought along. A short woman with soft features and eyeglasses, McDill had been standing with her back to Alicia, telling a humorous tale about an African fishing village that was populated by wise women and foolish men. The storyteller’s accents and sound effects were highly amusing.

In answer to Alicia’s question, Kimo had shrugged. “Can’t say I know how I do it, but it’s almost like I was born with the ability and only discovered it recently.”

“You hum something to the jetfish, and press your hands against their soft flesh, stroking it or massaging it. Somehow the creatures go exactly where you want them to go, and yet you can’t see outside the hull, so you can’t possibly see where we’re going. How do you set courses or make course corrections?”

“It’s the same answer as before. I just don’t know. Except that I feel a special connection with the creatures, something that locks into place between me and them, and they do what I want—it is as if they are an extension of me, as if I am them and they are me. It sounds ridiculous, doesn’t it?”

“Not at all. Not to me. I also feel something strange whenever I generate waves, but my strong connection is with seawater instead of sea creatures—as if the ocean is a life form itself, and I have a paranormal linkage with it.”

“But it is a life form,” Kimo had said. “I overheard a couple of the scientists talking, and they said that each drop of seawater on the surface is teeming with life, millions of organisms in a single drop of water—tiny plant and animal organisms called phytoplankton and zooplankton that drift with the currents. You might have an extraordinary connection with those life forms. Your waves are on the surface of the sea, just as they are.”

“Wow. That’s really interesting.”

“I’ve seen the tiny organisms in a microscope they brought aboard, and I’ve seen them in my dreams—greatly enlarged. Despite its problems the ocean is brimming with life, and both of us have a unique connection with it. Concerning your ability to generate waves, there is more plankton in colder waters than in the tropics, though the tiny life forms are spread all over the world. Another interesting thing—most of the zooplankton dive deeper in daylight hours and come back to the surface at night, to feed on phytoplankton. These facts make me wonder if you might generate even more powerful waves in colder climates., or at night.”

“Maybe, but I suspect not. I suspect that the entire ocean, every aspect of it, is essentially a single life form, a collective organism, and you and I have a special relationship with it—just as you have with all living members of the jetfish species. Some people say the entire planet is a life form called Gaia.”

He’d considered that for a moment, then had nodded and said, “I like that way of thinking. Yes, it sounds plausible.” 

“And what if it’s even bigger than that?” she’d asked, hearing the excitement in her own voice. “What if we’ve tapped into the core power that drives the entire universe?”

“Hmmm, I don’t know. I mean, we can easily say that every human being is tapped into the core power of the universe, because all life forms are connected to it.”

“Sure, the basic physics of properties in motion, and how they interact on a micro and macro scale.”

“We’re tapped into something all right,” he’d said, nodding. “The question is, what is it?”

“Maybe it’s too big for us to ever understand, Kimo, like the concept of a universal god. Maybe we shouldn’t even try, and should just try to do the right thing with the abilities we have.”

He’d nodded. “The right thing, yes the right thing. That’s what this ocean project is all about, isn’t it?”

		

During the voyage, Alicia and Kimo had been receiving questions from the recruits about what they would experience when they reached the waters of Hawaii—but both of them deferred most of their responses for a general meeting that would be held when they were almost there. Alicia had told Kimo he should conduct the meeting, because he had so much more experience than she did.

When they were a couple of hours away from Loa’kai island, Kimo gathered everyone and began speaking to them. In his bare feet, he wore shorts and a faded green Hawaiian shirt, with the tails out. He said it would be early afternoon when they arrived, and the volunteers would enjoy a picnic on the beach before being taken deep into the vault of the ocean, to the realm of Moanna, the amorphous goddess of the water. 

“It might be your last chance for food from the land,” he said, “at least for awhile.”

Kimo went on to describe the means by which they could dive deep inside a bubble tube, and what the experience would be like. He spoke of some of the spectacular colors and ocean creatures they might see as they descended into the deep, and what it would be like to be in the presence of Moanna herself. 

He also said that, depending on the availability of the fish required to form a bubble tube, another deep-diving system might need to be used—something he called the “seavator,” which he described as a huge clam shell lowered by giant squids of the genus Architeuthis. If that mode became necessary, he said the underwater views for the passengers would not be as good, because the colossal clams only had small viewing ports on their tops and bottoms. The clam-squid system surprised Alicia, because she had not heard of it previously, but she remembered Kimo telling her how vast the seas were, and how even he only knew a small portion of what there was to know about them.

Now Kimo reminded his audience that the Sea Goddess might not accept all of them, in which case they would not become hybrids. “If that happens, you might still be able to contribute in some other way to the Sea Warriors, as associates, if you wish to do so. Or, we will transport you back to the same place we picked you up.”

“Like a money-back guarantee?” a mustachioed man asked, eliciting laughter from those around him.

“Sort of like that,” Kimo said, with a smile.

He answered more questions, then spoke of the gills behind his and Alicia’s ears, which they had already shown to most of the volunteers. This time he took a few moments to describe how the respiratory organs enabled him to obtain oxygen from seawater and breathe while immersed, and how it felt when he did that, and during transitional times when he was entering the water and leaving it. He also spoke of the amazing ability of his body (and Alicia’s) to withstand deep-sea pressures, without the necessity of diving equipment, and the way they could find food in the water.

“I am not a scientist,” he said, “so my comments are more personal than technical—my attempt to let you know what it might be like if you are successfully transformed—as Alicia and I have been.”

Alicia added a few observations of her own. Then Kimo grinned and asked, “For those of you who might be transformed into hybrids, are you ready to snatch small fish out of the water and eat them whole, or swallow fat lugworms, or suck plankton into your new body’s filter system? Do you want to know how I eat crustaceans in the wild? Or how I avoid eating animals such as moray eels, because they might be carrying toxins from poisonous fish they eat, and which did not harm them?” Without waiting for anyone to answer, he said, “If you are transformed I will teach you how to live on the bounty of the sea, and—very important!—how to avoid harming endangered species. We are in the ocean to live in harmony with it and contribute to its welfare, not to commit detrimental acts.”

The most outspoken oceanographer onboard, Vinson Chi’ang, said, “Many species of animal life—including crabs, lobsters, and fish—begin as microscopic larval organisms in zooplankton, and then grow larger, eventually leaving the plankton colonies and swimming freely in the sea, where they continue to grow until they are adults. How can we make certain that the plankton we consume does not contain anything that is endangered, and in an embryonic form?”

When Kimo hesitated, Alicia said, “That is why we need you, Mr. Chi’ang, to come up with a way for us to behave with complete propriety.”

Laughter spread through the passenger cabin, and Chi’ang reddened. “I asked a serious question, and it deserves a serious answer.”

“We are a new organization,” Alicia countered, “trying to figure out the proper ways of doing things.” She glared at him. “I gave you a serious answer, sir, and we shall look for your contribution.”

Now Kimo said, “One of your first duties, Chi’ang, if you are accepted as a Sea Warrior, will be to analyze the animal life that inhabits the plankton colonies, and give us your recommendations. No one here doubts the importance of the work we all have to do, and I promise you, we take the matter of endangered species quite seriously.”

The attractive young French student, Pauline Deveaux, said something to Chi’ang in a low voice. He nodded, and fell silent.

A woman asked where Moanna came from. To this Kimo replied, “You will need to experience her sacred presence, and then you will see that the answer—whatever it might be—does not really matter in the least. It only matters that the goddess occupies her hallowed domain, ruling over the waves and all that lies beneath them, and that she is guiding our important work.”

“You make it sound like a religion,” the woman said.

“Perhaps it needs to be,” Alicia said, “to make humans revere the seas, instead of raping them. Maybe there should be a blue religion.”

It was a startling juxtaposition of thoughts and images, and everyone fell silent. Even Chi’ang, who had apparently not thought of this concept.

		

A short while later ,he long, sleek jetfish pod returned to Hawaii and beached itself in Crimson Cove, where it created an opening on the top of the mottled hull for the passengers to disembark. It was early afternoon on a sunny Saturday, and as the people climbed out into the shallow water and waded to the beach, they were greeted by Jiddy Rahim, from his perch above them on the hillside. 

“Greetings ladies and gentlemen!” he shouted, standing in front of his cave entrance. “I have prepared pots of coffee for you, and gourmet foods from my state-of-the-art kitchen.”

“Don’t pay any attention to him,” Kimo shouted to everyone in a loud voice. Grinning up at Jiddy, he added, “He never has any coffee around here, but likes to imagine he’s taking java breaks at all hours, and sometimes I humor him by attending.”

Jiddy laughed uproariously, and made his way down the narrow trail to the beach, where he spoke with some of the passengers.

Now, for several minutes Kimo stood in shallow water, pressing his face against the red, translucent side of the amalgamated creature, while gently massaging it. When he was finished and the jetfish were separating and swimming out into the cove, he strode over to Jiddy and gave him a hug.

“So,” Jiddy said, “who’s the craziest between us? The one who talks to sea critters or the one who imagines the rich smell of coffee?”

“We’re quite a pair, my friend, quite a pair.”

Alicia helped Gwyneth out and made certain she had a comfortable place to sit on a driftwood log, then rounded up several of the younger men to help Danny Ho unload the remaining containers of food. By prior arrangement, Jiddy pitched in to help, in exchange for which Danny would give him as much of the remaining food as he could pack into a large steel storage chest in his cave at the cove. The men also unloaded the toilets and reserve holding tanks, which would be picked up later in the day by a contractor, one of Kimo’s many cousins.

On the beach, the volunteers enjoyed the picnic Kimo had promised, while he and Alicia chatted with the group in relaxed tones, and provided them with additional information. Every once in awhile, Alicia checked on Gwyneth to see if she was all right—and the girl seemed to be quite content, collecting small, colorful shells from the beach and returning to her log where she sat and examined each of them in detail. Somehow, without Alicia seeing her, she had apparently been swimming, because she was dripping wet in her jeans and a pastel pink blouse, having removed her sweater and tossed it on the sand. She sat in direct sunlight, warming herself.

Alicia, wearing a light blue, two-piece swimsuit with Hawaiian flower designs on it, found her own place to sit on the warm red sand, beside Pauline Deveaux, with Vinson Chi’ang on the other side of the young Frenchwoman. Ever since Alicia’s testy exchange with him onboard the jetfish craft, the Asian-American man had been relatively silent, but did not seem to be brooding.

Now Pauline looked at Alicia and grinned as she asked, “Will Moanna turn me into a mermaid?”

Chi’ang didn’t move or even seem to hear her when she said this, and appeared to be deep in his own thoughts. 

“I don’t think so,” Alicia said, with a gentle smile. She took a bite out of a turkey and swiss-cheese sandwich, savoring the flavors as she thought of the raw, uncooked fare she would be consuming in the ocean for the next few days, when she and Kimo would coach any of the volunteers who were successfully transformed how to eat. It wasn’t that she disliked the more natural fare; it was just that she was not quite used to it herself, and thus far she had been able to eat on land whenever she felt like it. That was all likely to change very soon.

Near her on the sand, a bearded, older man had heard Pauline’s question, and he commented, in a British accent, “I am a marine-biology professor specializing in extinct species of sea life, but I also have a doctorate in mythology, with considerable knowledge of the legends of the sea.” He paused, tipped a green beret he was wearing and added, “Allow me to introduce myself. Professor Marcus Greco, at your service.”

 “Nice to meet you,” Alicia said. “I remember picking you up on the Thames River.”

“Yes, that is correct.” His brown eyes twinkled. “Your Moanna is of great interest to me. You say she has already transformed both you and Kimo, in slightly different ways. But what if Miss Deveaux’s question is not so far-fetched? What if Moanna could transform her into a mermaid, and the rest of us into other creatures with tails, flippers, fins, or other non-human means of propelling ourselves through the sea?”

“That is something only Moanna knows,” Alicia said. “But I assume the new hybrids will just receive gills, swim bladders, plankton filtration systems, enhanced arterial systems, heightened underwater hearing abilities, and other changes that will not show much on the outside—just as Kimo and I have received.”

Professor Greco nodded, and said to her, “I’m sure that is the case. What a great adventure this is! Kimo is like Poseidon, the god of the ocean, while you, Alicia, are like the beautiful goddess Venus, who Thomas Bullfinch said sprang ‘from the foam of the sea.’ He said that Venus was taken to an ‘assembly of the gods,’ where ‘all were charmed with her beauty, and each one demanded her for his wife.’ Yes, Alicia, you remind me very much of Venus.”

Alicia blushed, but accepted the compliment, and assumed that this charming older man was not flirting with her—and if he was, she hoped he did not have any ulterior motive in mind.

“I thought the god of the sea was Neptune,” Pauline said.

Greco smiled, knowingly. “Neptune was the ancient Greek name, and the Romans later worshiped this deity as Poseidon. Similarly, the name Venus was from Italian mythology, in which she was the goddess of gardens and spring. The Romans later called her Aphrodite.”

“That’s interesting,” Pauline said.

“We have a lot of smart people with us,” Kimo said, having come over and sat on the sand while the professor was talking. He shook hands with Greco, and added, “Glad to have you with us.”

“I’m pleased to be aboard!” the man exclaimed. “May the gods protect us in the task we are about to undertake!”


Chapter 11

Since picking up the volunteers, Kimo’s leadership skills had become apparent, and he knew Alicia was impressed by this. A short while ago, she’d told him that he seemed to be evolving in front of her eyes, becoming a stronger and more interesting person all the time. He’d asked her if that meant he had seemed dimwitted before that. 

In response, she’d laughed and kissed him tenderly on the mouth. “I love everything about you,” she’d said, “even when you say dumb things.”

On one level, Kimo wished he didn’t have to progress so quickly, so that he could catch his breath and think about things more, preparing himself better, and his followers, too. So many startling events had occurred that they made his head spin. Things were spinning—no, rushing—beyond his control, and he was having to go full-tilt to even come close to keeping up. He felt as if he was in the wake of very big changes that were occurring in the ocean and on the entire planet, and yet here he stood in front of more than two hundred volunteers gathered around him on the Crimson Cove beach, awaiting his instructions. Alicia looked attractive beside him in her blue, two-piece swimsuit.

He lifted his voice to be heard. “Today you are all going to experience something you could never have imagined possible. We will journey to a secret, mysterious place in the ocean—the deep domain of Moanna, the Goddess of the Sea. Do not expect to see her face or body, because she has an amorphous, indefinable form, but one of constancy—an eternal presence in the ocean waters since the beginning of time. I expect that she will speak, using what she calls molecular communication, and she will impart some of her infinite wisdom for your benefit.”

Alicia said, “Of course, you’ve already experienced the remarkable, almost unbelievable, jetfish voyage here—but prepare yourselves for something even more extraordinary, and stunning. For a long time, intelligent humans have realized that the ocean is incredibly vast and mysterious, harboring many, many secrets. Some have called it ‘the last frontier.’ But the ocean is more than the physical place that human beings have come to think of it as. It is a mythical realm come to life, a sacred domain that goes beyond anything humans can ever fully comprehend. Moanna is the ocean, and we all came from the sea millions and millions of years ago. She is our mother; she is the Womb of the Ocean.”

When she finished, Kimo turned his head and gazed out on the waters of the cove, with the eternal waves lapping gently against the beach. He thought of how peaceful the sea could be, and violent, too, during storms—as if it had a full range of emotions. For some time now he had been feeling the pain of the ocean, and of the creatures inhabiting it, and now he intended to do something about it. Filled with emotion, he thought of his father, Tiny Pohaku, who’d played an important role in sending him on this mission.

Turning back to the volunteers, Kimo said, “I can’t guarantee that all of you will be transformed into hybrids. I can’t even promise that all of you will survive this experience—or that any of you will. But if it’s any comfort, I was born an ordinary human being and so was Alicia—and both of us were transformed in incredible ways by Moanna afterward, so that we might serve her. I realize that an example of two people is not a universe of all; there may be problems with some, or all of you….”

Alicia touched Kimo’s tattooed arm, reminded him in a low voice to explain in advance how they were going to float out into the deep water from here, and how they were then going to dive into the depths of the ocean.

Kimo nodded, said to the volunteers, “Try to think of the next step as catching a bus out to the place we will dive, and then boarding an elevator to take us down.” Turning to look at the water again, he made a loud, low-range tone, like a foghorn. As he did this, a number of large, flat whitefish surfaced in the water. “Skatefoils,” he said. “Alicia and I have ridden them ourselves. It is like being on a raft that glides smoothly over the water.”

Alicia heard the volunteers whispering among themselves. A number of them were wide-eyed, while others looked skeptical. Off to one side, Gwyneth just stared out at the sparkling blue sea, expressionless. Her jeans and sweater appeared to have dried.

Moments ago, after Kimo mentioned Moanna, Alicia had heard Gwyneth murmuring the name over and over, in a reverent tone. “Moanna, Moanna, Moanna….”

		

 “We have an alternative mode of surface transport as well,” Kimo said, as many of you have already experienced. “Alicia will generate waves to take a number of you out to the diving place, not far from shore.” Then, looking at her, he asked, “How many people do you think you can get aboard each wave? Still four?”

“Let’s see how large a wave I can generate today,” Alicia said. “The water is warmer here, and more pleasant to me than in other parts of the world. Maybe I can do better.” 

She waded into the water up to her waist, and gazing out on the sun-drenched, rippling water she envisioned a single wave that was wide and flat, like a big floating platform. Moments later it began to form around fifty yards offshore, and when she saw it take shape and come toward her, she envisioned the wave stretching in all of its dimensions, which it did, becoming even larger. It was bigger than anything she’d done before, and when it neared she caused it to turn and run parallel with the beach, while people behind her clapped and called out encouragement to her.

She managed to hold the wave together as long as she wanted, then allowed it to dissipate and vanish, except in the memories of everyone who had seen it. Afterward, wading back ashore, she asked him, “What do you think?”

“Oh, you’re the expert,” Kimo said, “but I’d say a wave that size could accommodate a lot more than four people. Depending on how many you take, I’ll handle the rest on the skatefoils—and we should be able to get out there pretty quickly. You operate the bus, and I’ll run the taxis.”

“OK, but don’t try to make a race out of this, or you’ll lose!”

“She has some ability to control the speeds of the waves,” Kimo explained to the others. “But don’t worry. This will be a slow, easy trip. Next, when we reach deep water, there are two methods by which we can take you down to Moanna. The first is called a bubble tube, in which a school of bright blue fish creates a sealed descent chamber to enclose passengers, while providing them with breathable oxygen. But the fish we need for that are away on an annual migration, so we’re going to employ a huge clam shell instead—a seavator that is lowered into the depths of the ocean by four giant squids.”

Chi’ang spoke up. “A single clam shell capable of holding all of us at once? And presumably with a breathable atmosphere? How is that all accomplished?”

“The immense clam shell is ancient,” Kimo replied. “It is from the deep, mysterious region where Moanna resides. It will accommodate all of us, and everyone will be able to breathe inside.” 

“Have you ever ridden in one of these contraptions?” Chi’ang asked.

“Of course, but only for recreation, because by the time I got my first ride I already had gills and a swim bladder in my body, and I could go deep without the necessity of anything like that.”

“So, have you taken your adoptive parents down in a clam shell, or in what did you call it? A bubble tube?”

“No, I haven’t,” Kimo admitted, “because I thought it best to keep my land family separate from my life in the sea. You certainly ask a lot of questions.”

Chi’ang scowled, but for the time being, he didn’t ask anything more.

When many of the volunteers appeared to be startled and in disbelief, Kimo said, “I know what I’ve been saying sounds impossible, but I assure you it is all true. And while the sealed clam shell should protect you against the immense pressures of the ocean depths, we did not obtain any personal medical histories from you, so there could be physical complications, or even panic attacks caused by claustrophobia.”

“If any of you wish to turn back,” Alicia said in a measured tone, “now is the time. We will find a temporary place for you to stay on this island, and will take you back where we picked you up at the first opportunity.”

The two of them waited for a minute, looking from face to face, searching for doubt. Seeing none (and with no one speaking up) Kimo said, “All right, the picnic is over and the work begins.”

		

The skatefoils were brought in and loaded with passengers on their backs, but not without minor mishaps, as some people fell off into the water, before they were hauled back aboard. Most of the volunteers didn’t bother trying to remain dry, and Gwyneth got herself completely wet again intentionally, as she swam joyfully around in the midst of the fish, with a big, beaming smile on her face. Kimo didn’t know what to make of the autistic teenager, but like Alicia, he worried about her. 

Kneeling on the back of a large skatefoil, Kimo pulled Gwyneth out of the water, and gave her a place to sit beside him. “This is our seat of honor,” he said. “Just you and me on this magnificent fish.”

Sitting on the skatefoil she smiled sweetly at him, and then stroked the smooth, ivory-colored skin of the creature, as if she were petting it.

Alicia, bringing a large wave into the shallows and holding it there, was able to load more than seventy people onto it—some sitting or lying down on the watery surface, others standing on it. Then, carefully, she took the wave out from shore a little ways, going slowly to make certain it held together.

Eventually the strange-looking flotilla was underway, with Kimo and Gwyneth at the head of a school of loaded “taxi” skatefoils, and Alicia with her “bus” behind them, all crossing the aquamarine sea. Kimo felt his skatefoil bounce over the waves, and noticed small whitecaps ahead of them—but nothing to be concerned about. Looking back, he saw Alicia’s fully-loaded wave platform flattening the water as it made its way forward, behind the skatefoils. More and more passengers began standing on the big wave and on the backs of the fishes, while others felt most comfortable sitting or kneeling.

In half an hour, Kimo saw a huge gray clam shell bobbing in the water just ahead, with the long tentacles of four giant squids curling over it, monsters from the deep. The fluted shell was partially open, like a mouth.

Gwyneth squealed with delight, while other volunteers chattered in excitement and anticipation. Kimo drew close to the clam shell with his skatefoil, and helped Gwyneth board through the wide, mouth-like opening. She scampered inside without protest, then knelt on the bottom and peered down into the water through one of the numerous natural portholes that were on both sides of the shell. Kimo found her childlike qualities refreshing, and he was beginning to think that she might fit in as a Sea Warrior, though he had no idea what talent she might contribute to the ocean-rescue operation.  Hopefully, Moanna would bring that to light. 

Kimo recalled when he first saw a clam shell like this, only four years ago, and how he marveled at the fact that the animal was alive inside, but did not fill up most of the cavity like a normal clam. Instead, this creature lived in the thin, soft lining of the hard shell, on both the top and the bottom, It was one of the many marine animals that responded to his commands, arriving when he summoned it and doing his bidding.

Kimo unloaded the skatefoil fleet first, followed by the passengers on Alicia’s wave. When all were aboard the colossal clam shell, the lid closed and Kimo felt the interior filling with fresh air. Through the portholes he saw the sea below and the sky above, and though he couldn’t see the sides, he knew the enormous squids—each at least sixty feet long—were moving into position for the descent. 

The soft interior surfaces of the shell had rows of dark eyes that looked inward and outward, so that the clam could see predators whether its shell was open or closed, and slam the shell shut or burrow deep into the seabed. The eyes stared flatly, without movement, and always gave Kimo an odd sensation. He noticed other passengers looking at them as well, and he admonished one for reaching out and trying to touch an eye.

The huge shell went down at a slight angle, so that one edge was like the prow of a submarine. Deeper and deeper it went into increasing darkness, circling around like a trail around a mountain, as opposed to the direct route taken down by bubble tubes. 

Here and there, bioluminescent fish and other marine animals lit up the darkness and then seemed to vanish, only to be replaced by other illuminated organisms. A dragonfish came into view, with red light coming from under its eyes and lower jaw. A viperfish, looking like a snake with long, barbed teeth, lit up its body briefly and then flickered off, but not before illuminating an owlfish, whose oversized eyes soaked up even the smallest amount of light, enabling it to hunt in the deep without its own luminosity.

 Gradually colors began to splash around the craft, making Kimo think of pictures he had seen of deep space nebulas. The passengers fell silent, except for occasional oohs and aahs, and gasps of delight.

Finally, they began to drop straight down slowly, inside a tunnel of dim illumination that marked one of the entrances to Moanna’s magical Womb of the Ocean, a tunnel that sparkled with translucent bubbles and diamonds of water. Down the clam shell went, guided by the giant squids, toward the deep ocean—a benthic region that had always seemed like the center of the universe to Kimo. 

They descended through an area of illumination that emanated from minerals and creatures attached to the inside of the tube, and moments later they entered the largest of many lava tubes in this realm, causing small, silvery creatures to scurry out of the way. The tube spiraled downward in gradually increasing red illumination, until the colossal clam emerged into the immense, water-filled cavern that Kimo had been to many times, and where both he and Alicia had been transformed. He saw the ruby-red glow of Moanna on one side, where it always was. The glow seemed to approach them and encompass the shell, so that he felt the warmth of the Sea Goddess and her probing thoughts.

“In a few moments this clam shell is going to open and fill with water,” Kimo said to the passengers, “but do not be alarmed. This is necessary for the transformative process of your bodies. It is painless, entirely painless.”

He heard faint protests, but they were drowned out when the shell opened and water surrounded the startled passengers. At first they all seemed frozen in time, floating near the bottom of the shell. Then, gradually, all of them drifted upward and out into the reddish water of the cavern. Their expressions of terror changed to smiles and faces filled with wonder as the volunteers began to swim on their own, breathing through new gills, protected by these and by other features of their altered bodies—wondrous gifts from Moanna.

She had not rejected anyone. 

Watching the recruits, Kimo saw no problems whatsoever. The adults seemed rejuvenated, swimming about and grinning as if they were children cavorting in an immense underwater pool. The youngest of all, Gwyneth, floated into the brightest section of ruby color, seemingly drawn toward the light like an insect. Except in this case, no harm would come to the teenager. 

The ruby brightness glowed more, a miniature red sun that enveloped the teenager and everyone else. Moanna spoke in her gentle, murmuring voice that Kimo had always found so comforting. “You have all been transformed; you have been reborn. Welcome to my troubled domain, and to the critically important task before you. I have accepted each and every one of you, with all your human flaws and strengths. In your new incarnations, I expect you to rise to extraordinary heights of achievement. Some—but not all of you—will discover that that I have imparted additional abilities to you, beyond the deep-ocean swimming abilities you are already enjoying.

“In Kimo’s case, ever since his transformation in childhood, he has had a way with the creatures of the sea, causing them to follow him, and he eventually discovered that he could heal them of their injuries. Now he faces a much larger and more difficult task, that of leading the Sea Warriors in healing the ocean and the living things that inhabit it. Lately, Kimo has been working hard to improve his skills, becoming what he needs to be, discovering even more of his potential. And so it is with Alicia as well, a more recent convert who always loved the seas and was good to dolphins and porpoises, and who can now generate a variety of extremely useful waves.”

For a moment, the red glow seemed to highlight Gwyneth, then became more diffuse.

“Some of you will discover that you can lead specific species in the sea,” Moanna said, “as subgroups of Kimo’s larger responsibility, while others of you will be expected to follow Kimo’s commands in other ways, perhaps even counseling the humans of land—thus finding common cause between the creatures of the land and the creatures of the sea.

“As you swim back to the surface, some of you may become aware of the unspoken words of your companions. There is nothing telepathic about this; rather it is a molecular connection that each of you have with one another while you are in the sea. With your bodies and minds in direct contact with the ocean, and thereby with me, as if I were a telephone hub, you will be able to transmit thoughts to one another—but only if you wish to do so, and only to those companions you intend to address. It will take a little practice to get used to it, but I assure you, the system works quite well—once you are aware of it and are associated with me.”

The peculiar echo that followed her voice faded. Then she glowed more brightly, and continued, “No matter how much you learn, there will always be things to discover, new and wondrous things. Even Kimo, as much as he can already do, will continue to make discoveries. Think back, Kimo, on the healings of sea creatures that you have accomplished, and those that failed. You may not have noticed, but you can only accomplish healings when both you and the victim are immersed in the water, and when the victim is not too badly injured. It is your molecular linkage with all living things in the sea that enables you to heal; they are a booster system for you. There are many more aspects of the molecular connection with the ocean, and with me, that you will discover as you progress.”

Startled, Kimo thought back, and recalled failing to heal a dolphin that lay on the sand, where it had beached itself. He couldn’t remember if any portion of the animal was in contact with the water, but he knew that he had not been—that he’d been standing on dry sand when he attempted to help the creature. He had failed, and now he understood why. 

Moanna’s murmuring voice continued. “Go now, my splendid Sea Warriors, and discover your true potential to perform good deeds….”

Kimo felt a chill of pleasure go down his spine, and if he were not entirely immersed in ocean water now, the people around him would be able see tears of joy streaming down his face.


Chapter 12

Fuji Namoto had been on Loa’kai island for four days now, her second extended trip to investigate the strange events in the area. She’d been walking the beaches on the Wanaao side, going in the water with scuba gear, taking measurements of water temperature, analyzing water samples and sea plants, as well as capturing small fish and sea organisms and taking them back to her room (where she had a makeshift laboratory) for tissue analysis. 

It was early morning, and she stood in her rented studio apartment just outside of town, looking at the collection of vials she had assembled on the counter of the kitchenette, each containing a piece of cellular material, seawater, or minerals that she had analyzed. Nothing was out of the ordinary. Absolutely nothing. 

At least, nothing physical or chemical that she could determine. Setting aside everything else on her calendar, Fuji would continue gathering information for another week or so, but she was beginning to suspect that the crisis in the ocean had less to do with science than it had to do with something else, something that would not turn up in any laboratory analysis. She feared that it would not be revealed by any investigative method she knew. 

There were always new things to learn, and she had long known that the sea was full of mysteries. It was why she became an oceanographer in the first place, why she had dedicated her life to the study of the ocean. For years Fuji had worked in conjunction with the Navy, developing information that they used in their dolphin training programs and other programs that involved national security. But this was something different. 

For some time, she had been wondering if the woman at the Wanaao town meeting had been correct in claiming that sea creatures were protesting against the way humans treated the ocean. The scientist part of Fuji’s brain told her this was impossible, because several species of animals could not coordinate any sort of an action, let alone one that sophisticated. And yet….

The small apartment she rented was in the guest wing of a waterfront home on several acres of land, owned by an elderly widower whose wife had died the year before. Mr. Harui was a collector of Japanese art, and had valuable wood-block prints displayed around his home, some by great masters of the past, such as Hokusai, Utamaro, and Toyokuni.

She looked out the window above the counter, saw an immense container ship a couple of miles offshore—and beyond that she made out the sinister profile of an oil tanker—the largest type on the water, a supertanker. Fuji didn’t think any oil tankers should be allowed in the Hawaiian islands, because she always worried that a spill could wreak havoc with the marine ecosystem, killing certain species of sea life that were found nowhere else in the world. Of course, it was an impossible dream to think of the islands without oil tankers, or the world without them, for that matter. But someday it would become a reality, when alternative energy sources were adequately developed, or oil supplies were exhausted. 

Old Mr. Harui had been a friend of her father’s, and they had served together in the U.S. Air Force. In keeping with Japanese tradition, Harui expected Fuji to remove her shoes before entering the house, and he provided her with silk slippers. He was so fastidious about cleanliness that he made his collie go through a special dog shower and drying room before re-entering the house from outside, to keep the animal from getting rugs and furniture soiled with its dirty paws.

Despite Mr. Harui’s idiosyncrasies, Fuji liked him, and had selected his home for its privacy, giving her a place to work and think without interruption. Most of the time she had been keeping her cell phone off, only turning it on when she wanted to make a call, and she’d only been using the internet sparingly. Even so, she couldn’t prevent some locals from discovering she was here. Preston Ellsworth, for one. She had a breakfast appointment with him today.

		

They shared a table in one of his lush tropical gardens, but the old man was not himself. Dressed in an elegant white morning coat, he said he was recovering from a mild cold, and seemed preoccupied, concerned about his granddaughter’s welfare and about trouble his grandson might be getting into. Whenever the subject of Alicia’s involvement with the Sea Warriors came up, he became extremely agitated, railing against the organization and the “crazy” Pohaku family for taking his granddaughter away from her family.

After listening to this, Fuji took a deep breath and decided to press the subject anyway. She took a sip of strong coffee, then asked him, “Setting aside your worries about Alicia—which are legitimate—doesn’t the message promulgated by the Sea Warriors make some sense? Don’t we human beings need to clean up our act when it comes to how we treat the ocean?”

He stared at her long and hard without answering, his blue eyes bloodshot and rheumy, as from sickness combined with his advancing years. He did not look that well, and she worried about him. Still, she had to ask that question. A lot of questions needed to be asked, and this man represented a class of people who needed to be influenced to help the great cause of the ocean. 

The great cause. 

Fuji paused at this thought, realizing that she was shifting farther and farther away from her past professional life into something new. She’d always been concerned about the environment, but in the past it had been second to her career and personal matters. Now it had moved into first position.

“I really need to get going,” he said, glancing at his expensive watch. He wiped his mouth with a napkin, and rose from his chair. “It’s been nice seeing you. Please, don’t rush your meal. Go ahead and stay as long as you wish … on the house, of course.”

He turned abruptly and walked down a stone path toward another portion of his gardens, leaving her feeling sad, but still determined….

When young Alicia Ellsworth left her grandfather and devoted herself to the ocean, she took an important step in her life; she set a new priority—and Fuji realized that she needed to do the same. She had been heading toward a decision for some time now, and today she decided to make it, and notify her husband. 

In the hotel lobby, she placed her daily call to Heinz. The Governor was at home, fighting a bad sinus infection, trying to avoid a secondary infection by getting extra rest. He sounded a little groggy when he answered the phone.

Fuji was concerned about him, and had been having a doctor look in on him every other day. Today was one of the days. “Did Doctor McNulty stop by?” she asked.

“He left around an hour ago, says I’m getting better, though I don’t feel like it. He gave me one of his canned speeches, about getting my rest and eating hot soup.”

“Did he bring you the hot and spicy soup today?”

“Yeah. It’s not an FDA approved remedy, but the spices in it sure make my sinuses feel better.”

“That’s good.” She paused. “Listen, I’m going to be here longer than expected, at least if what I hope for comes to pass.”

“What’s that?”

“I want to join the Sea Warriors. You and I have talked about it several times since I left, and now I’ve decided to do it.”

“Your name wasn’t on any list from Kimo Pohaku’s dreams.”

“No, but the organization is accepting other people, too—associate members. I just won’t be able to be transformed by the ocean goddess.”

Heinz coughed, said, “Do you have any idea how nutty that sounds?”

“I know, but I think it’s all true. I saw the video recording that the newspaperman made in Honolulu, showing Kimo and Alicia stay underwater for a long time, and there’s evidence about the waves she can generate and the way Kimo has been able to heal injured sea creatures. I’ve also seen videos of the jetfish pod Kimo and Alicia have been using to go around the world and pick up recruits. Think of it, Heinz: the pod is an amalgamation of jetfish—who knows how many—and it contains a passenger compartment, full of oxygen for the human passengers. Something big is happening in the world, Heinz, something huge.”

“The situation is totally out of control. Now I’ve lost my wife.”

“You haven’t lost me,” she insisted. “I still love you, and I’ll come back when I can. My dear husband, I may have a higher calling than anything I’ve done before, a new priority in which I can use my technical expertise. The ocean desperately needs the help of everyone possible, especially professionals. The ocean needs me.”

“I need you!”

“You’re getting better, my darling. I’m really sorry about the timing of this, but it’s something I have to do.”

“And if they don’t accept you?” he asked. His voice had a hard, angry edge to it. It was a tone she recognized, and meant that she needed to do everything possible to keep from having a full-blown argument with him. She had to end this call as quickly and as diplomatically as possible.

“Obviously, that would change my plans,” she said.

“Then I hope they reject you.”

“You don’t mean that!”

“Actually, I do.”

“I’m sorry,” she said, “but I’m going to do this. I want you to cool off, and we’ll talk again tomorrow.”

He started to sputter something in protest, but she shut off the call quickly. 

		

Alicia sensed the excitement around her as she helped Kimo lead the recruits in their first major practice session, following several hours of getting used to their new swimming abilities. It was late morning, and they were around a half mile offshore—far enough away that they could have some privacy from the onlookers who stood on the beach with binoculars. Of great importance, Kimo’s mother had arranged with the local police to set up a perimeter around the training area to keep boaters out of the water near them, because curious people would interfere with the training, and someone could be injured. 

The recruits, wearing a hodgepodge of swimsuits, were learning a lot of things quickly. Most of them were able to use the molecular communication system that Moanna had imparted to them, by which they could transmit their thoughts to one another underwater—as if they were spoken words. 

The system was intriguing to Alicia, giving each of them their own private thoughts if they wished, while allowing them to transmit thoughts to selected persons, as well. The way it worked was mind-boggling to her. Somehow, with each person immersed in ocean water, they were effectively in physical contact with each other, and could communicate with one another, with Moanna at the hub of the system. This might be linked to the manner in which Alicia had been using her own thoughts to generate waves—communicating with the life-energy of the water when she was in it. The entire ocean was, in effect, a single marine organism, and now she was part of it.

The recruits were undergoing drastic changes in their lives, but most of them seemed willing to make the necessary adjustments. Today, Kimo had spent time teaching them to breathe through their gills underwater, and periodically he told them to surface so that he could give them additional tips on swimming and breathing with the most efficiency, in both the air and in the sea. 

He was also showing them which ocean animals and underwater plants could be eaten, and which should be avoided as potentially poisonous, or because they were an endangered species. Some of the new Sea Warriors took this opportunity to eat small fish or crabs raw, or took in mouthfuls of seawater, from which they strained out the nutritious phytoplankton and zooplankton. 

Some recruits were hesitant to eat living creatures from the sea, saying it compromised the ethical basis on which they had undertaken this mission—but Kimo and Alicia told them otherwise. 

“We must learn to live in the ocean if we are going to help it,” Kimo said. “We can’t keep taking breaks to go ashore for soup and sandwiches, and we can’t pack our lunches and take them with us. The more time we spend in the sea, living carefully off its bounty, the more we can contribute to the restoration of its health.”

This convinced some the people who had moral qualms, but not all of them. Kimo also told the recruits they could take the vegetarian approach, just eating plants such as kelp, leafy seaweed, and other marine algae, but he made it clear that plants were life forms, too, just as animals were—and all were part of the ocean ecosystem.

Some people were queasy about eating any raw fare from the ocean. Kimo and Alicia had already discussed the possibility of some members having a hard time with this, so he had made arrangements with his cousin Danny Ho to have land-based foods brought for those who needed to eat them—until they could get fully acclimatized to the sea. 

Kimo and Alicia also had to pay special attention to a handful of people who were on the verge of panic underwater, such as Professor Marcus Greco, as well as Charles Cummings—an expert on fish migration studies, but a man who was not comfortable swimming in the ocean. When the group was setting out from Crimson Cove this morning, he kept joking that he preferred a swimming pool, where he could always see the bottom, and there were no sharks. Others who were nervous in the water were a young oceanography research assistant, Barb Stewart, whose friend had been killed by a hammerhead shark while surfing, and Julian Alberto, a bearded man from New Mexico who had no idea why his name was on the list—but who had hitchhiked to Los Angeles to be picked up by the Sea Warriors anyway. Alberto knew how to swim, but he didn’t seem to know much about the ocean at all. Alicia wondered how he would contribute, but he seemed willing, and Moanna had accepted him.

There were a number of experienced scuba divers in the group, one of whom, Dirk Avondale, was a retired Navy commander who had been responsible for the training of dolphins to guard submarine bases and other naval facilities. A wiry, balding man, he had retired in his late forties, and had been working for a research institute in California when he discovered his name on the Sea Warrior list. This morning, Avondale had been very helpful with the problem recruits, pitching in without being asked to do so.

The water was warm and the prettiest shade of turquoise Alicia had ever seen, drenched in deep-penetrating sunlight that made the views spectacular under the surface, highlighting the colors of fish and providing visibility for a long way. This made supervision of the recruits easier for herself and for Kimo, and suggested to her that Moanna must have created perfect conditions for the training of her new Sea Warriors. 

After supervising the recruits for a couple of more hours and surfacing with them, Kimo was satisfied with the progress of most of them, and began segregating them by ability. Pursuant to an idea that Alicia had given him, he gave each of them a strip of colored cloth, a ribbon that they were instructed to tie around their wrists—blue, green, yellow, or red—with the most advanced receiving the brown designation, and so on from there down. Dirk Avondale, Pauline Deveaux, Napoli Mora, and the actress Monique Gatsby were among those receiving blue ribbons, and similar to what Avondale had done earlier, these four were asked to help with the others. Vinson Chi’ang, who received a second-tier green ribbon, showed displeasure that he had not rated higher—but Kimo stuck with his decision.

All of the recruits were amazed to discover their new seaborne energy levels for swimming, and they were able to tread water on the surface or swim in place underwater—going back and forth a few inches at a time—for as long as Kimo needed to talk to them. On the surface, after assigning the colors, he spoke briefly about the swim bladders that were now embedded in the cellular structures of each of their bodies, specialized organs that would enable them to dive deep in the ocean without any equipment. He explained the mechanics of the bladders, then said, “I’m going to divide you up into dive teams and escort you down into deeper water, one team at a time, to make you more comfortable with the bladders. The rest of you will remain with Alicia for freestyle swimming, until I return to take down additional groups.”

He took around forty recruits with him for the first deep dive of the session, selecting an assortment of ribbon colors, and leaving behind anyone he didn’t think was ready, or who expressed trepidation.

It would be a day of interesting developments, beyond anything that he or Alicia had anticipated….


Chapter 13

While Kimo was on the first training dive, Alicia watched the others swim freestyle. At the outset, Gwyneth McDevitt stood out from the others as an extremely skillful underwater swimmer, able to do aquatic loops like an air show stunt pilot and then swim away in any direction with smooth strokes and kicks. Even so, because of her obvious communication difficulties, Kimo gave her a third-tier yellow ribbon (which she didn’t object to), and told Alicia they needed to take extra care with her. But it looked to Alicia as if Gwyneth rated much higher than that, and she suspected that the British teenager was going to contribute a great deal. If one of Kimo’s earlier dreams was correct, and Gwyneth had in fact received a flood of information about the ocean, it meant that her mind could be a storehouse of data about the seas of the planet. Alicia wondered if this was, in fact, the case. Autistic people were socially challenged, so it would be difficult to determine the workings of her mind. But Alicia liked her, and the feeling seemed to be mutual.

Gwyneth went with Kimo on his second dive, along with around the same number as he had taken down the first time.

While they were down deep, Alicia became aware of something very unusual. Swimming near her, Pauline Deveaux was gleeful that a number of colorful reef fish were following behind her or swimming alongside, staying with her whichever way she turned. It reminded Alicia of the way fish followed Kimo when he swam, except with Pauline it was only small reef fish who were attracted to her, such as lemon butterflyfish, tubular-shaped trumpetfish, and red-and-white-striped squirrelfish. 

Gradually, other types of sea life found their way to some of the other volunteers. Foley Johnson, a stocky black man, had an affinity for turtles, who came to see him from their usual haunts and encircled him. He didn’t seem to mind, and swam playfully with the creatures, trying to elude them and watching their own remarkable swimming abilities as they kept up with him. It amused Alicia to see him trying to copy what they did, and this seemed to intrigue the shell-backs as well.

Another match-up that Alicia thought was interesting involved Fred Earhart, a ruddy, red-haired Irishman who found himself surrounded by swordfish and sawfish, as well as by flying fish and spear-nosed sailfish that performed spectacular leaps into the air around him, as if they were happy to find a human being who liked them. She was also intrigued by Jacqueline Rado, a large woman who was already able to lead white sharks, hammerheads, and great barracudas anywhere she pleased, even taking them halfway to shore with her and then turning back—which must have given the people with binoculars a good show.

Still another recruit, Phil Austin, a heavyset man with lamb chop sideburns, held hundreds of little leafy sea dragons and tiny seahorses in thrall. The sea dragons looked like delicate, floating plants shaped like whimsical dragons. The seahorses, notoriously weak swimmers who often hooked their tails onto plants to keep from being knocked around by ocean currents, were nonetheless able to follow Austin around in the water, whichever way he swam, and attempted to replicate maneuvers that he made. Both species even understood him when he wanted them to remain in one place and wait for him to swim away and then return to them. 

Alicia noticed that some of the volunteers did not seem to have a close affinity to particular species of ocean animals, but those that did suggested the intriguing possibility that Sea Warriors could cause creatures to behave in certain ways that were beneficial to the survival of particular species while keeping them away from predatory or careless human activities. The creatures could also be used to close down beaches, just as Kimo wanted them to do.

As Alicia was swimming on the surface, thinking about these exciting developments, she was startled to see Gwyneth McDevitt sitting on the back of a large humpback whale, massaging its thick gray skin as it sped along the surface, while an escort of pygmy killer whales swam on each side of her. Finally, Gwyneth slid off the back of the whale, near Alicia. The humpback swam a safe distance away from any of the recruits and then breached, lifting most of its body out of the water in a stunning display of the beauty and power of nature. The killer whale escort swam in the same direction, until their tail fins dipped beneath the sea and they vanished….

When Kimo returned from his last dive of the day, he said to Alicia in disgust, “We found a garbage dump of cans, bottles, and other junk down there, apparently pushed into a hole by ocean currents. I know it’s just the tip of the iceberg of trash in the ocean, but I had the recruits bring up what they could, and I want to go back down there and clean it up.”

“Good idea,” she said. She was about to tell him what she had observed, when Kimo said, “First I want to do some practice runs, seeing how we can disrupt beaches with sea life—I have two remote stretches of sand in mind that shouldn’t have any swimmers now.”

“All right,” Alicia said. “Now wait until you hear this.” And she told him about Gwyneth and the whale, and about all the sea creatures that had congregated around some of the other Sea Warriors, and how the animals seemed willing to follow the hybrid humans. 

Kimo listened intently, looking around at various Sea Warriors as Alicia talked about them.

“I see tremendous potential for our program now,” she said. “If many of our recruits can lead different types of sea creatures, we can customize the demonstrations we want to make against bad human behavior on the seas. Gwyneth, for example, might cause whales to interfere with the large-scale fishing operations that are depleting the ocean of fish species, and if Jacqueline Rado can control sharks and barracudas, they might be used in sweeps to clear beaches of human swimmers, as part of the demonstration we have in mind for the Hawaiian islands.”

She saw his face light up with pleasure. “Fantastic!” he said. “That’ll make my job easier. I had intended to round up a number of species, position them at the beaches, and see if our new recruits could keep them in place. I can still do some of that, but it looks like Deveaux, Johnson, Earhart, and Rado can summon their own critters—especially Rado, since she’s already made a run with ‘cudas and sharks toward a beach.”

“And Gwyneth is a possibility, too. With smaller whales, anyway, such as those pygmy killer whales I saw escorting her. The larger whales would not be of use to us in shallow swimming areas.”

“Let’s keep her out of the beach practice sessions, at least for now. Due to her mental and social difficulties, I don’t want to press her too hard. If Jacqueline Rado can be the Pied Piper of sharks and barracudas, maybe she can summon other dangerous predators as well.”

“Could be. I think I should stay with Gwyneth during the next training phase, to make sure she’s all right, and to assess her more.”

“OK, do that,” he said. “I have more names for our list, too—at least a hundred more from recent dreams. I’d like to get them written down when we go ashore—but I’m sure I can hold off for a few more hours. With these additions to our list, it’s like my memory has kicked into a new gear. I can summon the new names at will, all of them, and the original names, too. I even ran a quick check of the names backwards, and they all came to me as well, with crystal clarity. On the last dive, while I was supervising the removal of garbage, I felt momentarily as if I was dreaming again, and the names and faces of future Sea Warriors were arrayed before me. Though Moanna seems unwilling to provide us with information on the dreams, or even verify that she’s connected to them, I suspect that she is getting the information to me—and I hope she’s pleased with the success of our recruiting and training efforts.”

“She’s revealing specialties of the recruits quickly,” Alicia said. “Things are happening fast, because the ocean does not have much time. We need to act as quickly as possible.”

“Right. With that in mind, let’s see if anyone can lead the jetfish instead of me, so they can go and pick up additional recruits around the world.”

Kimo led the Sea Warriors to the most remote beaches on Loa’kai, the nearest of which—Lunalilo—was a twenty-minute swim away. The second, Kalakaua Beach, was only a few minutes farther. On the way, a new talent was revealed, as Dirk Avondale, the former Navy animal trainer, assembled a force of dolphins that followed him, and did as he commanded.

Because of Avondale’s military experience, Kimo and Alicia conferred with him about how to attack the beaches. He made a number of useful recommendations. Then, for almost two hours, the Sea Warriors made practice runs at the isolated beaches—starting with Lunalilo, followed by Kalakaua, and then expanding to involve both at once. They made eight runs in all, improving with each one, and culminating with what Kimo called the “grand finale,” in which he led an assault of poisonous Lion’s Mane jellyfish against one beach, while Dirk Avondale and Jacqueline Rado filled the swimming area of the other one with aggressive dolphins, barracudas, and sharks. In each case, there were other creatures of the sea visible on the surface behind the front lines of assault, as recommended by Avondale, so that large formations of animals were involved, making a more impressive display.

Something quite different happened as well, in the last practice attack of the day, at Lunalilo Beach. With Kimo and the poisonous jellyfish in the lead, surging forward, and other sea creatures behind, he noticed that white-and-black gulls were flying low overhead in a vee-formation. When he passed through the swimming area, the birds stayed with him, and continued in formation overhead as he went out into deeper water, finally setting down in the water near him and floating.

Thinking the birds might be willing to help the Sea Warriors in some way, Kimo immersed himself completely in the water and attempted to transmit specific molecular commands to them. Resurfacing, he saw the birds lift into the air and circle him, then go into another vee-formation as they flew back toward the beach, before returning and settling in the water again. To his amazement, it was exactly as he had specified.

This told him that Moanna’s molecular communication system extended to these birds, because they were in direct contact with the ocean when he issued the commands.

Our force is growing, Kimo thought.…

		

Late that afternoon they returned to Crimson Cove, where Jiddy Rahim had arranged for a new police perimeter, to ensure the group’s privacy. Kimo conducted another meeting on the sand, this time to discuss what the recruits had learned. He asked if any of them had noticed an ability to sense variations in the Earth’s magnetic field, which would give them a constant awareness of where they were, and in which direction they were swimming.

Stunned silence followed. Then, gradually, a handful of members mentioned little things they had noticed, something strange that prevented them from getting lost even when they could not see land. For all of them it had been an innate or subconscious feeling just beneath the surface of their awareness, and which Kimo had just made them think about for the first time.

As she listened, Alicia realized that she had this ability as well. It was so subtle, so basic in her awareness that she had not focused on it. But it was there nonetheless. She was certain of it, and it made her much more at ease in the water, giving her an even stronger feeling that she belonged there.

“So we’re like birds now?” someone asked. “Like carrier pigeons?”

“Not just birds,” Kimo said. “Some creatures of the sea have this ability as well, such as whales, dolphins, and even crustaceans. They know where they are at all times, and don’t ever get lost. Now you are like this as well, my Sea Warriors.”

It was an incredible revelation for Alicia, one that gave her not only a stronger feeling of connectedness to the sea, but to the planet itself. She wondered what additional, as-yet-unknown changes her body had undergone in the transformation, and if she would be left to discover them herself or it Kimo would tell her about them when he decided it was appropriate. She trusted his ability to determine what was best. He had lived much his life in the sea, while she was just beginning to learn some of its fascinating details.

Kimo went on to describe the larger public demonstration that he wanted when the Sea Warriors were ready—shutting down as many of the major beaches in the Hawaiian islands as possible for a day, to publicize the plight of the ocean. 

As he spoke of the demonstration, Gwyneth rose from a driftwood log where she’d been sitting, went over to him and spoke in a low tone, then took a seat on the sand in the front of the group. 

Alicia was close enough to hear Gwyneth say in a halting voice with her slight British accent, “Not enough … to close beaches … Need more. Need to close off … Hawaii from … the sea. Surround all islands … stop all boat traffic.” 

Kimo repeated her comment to the assemblage, and a handful of people nodded their heads in agreement. Then he said, “I understand Gwyneth’s sentiment, but we need to begin at a more achievable level, and not attempt anything too large. We only have a couple of hundred warriors, so we’ll focus on the main beaches for now, and see how that works. Our organization will get larger, and eventually we can mount larger demonstrations if necessary.”

Gwyneth scowled, but did not say anything.

Alicia spoke next, saying that one of Kimo’s cousins, whom she had not met yet, was arranging with a garment manufacturer to produce a line of clothing that would be sold to raise funds. “One of the ideas is to have individual endangered or extinct species on each item,” she said, “such as the Steller’s Sea Cow that went extinct in the eighteenth century because of over-hunting by humans.”

A number of people made suggestions of other animals that might be featured, and Foley Johnson recommended a cooperative effort with organizations involved with saving endangered land-based species. A woman said that this particular sea cow was the ocean’s version of the dodo bird, whose extinction was also caused by humans.

“These are all good ideas,” Alicia said. “Kimo’s cousin has already developed new swimwear for us—black suits emblazoned with the name ‘Sea Warriors’ in ocean blue, and the stylized images of endangered ocean species on them. We should have the suits soon. He’s developing tee-shirts as well, for those Sea Warriors who want to contribute without being transformed into a hybrid.”

 “Why don’t we just swim naked?” Monique Gatsby asked. Tall and auburn haired, she had a classically proportioned face and large blue eyes.

With a smile, Alicia said, “Everyone does not have your perfect figure, Monique. Besides, we are an army, we are Sea Warriors—and armies wear uniforms. They do not go naked into battle.”

“I guess I’ve been put in my place,” the actress said. Looking hurt, she sat back down.

“I didn’t mean it that way. It’s just that Kimo and I have discussed so many details of how to get this organization going that we’ve already covered that subject—no pun intended. Maybe I’m a little tired right now, and didn’t answer you as tactfully as I should have.”

“No apology needed,” Monique said with a broad smile that showed her perfect teeth—a friendly expression that relieved Alicia.

Then Monique said, “If it’s all right with you and Kimo, I’d like to use my Hollywood contacts to get sympathy for the Sea Warriors, and big donations. They can also stage protests, and maybe even produce a documentary film about us.”

“OK,” Kimo said, “but I don’t know about a film, unless all the profits go to the welfare of the ocean.”

“I might be able to help arrange that,” Monique said. “If it’s OK, I’ll go into town now and make a couple of phone calls.” She smiled. “I brought a credit card, just in case.”

Kimo waved her on, and she set off at a brisk pace, on her bare feet.

Just before sunset, Danny Ho catered a meal for those who wanted it—which turned out to be only a few people. This caused Jiddy, who was enjoying the food, to quip that he wished he had another metal storage chest in his cave for the leftovers, along with electricity, a refrigerator, and a freezer.

Kimo scowled. “I know you don’t really mean all that, my good friend, because you have basically opted out of the system—except for occasional forays into smorgasbords that might be presented to you, of course. But it reminds me of an important point. Human beings need to stop over-consuming, taking more from this planet than they give back to it. I hope we can do something about the ocean portion of that unbalanced equation, and if we are successful, perhaps the message will go even farther, to things people do on the land and in the air as well. It’s just a hope I have.”

“And a good one!” Jiddy said, as he nibbled on a piece of pineapple upside-down cake.

That evening, the warriors camped on the beach. Alicia snuggled with Kimo, and she couldn’t help noticing some of the other pairings—including Vinson Chi’ang and the pretty young Pauline Deveaux, who went off somewhere to be by themselves. This seemed to upset one of the other members, Emily Talbot, who watched them leave together. Earlier, Alicia had noticed Emily trying to get Chi’ang’s attention, and having some success—although he seemed to prefer the company of Pauline.

		

A week and a half ago, when Jeff Ellsworth received the warning from Pauly Tahina, he had flown his tour helicopter out over the sea and dumped his computer and everything else that might tie him to drug trafficking. Then he’d flown back to the ranch and performed an even more thorough cleansing of the craft’s cargo hold than he’d done before, using strong chemicals. But as days passed Jeff had been worrying increasingly about the helicopter itself. News reports said the cops had drug-sniffing dogs that could smell the residue of illegal substances even after the most stringent efforts to clean them up.

So late one afternoon he took off again, telling the maintenance crew he was going to pick up a date and show her the sunset. That was the farthest thing from his mind. Instead, Jeff flew several miles offshore and dumped most of the fuel in the ocean, then got in closer to the shore of an uninhabited portion of the island, where he waited for the fuel to run out, and ditched the aircraft in the water. He swam ashore, wearing a lifejacket.

That evening, he reported to his grandfather that he’d run out of fuel on the way to pick up a girlfriend, and had crashed in the sea, barely escaping with his life. He showed him a bruise on his forehead, supposedly from the accident, but it was actually self-induced, an intentional bump he gave himself before ditching the aircraft.

“It was careless of you not to check the fuel before taking off,” the old man said, “and it’s going to cost me some money.”

“But you have insurance.”

“With a high deductible, twenty-five thousand dollars. I’ll call my agent tomorrow and notify him of the claim.”

“I didn’t know the fuel was low; the gauge showed that I had plenty, so it must have been malfunctioning, and the maintenance guys didn’t catch it.”

“Did you look inside the tank yourself before taking off?”

“No,” Jeff said. “I guess I was thinking about the girl I wanted to take out. I’m sorry, Grandfather.”

Preston Ellsworth did not look pleased, but Jeff had seen him that way before. Finally, the old man said, in resignation, “Well, there is a silver lining, I suppose. With our tour income down so much, maybe we only need one helicopter anyway.”

Jeff’s action may have reduced his chance of being apprehended, but this concern competed with another very large problem. Because his drug earnings had been curtailed, he needed to find a way to replace that income stream so that he could make the payments on the Ferrari and oceanfront condominium that were in Pauly’s name, in accordance with the unwritten agreement they had entered into. Pauly’s guest was leaving in a couple of weeks, and a short time after that Jeff was scheduled to resume the payments—and if he didn’t, the drug lord did not need anything in writing, or any threat of legal action. 

He had other, more effective methods of enforcing his agreements.


Chapter 14

Alicia stood on a wave, surging forward at the head of one of the squadrons that the Sea Warriors were launching against the major beaches of the Hawaiian islands—a military-style operation that encompassed tactical recommendations made by Dirk Avondale. 

In the short time Alicia had known Kimo, she had become radical in her beliefs, and felt strongly that human beings needed a wakeup call—and a loud one. She hoped that the demonstration she and her fellow Sea Warriors put on today would be exactly what was required, and would be heard around the world. Jimmy Waimea would run the first story in the Honolulu Mercury News, informing the public and the state government why Kimo Pohaku and Alicia Ellsworth had decided to shut down the major beaches, and how humans needed to radically change the way they treated the ocean and the creatures and plants that lived in it.

A number of environmentalists were already Sea Warriors, and many more wanted to join as associates, even if they were not on any recruitment list and would not be physically transformed. Many scientists were also clamoring to join, including Fuji Namoto, who had managed to get past the police that morning and had spoken briefly to Kimo. Impressed with her, he’d accepted her as the organization’s first associate member. Even though she was an oceanographer, Fuji was going to set up an office to coordinate fund-raising, and manage the other associates who would be based on the land. It was something she wanted to do, in addition to any scientific expertise she could provide.

Alicia felt a warm breeze on her face as her fast-moving squadron passed Barbers Point on the southern shore of Oahu, and then entered the channel on the way to Kauai. In the channel, a wind picked up from the east, and whitecaps danced on the bright blue carpet of the water, but they did not buffet Alicia’s own wave much, because she was able to make adjustments. Looking back, she saw her aquatic companions faring well, too, their speed steady and undiminished.

Immediately behind Alicia swam fifty hybrid Sea Warriors, some of them commanding the sea creatures in her squadron—thousands of Lion’s Mane jellyfish, schools of aggressive reef fish, and even the hard round shells of hawksbill and green turtles, looking like small Civil War submarines that had surfaced. On the far right and left, flying fish leaped in and out of the water, looking impressive with their airborne bodies sparkling in the sun.

As if lifted by the cause of the ocean, some of the species were displaying swimming abilities that were beyond anything they had previously been known to possess—and they were stronger as a group than they were apart. Some of the species were led by hybrid Sea Warriors, such as Foley Johnson, while other sea creatures proceeded under another command, having answered a call to action that Kimo had made underwater, using Moanna’s molecular communication system. As Kimo worked with the creatures, trying to get them to do his bidding, he was discovering that some were easier to persuade than others. 

At the rear, Alicia saw Gwyneth swimming on her own between a pair of humpback whales—animals that would not be used in today’s assault but which kept the teenager busy while the other species were used to clear the beaches. Both whales had barnacles on their heads and tails—organisms that usually attached themselves to humpbacks in the arctic, and then fell off when the animals migrated to warmer tropical waters. 

Alicia had taken it upon herself to keep an eye on the autistic girl, and didn’t want to put her under too much pressure, not until Gwyneth became more comfortable working with the Sea Warriors. The girl already seemed quite at ease in the water, and that was a big step in the right direction.

Alicia’s assignment was an important one—beaches on Kauai and Niihau. A mile behind Gwyneth, she could see another Sea Warrior squadron, this one led by Kimo, heading toward the heavily populated island of Oahu, which had many attractive swimming beaches. Two additional squadrons—one led by Dirk Avondale and the other by Jacqueline Rado—had been assigned to the Big Island, to Maui, and to a cluster of smaller islands that included Loa’kai. 

Kimo even planned to shut down one popular swimming beach with what would look like an infestation of poisonous red tide, but was only a harmless pink algae that would look frightening, but would cause no injuries. At another beach in a shallow cove, he was depositing numerous sea cucumbers that would discharge strings of organic material in the water and on the seabed—sticky, repulsive extrusions from their guts that would frighten away waders and swimmers.

In addition to the other animals under Alicia’s command, her Kauai-Niihau operation would involve crabs and lobsters that would nip at the ankles of swimmers on the beaches, without seriously injuring anyone. To set up the crustacean portion of the plan, Vinson Chi’ang and Emily Talbot—both of whom had demonstrated the ability to direct the creatures—had gone ahead of Alicia, getting their portion of the operation organized and ready at both islands. 

Reaching the other side of the channel, Alicia slipped off her wave into the water and began to issue additional molecular commands to her squadron, instructing them to divide into eight sections—seven for Kauai and one for the smaller, less populated island of Niihau. Confirmed by responses she received in her mind, these commands were received by her squad leaders, including Chi’ang and Talbot.

On Kauai, Alicia started by observing the jellyfish, reef fish, and aggressive turtles as they swarmed into the swimming area of Mahaulepu Beach, and then she proceeded around the island, observing the assaults on the other major beaches. In each case, sharp-clawed crustaceans had already done the advance work of sending the waders fleeing from the water, while the other creatures dealt with the swimmers. In short order, all of these beaches were evacuated, amidst warning sirens and the blue strobe lights of police cars.

By the time Alicia rode a wave to Kapaa Beach Park to the north, she realized that Gwyneth was no longer with her, and neither were the girl’s two whale companions. Alicia sent her a molecular command to return, but received no response, and no information on her from any of the other Sea Warriors in Alicia’s squadron, or in the other squadrons that were performing their duties throughout the Hawaiian islands. No one knew where the teenager had gone.

Alicia worried about this, but she had her priorities. So she continued her rounds, including the small island of Niihau. Afterward, as she was crossing the Kaulakahi Channel on the way back to Kauai, she heard a complex amalgamation of sound. Part of it was sonar, as from the echolocation noises made by whales, while other portions of it were high-pitched or deep, and unidentifiable. In their midst, like a common sound, she thought she heard something resembling Gwyneth’s voice….

		

When Alicia left for Loa’kai with the warriors in her squadron, Vinson Chi’ang and Emily Talbot remained in the waters off Kauai, saying they would leave later that evening, but wanted to do a little exploring first on their own, looking for a species of crustacean that they thought would be even better than the ones they already had.

Swimming side by side, Vinson and Emily crossed over a limestone shelf, on which grew a garden of coral in splashes of orange, red, green, and purple, looking like clumps of colored cabbages growing in the sea. As the pair approached, small fish sped away, while eels and worms slipped into their protective holes and crevices in the rock. But not crabs, who showed no fear and scuttled around excitedly on the seabed.

Emily flipped over a mushroom coral quickly, and scooped up a handful of tiny worms from the sand beneath it. She offered some of the wriggling creatures to Vinson, but he shook his head, so she stuffed them in her mouth and swallowed, then dug around and found a nest of sea snails, which she also ate. Instead of that fare, Vinson used quick hand thrusts to capture little golden cardinalfish, and swallowed them whole. Emily tried this herself, but was unsuccessful, so he captured several for her.

After eating, they dove deeper into a hole between rock formations, the bottom of which was perhaps fifty feet below the surface. At the bottom, Vinson saw that the currents had brought in pieces of metal, plastic and other trash. Something golden was glinting between pieces of garbage. Reaching into the trash pile, he pulled out a small gold statuette, bearing a face that made him think of Incan or Mayan sculptures and artwork he’d seen in museums. Then, rummaging deeper, he found gold and silver figurines, including stylized renditions of horses, birds, fish, and other interesting objects. He examined an exquisite golden carriage fitted with small green and blue gemstones, which he presumed to be emeralds and sapphires. It looked very valuable; all of the items looked valuable.

He handed a tiny golden fish to Emily, saying to her in a transmitted thought, “A little trinket for you.”

As she slipped it into a safe pocket in her waterproof backpack, she thanked him. With her broad face and small eyes, she was not nearly as pretty as Pauline. But Vinson was coming to realize that he had more in common with Emily, and he might even like her more.

“Maybe we’ll run into more treasure,” he said, keeping a small golden bird for himself, and slipping it into a pocket of his own pack. “But just in case we don’t, let’s remember where this place is, and come back when we have time. I suspect there’s a lot more treasure somewhere nearby. Maybe a Spanish galleon sank around here, and there were no records left of its whereabouts.”

“You could be right,” she said.

“It’s probably not a good idea to tell anyone about this.”

She nodded, but he noticed a glimmer of uncertainty in her eyes.

Keeping his thoughts to himself, he tucked the bulk of the items back under the garbage, and pushed some of the heavier pieces of trash over them. Then, thinking of something just before leaving, he took an old glass bottle and tucked it into his own backpack, and handed a couple of smaller bottles to Emily, to show Kimo that they were cleaning up garbage wherever they found it.

During their swim back to Loa’kai island, Chi’ang thought of how many fabulous treasures must be concealed beneath the waves of the seas of the world, and not just valuable artifacts that had been lost by human beings. He’d also heard that there were vast deposits of valuable minerals on the bottom of the sea—manganese, platinum, and even veins of gold, silver, or diamonds in some places—some of it reflecting historical changes in regions where land had once been, and had been inundated by seawater. He wondered if he might set up a mining operation to exploit those resources. That could be years in the future, he surmised, because first he needed to fit into the Sea Warriors, and then see what money-making opportunities arose for him.

I prefer living on land, he thought. And he visualized the lavish lifestyle he might lead one day, instead of being an oceanographer and a modestly well-known author. He longed for more fame than that, more riches and respect than a man who traveled in scientific circles could ever attain.

I am an animal, he thought, and I want to change my niche….

		

In the deepest canyons of the ocean, in the darkness where few humans had ever gone, large creatures were stirring, and swimming nearer to the surface. Many of them were animals that had, despite their great size, been able to elude men over the centuries, except for occasional unconfirmed sightings. Some of these denizens of the deep were the nightmares of mythology, but they actually existed—even creatures that resembled dragons with long tails, rows of fins on their backs, and fearsome teeth. Others were not ferocious at all; they were just immense herbivores. Some of the animals were assumed to have gone extinct millennia ago, but still swam in the seas and in lakes and rivers that were linked to the seas. 

A number of these monsters of the deep could move very fast through the water, and from around the world they sped toward the Hawaiian islands. Others—the slower ones—set off as well, with the same destination in mind. 

		

It was dark in the islands when Gwyneth McDevitt greeted the first arrivals off the south shore of Oahu, swimming joyously in their midst beneath the starlight, knowing where the massive creatures were without the need for much illumination. Around her were blue, sperm, bowhead, and humpback whales, giant squids and octopuses, ocean sunfish, whale sharks, huge groupers from the deep ocean, dugong sea cows from Australia, and long-necked plesiosaurs that had been mistakenly thought to be extinct. 

As soon as enough of the large creatures had arrived, spreading across the water like a single, sprawling organism, she dispatched them on the assignment she wanted, the one she had recommended to Kimo in the presence of other Sea Warriors, and which he had refused. Despite his wishes, she intended to seal off Hawaii from the sea by surrounding the major islands, preventing all boat traffic from either arriving or leaving. She sensed strongly, very strongly, that it was not enough to only strike the major swimming beaches—the demonstration of ocean power needed to be bigger. The protest needed to be bigger. And if this was not enough to get humans to change, Gwyneth had an even more extensive plan. 

While numerous species of marine animals had responded to her call, Gwyneth felt a special affinity for the whales—not one type in particular, but all of them, collectively. They gave her comfort, and she knew that more whales were coming, and more of other species as well. She heard the songs of whales, the vibrating of air inside their bodies that could be heard many miles away. She even heard the sounds of whales coming from the arctic regions of the north Atlantic, such as narwhal (unicorn) whales, unique animals with long, gnarled tusks. Thankfully, the whale populations around the world were considerably larger than scientists had estimated, because many of these animals—like other large creatures—had been using their intelligence and instincts to survive, diving deep to stay out of the way of humans, keeping themselves from extinction.

Since joining the Sea Warriors (whose efforts she still admired), an odd sensation had been coming over Gwyneth, that she was more fish than human, more a creature of the ocean than of the land. Her family and all of her human experiences were fading memories in her mind; there had been so much pain that she didn’t want to think about that part of her life anymore.

For some time, ever since the data about the ocean began flowing into Gwyneth’s brain from a mysterious source that she later identified as Moanna, she had felt a more special relationship with the sea than ever—a sea that had been beckoning to her to her for years before that, inviting her to dip into the water and swim with the creatures that inhabited it. 

Curiously, though, the flow of ocean information had ceased entirely after Gwyneth’s transformation into a hybrid, as if the teenager had absorbed all she possibly could, and there was no room for more. Or, perhaps—and she didn’t see how that could be possible—she had every bit of information there was to have. She didn’t think that was the case. In fact, she was certain of it, because she learned new things every day she was in the water. Or thought she learned them. Maybe they were actually details that Moanna had already programmed into her, but became effective gradually, like the nutrients in a time-release vitamin.

And she realized she had the answer to this question, at least in part, because there were different sources of information, including the kind you were told, or learned from personal experience, or which you already knew from instinct. 

Gwyneth felt a peculiar, but undeniable sensation that she was changing into something else entirely, something that owed no allegiance to humankind. And not just emotionally and intellectually; she was undergoing a physical metamorphosis. Whenever she touched her face, she felt the features smoothing over, flattening—and her eyes were growing larger. Something was happening to the rest of her body as well, though not as quickly. The changes were not painful at all; in fact, she found them exceedingly pleasant, and looked forward to their completion, when she developed into whatever the ocean wanted her to become, whatever Moanna wanted her to become.


Chapter 15

Yesterday, after shutting down the major beaches of Hawaii, the Sea Warriors had all been very tired. Returning to Loa’kai late in the day, some of them had gone into town to eat, while others decided that the small quantities of food they’d eaten from the sea were enough. That evening, back at Crimson Cove, they’d all fallen asleep on the sand. All except Gwyneth, who had vanished on the way to Kauai with Alicia. Everyone was worried about the missing teenager.

Now it was the following morning, and Kimo was the first to awaken, at the break of dawn. Carefully, he moved Alicia’s arm, which had been draped over his chest, and rose to his feet. 

He waded into the warm, shallow water, splashed some on his face, and used it to slick back his hair, using his fingers for a comb. Then, while waves lapped gently against his ankles, he squinted in the direction of the sunrise that sparkled across the sea, and thought he saw something out on the surface of the water—a number of lumpy objects. Going back to the beach, he crossed the cinder sand and climbed a short distance up the trail toward Jiddy’s cave, then looked again. Something was definitely out there. Whales, he thought, and other large marine creatures, congregated together like a chain on the surface of the sea. A very long chain. He could not see where the line of animals ended on the right or on the left.

Worried about their welfare, Kimo swam out in the gently rolling waves. Reaching them, he went from creature to creature, touching their sides, looking into their large eyes, speaking to them in gentle tones. All of them seemed healthy, and when he swam under them to the outside he still saw no end to the chain—it extended along the shore of Loa’kai island as far as he could see in either direction, and seemed to curve around the island. 

This was very strange, and became even more so when he identified plesiosaurs with the large animals. Although the long-necked creatures were thought to be extinct, he already knew that was not the case, because he had previously seen them in the depths of the ocean, where they concealed themselves for their survival. But what were they doing in Hawaii, and why were they in this formation?

In the water, he became aware of a voice, calling out his name—and he recognized it as Gwyneth McDevitt’s, transmitted to him through the molecules of the sea: “Come to Honolulu quickly, the entrance to Pearl Harbor! Bring the Sea Warriors!”

“What is it?” Kimo asked her. “Are you all right?

And, though Gwyneth had always spoken haltingly when using her vocal chords, now her words formed smooth sentences, with a hint of her British accent: “The Navy is using warships like ice breakers, trying to push blue whales that are blocking the harbor out of the way. The creatures are crying out in pain, but are resisting, pushing the big ships back, even driving one of them against a rock breakwater.”

“Gwyneth, what is going on?”

She told him how she had summoned the biggest marine animals in existence, that many had arrived and more were on their way, from all the seas in the world. She said she had gone against his orders and used the big animals to seal off every one of the major Hawaiian islands from the ocean, stopping all boats and ships from going in or out.

“Put an end to it!” Kimo transmitted. “You’ve gone too far, interfered with the military and commercial operations of the United States. We don’t want to be in that position!”

“I must refuse,” she responded. “I will not change this.”

In a state of agitation, Kimo rousted his followers and gave them a quick explanation—what little he knew. Within a few minutes, the Sea Warriors swam under the ring of large-bodied creatures around Loa’kai island. Then Alicia, summoning all of her strength, successfully generated her largest wave yet—more than enough to accommodate everyone—and they sped toward Honolulu. 

		

It was unlike anything Kimo had ever seen before, and certainly not what he had intended when he decided to put on a demonstration in the Hawaiian islands—and far beyond anything that Jimmy Waimea had written about in yesterday’s Honolulu Mercury News. In a buzz of noise, police and news helicopters hovered overhead, while small planes circled. Pleasure craft, fishing boats, and large ships were anchored inside the circle of sea animals, and outside it as well. Most of the harbor patrol and police boats were inside it. And, just as Gwyneth had said, the U.S. Navy was using two destroyers from the Pearl Harbor side in an attempt to nudge whales and other large creatures out of the way. 

Off to one side, Gwyneth swam beside a blue whale, and she appeared to be using the molecular system to transmit tactics to the animals—because wherever the military ships were trying to push, additional large-bodied animals appeared, and pushed back. In addition, whale sharks and sunfish bumped against the sides of the ships’ bows to divert them, while additional animals pushed the sides of the sterns of the vessels, causing them to go off course, but constantly attempting coming back as their desperate crews tried to regain control.

He saw the captain of one vessel standing on a forward deck with binoculars, trying to figure out what was going on, and how to counter it. Seamen in crisp white uniforms lined the decks of both ships, some with cameras—until a sudden downpour of rain forced most of them back inside, and caused the helicopters and planes to turn back or try to fly above the clouds. Finally, the destroyers gave up and steamed back into Pearl Harbor. 

At the head of the Sea Warriors, Kimo swam to Gwyneth, who had crawled onto the back of one of the smaller humpback whales. Leaving his other followers in the water, he climbed up to sit beside her.

“I don’t know what got into you, to do this,” he said. “It’s causing complete chaos, and is not helping our cause one bit. It will only make people angry with us because of what I told Jimmy Waimea to print, and they will link this event to that story, saying I didn’t tell the truth. It’s about my credibility; you’ve gone so far beyond what I intended that it makes me look like a liar.”

“A bigger event was needed,” Gwyneth said, no longer speaking with halting words. Her eyes were bright, and even more strikingly blue than before. “I put up floating barricades around each island.” She stared at him with intensity and determination. “I told you we needed to shut down more than swimming beaches, but you didn’t listen. The plight of the ocean is a serious matter, a very serious matter. It goes beyond using tourists to gain publicity for our cause.”

He started to say something when he noticed that her face seemed slightly different—something around the eyes, nose, and mouth. Were the features a little smoother and flatter? Were the eyes larger than before? And her ears—they didn’t look right, either. Too small? Kimo tried to remember what she’d looked like the last time he saw her, but wasn’t certain, and felt overwhelmed by pressure and anxiety. Stress could be playing tricks with his mind.

Tears streamed down Gwyneth’s face. “Finally, the ocean is speaking out!” she exclaimed, “and this will get the attention of the world. For decades, the Cousteau family and other good people have publicized the plight of the ocean, have lobbied for changes and had some successes—but not enough. The time for niceties is past. The time for negotiation is past. We need direct action; we need to get in peoples’ faces, and refuse to move. We need to interfere with their use of the seas.”

“Gwyneth, please listen to me when I say –“

She cut him off with a crisp retort: “I will not listen to any argument asking me to change this.”

“Very well.” Kimo slid down the side of the whale into the water, and swam beneath the surface, alongside the cordon of large sea creatures. While doing that he transmitted commands to all of the animals, ordering them to disperse throughout the Hawaiian islands, for this demonstration to end immediately.

But when he surfaced again, he saw that nothing had changed. In fact, just as Gwyneth had said, more large animals kept arriving, adding to the bulk of the resistance—some were species he’d never seen before in these waters. He tried several times more, then gave up and conferred with Alicia.

The rain had stopped, and the clouds were drifting away, toward the west. In increasing sunlight, Kimo and Alicia swam in place on the surface, while more than two hundred Sea Warriors gathered around them, waiting to be told what to do.

“She’s summoned many species that are rarely seen in Hawaiian waters, or which have never been here before,” Kimo said. “Dugongs, narwhal whales, minke whales, even creatures thought to be extinct, such as plesiosaurs. I don’t like this; I’m fearful of the consequences.”

“We need to begin by going to Jimmy Waimea and explaining what happened,” Alicia suggested. “At least that will stem the tide of anger against us. Gwyneth has gone rogue, and we’re not able to change what she did.”

“Maybe we could take her into our custody,” Kimo said, “and somehow force her to do what we want. That probably wouldn’t work, though. She’s too intense, too focused on what she thinks is right.”

Gwyneth surfaced behind them as Kimo was talking, and she said, “You’re right. It wouldn’t work. I feel no allegiance to humans; I don’t care if you look like a liar, because that is beyond my personal feelings. I am a creature of the sea, owing my loyalty to the sea. You should feel the same.”

With that, she turned and started to swim away, until Kimo grabbed one of her arms. She was small, didn’t resist. A whale outside the barricade turned toward Kimo and drew closer, but remained a distance away. Kimo looked at the teenager and said, “I’d like you to remain with me now, and we’ll try to figure out the best thing to do together. Does that sound all right with you?”

“I already know the best thing to do.”

“You owe me and the other Sea Warriors some allegiance, Gwyneth. We got you out of that hospital and brought you here, invited you to join our organization.”

She pulled her arm free, but made no effort to leave. “I am still a Sea Warrior,” she said. “All right, we’ll work together.”

The whale turned away, resumed its place in the formation.

		

An hour later, Kimo, Alicia, and Gwyneth met Jimmy Waimea on the island’s southern shore, at One’ula Beach. The newspaperman greeted them as they emerged from the water and walked onto the sand.

With a grim smile, the small Hawaiian man removed his sunglasses and said to Kimo, “You’re certainly causing a lot of trouble. And embarrassment for me and my paper. You didn’t tell me the truth, did you?”

“I did,” Kimo insisted, “what I knew of it, that is.”

“One of our members went rogue,” Alicia said, without looking at Gwyneth. “Our warriors were only supposed to shut down the beaches, but one of us had other ideas, and managed to secretly summon all of these mammoths to the islands.” 

“Including at least one species that was believed to be extinct,” Jimmy said. “Plesiosaurs, if what our oceanographer friend Fuji Namoto says is correct. Speaking of the governor’s wife, she’s here in Honolulu, and tells me she’s setting up a new Sea Warrior office.” He paused. “I have many questions to ask you, Cousin.”

“And I have very few answers. I wish the demonstration didn’t get out of hand like this, but at this point all I can do is to try to convince our … rebellious member … to disperse the animals.”

Jimmy looked at Gwyneth for a long moment, then said to Kimo, “At least the local environmental activists are on your side. I’m going to be covering their demonstration in downtown Honolulu later today. They already supported the beach shutdowns you did yesterday, and now they’re organizing a big march to protest the action of the Navy in trying to push the whales and other leviathans out of the way. The animal rights folks are up in arms about that.”

Kimo nodded. “It’s all happening fast.”

“Too fast for a small-time newspaperman like me. The national news organizations are setting up operations here, in force—they’re coming in by air, on every flight from the mainland.”

“I just want them to write our story honestly.” 

“You can be sure I will, but you are making powerful enemies, including the U.S. military and the federal government, who call you eco-terrorists and charge that blocking Pearl Harbor is a national defense matter. Except for environmentalists, animal-rights people, and a handful of scientists, there is a big public outcry against you, too, and the local business community isn’t happy, either. The blockade of the islands is causing quite a ruckus in the tourist industry around here, Kimo, especially when everyone learned it was intentional and you were involved—even if you say you were only trying to shut down the beaches. The flames are being fanned by bad press from the newspapers, television stations, and radio stations that Alicia’s grandfather owns. Mr. Ellsworth already had a grudge against your family before all this, so don’t expect him to ever publish anything positive about you.”

“I understand,” Kimo said.

“I don’t,” Alicia said. “I don’t think I’ll ever understand that old man. I’m ashamed to admit I’m even related to him.”


Chapter 16

Alicia stood with her companions at One’ula Beach, on Oahu. Just beyond the coral reefs offshore, the water was teeming with large-bodied creatures that had been there for almost three days now. It was an overcast morning and cold for Hawaii, with a cool breeze blowing in from the sea. The weather reflected Alicia’s dismal mood. Beside her, Kimo was somber as well. They were frustrated at not being able to reduce the tension of the situation, and how it had escalated beyond their control so quickly.

For the time being, the Navy had pulled their warships back into Pearl Harbor, but there were rumors that they would soon take even more aggressive military action against the animals. This was very troubling to Alicia, and dangerous. She didn’t want to see any bloodshed, but emotions were running high among the opponents of the Sea Warriors.

Kimo and Alicia also had concerns about some of their members. For the most part they seemed to have good attitudes and were dedicated to the cause, but Alicia had noticed something troubling the last time they were all gathered on one of the beaches where Kimo liked to hold his meetings. She had seen Vinson Chi’ang and Emily Talbot sitting off to one side, deep in conversation, not paying attention to the instructions Kimo was giving to all of the members. Something bright and golden had glinted in Emily’s hands. Noticing Alicia’s gaze, Vinson had said something to Emily that caused her to slip the object into her waterproof backpack. Alicia wondered what it was, and why the two of them were acting so secretively. She had mentioned the incident to Kimo, Dirk, and Jacqueline, and all of them were now keeping closer tabs on them. 

Vinson already had personality problems that most people had noticed. While initially a number of members had been interested in what he had to say about oceanography, his egotistical manner had worn on them quite quickly, to the point where most were avoiding him—even Pauline Deveaux, who for awhile had been so enthralled by him.

A short distance down the beach, the governor of the state, a number of naval officers, and scientists stood together. So far there had been two meetings between the Sea Warriors and a combination of groups on the other side—the first taking place the day before at a new, partially furnished office for the warriors that Fuji Namoto had rented downtown. The session had been tense, led on one side by Kimo, Alicia, and Dirk Avondale, and on the other by the Admiral of the Third Fleet, Mack Turner, and his predecessor (now the governor of the state), Heinz Churchill. It ended with the Sea Warriors promising to try to convince their rogue member (whose identity they did not reveal) to reverse course and disperse the animals—and if that could not be accomplished, to increase their own efforts to clear the channel. During the meeting, there had been a surprisingly testy exchange of words between the governor and his wife, Fuji Namoto, over their differing views of who was responsible for the current crisis—but the two of them had pulled their punches, and had not escalated the argument….

After yesterday’s meeting, Kimo, Alicia, and Dirk had spoken privately with Gwyneth, once more attempting to convince her to change her mind—but the teenager, as expected, had not budged. As a result, Kimo had again entered the water and attempted to transmit commands to the whales and other large animals, but his efforts remained unsuccessful. He then ordered his followers to test their own powers to influence these or other sea creatures, to see if some combination of them could open pathways through the mass of flesh ringing Oahu and the other Hawaiian islands. Schools of barracudas, sharks, dolphins, tuna, and other species were then brought forth in varying combinations in attempts to push through without bloodshed, but to no avail. The larger animals would not move. And none of the Sea Warriors commanding those species were able to transmit commands to the large creatures in the sea barricades, either. 

At the same time, Alicia had worked to increase the power of her waves, conducting practice sessions a mile offshore. Thinking she might disrupt the animals with the action of water, she tried to form a new wave shape, a “vee,” while concentrating most of the forward energy at the point of the wave. She hoped that the point might act as a wedge that would make a small opening in Gwyneth’s line at first, and then enlarge it as the wedge continued forward—finally using lateral wave action to keep the animals from regrouping and closing the passage. By the end of the day, Alicia had the water-shape she wanted, and was able to increase its speed over that of her earlier waves, yet only slightly. It was nightfall when she finished, and she had not yet tested it against the floating barricades Gwyneth had created. That test was scheduled to take place later today….

The second meeting between the Governor and Navy on one side, and the Sea Warriors on the other, had concluded within the past hour. It had been an impromptu session, with the military and governmental authorities approaching the Sea Warriors on the beach, making demands of them and informing them curtly that they had ordered a full investigation of the organization. The tension escalated when Governor Churchill and Admiral Turner threatened to use torpedoes and other explosives against the sea barrier if the animals did not disperse immediately. 

A shouting match had then erupted between Admiral Turner and retired-Commander Dirk Avondale, and this devolved quickly into opposing volleys of verbal insults from each side. The two officers had never gotten along, it turned out, a disagreement over the cruel training methods Turner had ordered to be used on Navy dolphins, and the injuries and deaths of the animals that had resulted. Their mutual animosity had led to other Navy officers and Sea Warriors shouting at one another as sides were taken and accusations were exchanged. On the beach now, the two groups eyed each other warily, as everyone awaited Alicia’s new effort.

Alicia waded into the water and swam underneath the line of sea creatures. Then, around a half mile beyond them, she formed a vee-wave and pointed it back at them, standing on the rear of it as it gathered speed quickly. Ahead of her, the animals looked at her with large, inquisitive eyes as she neared them. They did not move, except to bob gently in the water on natural waves.

Selecting a place between a whale and a cow-like dugong that were face to face, she managed to nudge each of them aside and then increase the distance between them as the wave surged forward. Then she slowed the wave and used strong lateral pressure on each side in an attempt to keep the animals apart. For a minute she thought this might be successful, but gradually she felt tremendous strength pushing against the sides of her vee-wave as the leviathans pressed against it. It was a losing battle for her, and finally she found herself between the huge faces of the whale and the rotund dugong, but the creatures did not hurt her. With the wave defeated, they allowed her to slip back into the water and swim away.

Alicia made five more attempts, and each time the result was similar, no matter where she tried to break through. Then it occurred to her that she might use a water wedge in coordination with military ships going forward on each side, but she didn’t think she wanted to work closely with the U.S. Navy, and knew Kimo wouldn’t like the idea either.

When she waded ashore, she found Admiral Turner standing with Kimo. She shook her head. “I can’t break through,” she said. “The animals are extremely strong individually, and in a group they are much more so. You’ve seen that yourself, Admiral, the way they manhandle your ships.”

“We have other options,” the tall, impeccably-dressed officer said. “And you know what they are.”

“Give us more time,” Kimo said. “I’m sure we can come up with something.”

Turner scowled. “Radar reports show that more large creatures are arriving all the time, throughout the islands. They’re coming from all over the world, from every ocean.”

“The world is all one ocean,” Kimo said.

“I’m speaking of oceans on the map—the seven oceans, the seven seas.”

“We’re sorry this is happening,” Kimo said. “If I’d known things would go wrong like this, I never would have ordered the operations against the beaches in the first place.”

“Reopening Pearl Harbor is an important matter of national security,” Turner said, “and this blockage constitutes a terrorist act against the United States of America. For all we know, you’re faking your efforts to break through.”

“We’re not faking anything,” Kimo insisted. “Everything we’ve told you is the truth. We don’t want the blockade any more than you do.”

“Give us your rogue member then, and we’ll interrogate him … or her.”

Kimo shook his head. “That person—that hybrid—is a highly sensitive individual, and you could create more harm than good in the interrogation process. I’ll continue to work with that person instead, to see if we can get the situation reversed.”

Rage moved across the Admiral’s narrow face, and he stalked off. Alicia saw him talking to his officers, issuing commands, and Governor Churchill nodding in agreement, with his long gray ponytail lifting in the wind.

In the midst of the Sea Warriors, Kimo and Alicia found Gwyneth, with Dirk Avondale talking to her, still trying to get her to change her mind. “Now they’re threatening to use military force,” Kimo said to the teenager. “You’ve got to end the blockade! One way or another, it’s going to be ended. This situation cannot endure.”

She shook her head stubbornly, then walked down to the edge of the water and gazed out at the line of mammoth creatures ringing the island. With other warriors gathered around her, she said, “The U.S. military is going to regret it if they try to break through again. The government is going to regret it.”

Alicia and Kimo shook their heads in dismay, and he said, “I’m going to Moanna for help.” Alicia offered to accompany him, but he asked her to remain behind and manage the Sea Warriors. 

		

Kimo dove deep, using his innate sense of direction in the sea to swim directly to the region where Moanna had always been. Ever since his childhood, since his earliest memories, he had always been able to locate her.

As he descended from the warm, sunlit upper waters into the colder, darker abyss, he soon saw the ruby-red glow of the Sea Goddess, an illumination that rose from the seabed this time and formed a new route for him to follow. On the rare occasions when this occurred, he knew it was a message from her that she had moved from her previous location—and this time she had shifted to the west in a deep ocean trench.

He swam through the curvature of red light as if it were a stream in the ocean, leading him through the winding trench. Presently the illumination brightened and widened, and he saw the ruby radiance of her underwater presence. It was not as bright as usual, but at first this gave him no concern, because she often changed the intensity of her glow. In the past he’d thought it might have something to do with her moods, or with her cycles of rest.

Often when he’d neared her previously, she’d brightened and enclosed him in the warmth of her radiation, making him feel as if she were welcoming and embracing him. This time, however, she remained much dimmer than usual.

He swam closer, noted an unprecedented lack of warmth in the water around her, and this worried him. “Moanna,” he said over their molecular connection. “I have questions for you. As you may already know, Gwyneth summoned whales and other large sea creatures, and caused them to create barricades around several Hawaiian islands, preventing the passage of boats and ships. Now she refuses to break up the formations.” 

Moanna’s voice barely rose to a level he could hear, and did not carry its customary, faint echo afterward. “You must work this out for yourself.”

“It’s important for us to regain control over the animals. It’s creating huge political problems, and is going to lead to violence by human military forces.”

Moanna dimmed even more, and murmured in a voice that sounded fatigued, “This is a human-caused problem. It is why the Sea Warriors were formed in the first place, to deal with human-caused problems.”

“But Gwyneth caused it, and she is a transformed person, a Sea Warrior.”

“Gwyneth did not cause the problem. The problem exists because the U.S. military thinks it owns the seas around Hawaii, which it does not.”

“But Gwyneth has stirred things up. She’s trying to do things too fast, without considering the terrible consequences.”

No response came.

Kimo tried several times to get Moanna to say more, but she refused. She had gone silent on him before, and it always meant he was supposed to leave. This time, he did that, but he worried about her as he swam back to rejoin the Sea Warriors at the entrance to Pearl Harbor.

		

A number of military ships had been out to sea when the blockade began, and now they approached the living sea barrier from outside it, while additional ships again approached from Pearl Harbor. On the beach, Dirk Avondale identified two destroyers and a guided-missile cruiser approaching from the harbor, along with a nuclear submarine and another cruiser coming from the other direction.

“They’re going to need to do something to keep from hitting themselves in a crossfire,” he said. 

Hearing aircraft, Alicia saw fighter jets taking off from Hickam Air Force Base, along with ominous-looking black helicopters with missiles attached to their fuselages. Abruptly, the sub and cruiser on the outside of the barrier line changed course and headed west, while the other three warships continued forward.

Four helicopters flew over Pearl Harbor and then turned back, speeding in a side-by-side formation toward the line of sea creatures, while the warships from the harbor continued their advance., in the same direction.

“Attack helicopters with laser-guided missiles,” Dirk said. “I don’t like this.”

Though Alicia and her companions were standing off to one side of the center of action, and the Admiral and Governor were still on the shore not far away, she felt vulnerable here. But as she thought more about this, she realized that she didn’t care as much about herself as she did about the whales and their companions. She murmured a prayer for the creatures of the ocean who were really her brethren now, because Moanna had christened her as one of them.

The ‘copters launched missiles simultaneously, and they sped toward the point in the line where Alicia had attempted to break through. The weapons made hissing sounds, like snakes in the sky, and struck their mark with terrible force, tearing hideous holes in a sperm whale and sunfish, and creating towers of bloody water over them. 

More missiles were fired on each side of that, killing more creatures, and the three warships surged forward. Just when it looked as if they were going to break through, however, a school of blue whales—the largest mammals on the planet—appeared from the sea and reinforced the line, pushing the ships back and forcing them sideways. Then additional sea creatures swam tightly around the ships, so that they were boxed in, and could not move in any direction.

“A clever tactic,” Dirk said. “The creatures sacrificed their lives but gained an advantage of position. Now the military can’t fire on that area, or they’ll hit their own ships. I fear it’s only a temporary advantage, however.” 

More whales, along with large sunfish and long-necked plesiosaurs, surged in from deep water where they had been waiting, and gathered around the vessels. Blood ran in the water, and huge, sickening chunks of body parts floated briefly before sinking. All the while, more and more large-bodied sea creatures kept appearing, to replace those who had been killed.

“The Navy and Air Force aren’t going to take this sitting down,” Dirk said. “I’m afraid this is only going to get worse.”

Almost before he had the words out of his mouth, the submarine partially submerged itself, so that only the top of its conning tower could be seen, and it headed toward another portion of the barrier. Before it could reach the barrier, however, or fire any missiles, it was surrounded by plesiosaurs, whale sharks, and blimplike dugongs. The animals used their combined body mass to force the sub to change course, and pushed it several hundred yards out to sea. The sub dove, but the animals dove with it. Finally, the sub surfaced again and floated on the waves, surrounded by a mass of large-bodied sea creatures.

Just then, sailors on the decks of the trapped guided-missile cruiser and destroyers fired rifles at the creatures, and hurled explosives at them, causing more blood to flow, but not freeing their ships.

Alicia heard Fuji Namoto comment on how gallant the whales and other creatures were, like non-violent protesters who kept putting their bodies in harm’s way, despite the risk of being injured or killed. Alicia considered rushing out there herself, and calling for Sea Warrior volunteers to do the same, no matter the danger. 

But first she turned to Gwyneth, and demanded, “You’ve got to do something to stop the slaughter!”

Looking very alarmed, the diminutive teenager nodded and finally said, “All right. I agree that this can’t continue.”

She dove into the water and swam toward the line of marine animals, on this side of the ones that were surrounding the naval vessels and preventing them from breaking free. Alicia saw her swimming next to one of the largest blue whales, touching the scarred side of the creature, while seeming to be talking to it. Like a battlefield commander, Gwyneth did this all along the line for a ways, making close contact with dozens of animals of different species. While she was doing this, the gunfire and explosions ceased, as it was obvious that they were of no avail against the immense power of nature arrayed against the naval force.

Perhaps half an hour passed with Gwyneth in the water, continuing to go from animal to animal, but Alicia saw no change in the floating, living barricade. Finally, Gwyneth swam back to shore and walked slowly toward the waiting Sea Warriors. “They moved against the Navy ships on their own, and they’re not responding to me anymore. I can’t get any of them to move an inch. I can’t even stop the new arrivals from coming in, from all over the world. Something has gone terribly, terribly wrong.” She hung her head.

		

This was indeed a calamity. Gwyneth had started something she could not reverse, and more of the largest creatures in the ocean were headed this way, galvanized into action by the Sea Warriors. To make matters worse, the U.S. Government had a right-wing president, a southerner named Fillmore Vanness—and against such a stubborn, militaristic foe, Alicia feared that all of the creatures in the sea barriers would be killed. It reminded her of the large number of deaths that occurred when whales and dolphins sometimes grounded themselves, either committing suicide or losing their bearings, but this was on a much bigger scale than anything that had ever occurred in history.

In the ranks of the Sea Warriors, no one had any plausible idea of what any of them could do to change the situation. So many things had already been tried. Now in desperation, some of the members proposed risking their own lives by throwing themselves directly into the line of fire from the Navy, as Alicia was considering doing herself.

“I forbid any of you to do that,” Kimo said, shaking his head. “This is not a time for foolish, individual heroics. We need to preserve each of your talents for the sake of the entire ocean. Moanna did not transform you to lose you in suicide missions.”

Jarred by the talk of suicide, Alicia hesitated, and then said, “Maybe I can make stronger waves, but I’m sure it will take time to make them strong enough, the way the sea creatures keep sending in reinforcements. I think we should do something else to begin with, something to deal with our public relations problem.”

“Such as?”

“Rescue the seamen on those warships. We tell Admiral Turner what we want to do, and then swim under the sea barricade and board the ships. We can rescue the seamen one at a time, after fitting them with breathing tanks. There are more than two hundred of us, so we can rescue that many at a time, with each Sea Warrior swimming underwater with a seaman.”

“It’s worth a try,” Dirk said. “Wait here.”

He strode over to Governor Churchill, who was walking up to the parking area with one of his aides, where the Navy brass were already getting into their staff cars. Alicia watched as the two men talked. They looked stiff and businesslike, but at least they didn’t seem to be yelling at each other.

When Dirk returned, he said, “I told the Governor your idea, and he expressed his gratitude.”

“That’s good. So we can begin the operation?”

“Not yet. He said he’d call Admiral Turner and see if something can be set up. He also said that everyone is very upset about the trapped ships. They’re calling it a mass kidnapping of naval personnel.”

“And are they blaming us for that?” Kimo asked.

“Who else?” Dirk said. “One thing more. Assuming we can’t clear the channels, we may need to defend the animals against attacks.”

“But how?” Alicia asked.

He smiled bitterly. “I don’t know. My experience leading fish for military purposes is limited to Navy dolphins. I’ve been thinking about it, though. Marine animals are highly evolved and specialized in order to survive in the ocean, and despite their independent and clever defensive maneuverings against the warships, they do not understand how to fight—at least not in any form of coordinated attack. I have a number of military contacts from my years of service, and maybe we can enlist some of them for strategic and tactical advice We need a think tank.”

“Put out feelers,” Kimo said. “But we only want people we can trust, people who believe in our cause.”

“I understand.” 


Chapter 17

When Preston Ellsworth drove on the Wanaao Road the next morning, he tried to avoid the largest and most notorious potholes, the ones that bore ominous names such as “Sinkhole” or “Lake Wanaao.” Like other drivers who frequented this road, he had memorized the worst bumps and sections of rough, washboard roadway, and was resigned to the fact that the problem areas would not be repaired for a long time—if ever. Many of the locals liked it that way, saying the rutted, uneven surface kept tourists to a minimum, but he felt exactly the opposite and would prefer a well-paved thoroughfare to bring hotel guests in and out as smoothly as possible. Some of his regulars joked about the condition of the road, but they always did so in an endearing tone, as did the locals.

With a spectacular view of the ocean on one side, and small, metal-roofed homes and fruit stands on the other, he passed the stand that used to be run by Kimo Pohaku, and was now being operated by Billie Hama, a young Hawaiian who once worked as a part-time clerk for Preston at the market he owned in town. A weathered sign read, “FRESH FRUIT.” The old man always thought with irritation about the Pohakus every time he drove by.

The road ran past a macadamia nut farm owned by a famous Olympic athlete, and a large mango grove. With the side window down, he smelled overripe mangoes that were scattered at the side of the road. It had rained the night before, and the deeper potholes still had water in them, and the ground had darker, richer shades of brown than usual. It was warm and humid, with a slight breeze rippling the trees, and the sun starting to peek around puffy rain clouds.

This SUV was not that old and didn’t have many miles on it—less than 25,000. But it handled like a much older car, and rattled along like a teenager’s jalopy. Painted silver, it looked older than its years, too, with rust spots on the body from the salt air, and rusted parts in the fuel system and on the undercarriage of the vehicle. He sighed in resignation. It was one of the prices of living in paradise—or what used to be paradise, before it came under attack from the sea.

Preston hated the most recent developments. He’d already been troubled about the decline in tourism due to the odd behavior of box jellyfish and other sea creatures, and now it was even worse, after that insane Kimo Pohaku led his rabid environmentalists in an assault on the beaches of Hawaii, and then escalated it to encircle every island with a barrier of live marine animals. The old man didn’t believe any of Kimo’s excuses for the barricades, the lie about a rogue member of the Sea Warriors who had gone beyond anything he had intended. The Pohakus had always been crazy, and now they were reaching new depths of lunacy, and broadening their poisonous influence.

For more than two weeks Preston had been worried about the safety of his granddaughter, and he blamed Kimo for luring her into his dark web of influence. As far as Preston was concerned, all of the Pohakus were spawns of the devil, springing forth from Satan’s hellfire to torment the Ellsworths, and now every legitimate businessperson in Hawaii. The ramifications were terrifying. If Kimo could interfere with swimming beaches, and even with boating and shipping, the islands would lose much, and probably most, of their traditional tourist industry.

The Ellsworth Ranch could survive the disaster and even adapt, bringing in tourists by air to see the “world famous” ring of sea monsters in the water—but it would be a circus freak show, instead of the traditional tourism that was based on the spectacular beauty of the islands and their aquamarine waters. Helicopter tours would continue, perhaps even increase, and there would still be backpacking and horseback-riding adventures into the interior valleys and waterfalls, but a large portion of the reason for visiting Hawaii—to swim at its stunning beaches and snorkel or scuba dive in the jewel-like waters—would be gone. The floating barriers ringing the islands were like a theft from him and from the other tourist-related businesses, and from tourists as well. Actually, it was like a death—a curtain of darkness that had been drawn down over the most beautiful place Preston had ever seen.

He rattled past tiger-claw trees with blazing red blossoms and entered Wanaao Town, where he came to a stop and waited for a family of tourists to cross the street—two overweight parents and a sunburned daughter. They wore cheap Hawaiian tee-shirts and caps, and obviously were not in the economic class that could afford to stay at his hotel. He could always determine that at a glance. As he waited, he watched a large sailing yacht out on the shimmering waters of the bay, but he didn’t know who owned it, and assumed they were visiting. He always liked to keep track of people in the area who had money.

Preston proceeded to the next block and turned onto a side street where a parking spot was reserved for him beside the Wanaao Central Market—one of the numerous businesses that he owned in the islands. As he climbed out of the vehicle he heard crowd noises, and saw a throng of people gathered in the town park down the street. He went to investigate, walking on a grassy area alongside the street. 

He passed a knoll with a covered barbecue area, then made his way down a grassy slope to an expanse of lawn where Easter egg hunts, luaus, and picnic-concerts were customarily held. To his dismay he saw Kimo’s mother, Ealani Pohaku, standing on the wooden stage with a bespectacled Catholic priest and a female minister from the local Congregational church. They were accompanied by four older women who were kahuna healers like the wretched Pohaku woman, claiming that they could bless people and properties, to drive away evil spirits. It was all bunk, in Preston’s opinion—a racket and a swindle. 

A crowd of townspeople was gathered in front of the stage, sitting on the grass and on portable chairs. Whatever these healers and religious leaders were doing seemed about to begin. Preston found a place to stand on one side, and waited. Many people in the Wanaao region were looking for answers to the ocean and tourism crisis, and were anxious to receive blessings to make their own misfortunes go away. Any time of turmoil and misfortune was a time when charlatans surfaced, like worms crawling out of the ground.

Dressed in a soft gray muumuu decorated with images of Hawaiian flowers, Ealani began, in that earthy, know-it-all voice he had always found so irritating. “Many of you are fearful of what is occurring in the waters of our islands, worried that the gods and goddesses of the sea have turned against our little community. A number of you make your living from the sea, just as my late husband did—and now that you are unable to go out on the water, your income has been drastically affected. You are wondering when the crisis will end. My husband Tiny had a philosophy about fishing, and he always harvested the bounty of the ocean carefully, with great respect. He never overfished an area, or took too many of any species. Tiny taught this way of life to many of you, and I know you have followed his advice, and you share his deep and abiding love for the ocean. It is not your fault that sea creatures have rebelled against human beings; it is not the fault of any native of Loa’kai island, or of any of the other Hawaiian islands, because our people have always respected the waters that have given us so much life, and such incredible beauty. 

“No, something else has happened, and it is the fault of outsiders who have plundered the resources of this planet, without regard for the consequences. My friends, the consequences are with us today, and the creatures of the sea are speaking; they will not tolerate any more mistreatment.”

She reached out to the Catholic priest on one side and the Congregational minister on the other, and clasped hands with them, and they in turn held hands with the other kahuna healers, on each side.

“For any of you who are in need of personal blessings, we will make the usual appointments—though it will take some time for us to get to all of you because so many are suffering. Until we can make the personal calls, please bow your heads with us now to observe a minute of silence, praying for the welfare of the ocean in any manner you find suitable.”

Preston Ellsworth bowed his head, but did not like her comment about an all-inclusive way of praying, which obviously included any non-Christians in the gathering. He was Catholic himself, and knew the priest, Father Tamblyn, but did not attend church as much as he should, because his business interests kept him so occupied. The good priest was either being duped, or—more likely—he had been forced to live in harmony with local pagan ways, without fully embracing them himself.

After a minute, Ealani gazed out at the vast ocean and said, “The ocean is troubled, and all mankind must listen to what it is saying. Each of us must look deep into our hearts and into our actions, and attempt to do better, to treat the seas of Earth with even greater love and respect than we already have. We can always improve, and each of us must do our small part to make things better.”

What a bunch of rubbish, Preston thought, bitterly. The Congregational minister was about to speak, but before she did, the old businessman took this opportunity to slip away.

		

Later that morning, Jeff Ellsworth flew the tour helicopter around the base of the volcano to the more densely-populated western shore of Loa’kai island, only a twenty-minute flight from the other side. The strange floating barrier was all around the island, packed with immense sea creatures, some of which looked like the stuff of legends and fantasy novels, rather than actual living animals. And yet, there they were.

Flying over the water, he used a pair of field glasses to look through the open passenger doorway, and got a view of his exclusive oceanfront condominium unit, the penthouse of a nine-story building. On the garden terrace he saw a bearded man and a woman in a skimpy bikini at a table, where they were being served breakfast by a uniformed waiter. 

Jeff sighed, set the binoculars aside and flew on. It irritated him that he could not use the unit himself, or the Ferrari that he loved so much. It was a classic older model that actually had a higher value than the $600,000 he was paying for it, but he was afraid he was about to lose the car, the penthouse, and the whole luxurious life he’d enjoyed on this side of the island. The costs were high for that lifestyle, and he didn’t even have a near-term prospect of getting his hands on the kind of money he needed.

Turning back toward the ranch, he flew over the strange floating barrier that circled the island, passing so low that two ferocious-looking creatures in the assortment of species tilted their long necks to look up as he passed. This was the older amphibious chopper that had a history of mechanical problems, but the engine sounded good, and it was flying well. It was his only option now, because he’d secretly ditched the newer one in the sea, and the matter was being handled by an insurance adjuster. So far the claim was proceeding in a satisfactory manner, and his grandfather was no longer complaining about the high deductible that would be subtracted from his insurance settlement.

In the meantime Jeff hoped this helicopter did not fall out of the sky, and especially not now, because those long-necked monsters looking up at him appeared to be agitated and had mouths full of sharp, glistening teeth. From pictures he’d seen in news accounts, he was certain they were the prehistoric plesiosaurs that had mistakenly been thought to have gone extinct—creatures of the deep that resembled the legendary Loch Ness monster. His sister, involved as she was with the Sea Warriors, was part of all this weirdness—and word had it that she and Kimo were not the only ones who had been transformed into fish people; reportedly they had also recruited more than two hundred volunteers from around the world, and all of them were able to swim underwater as if they’d never walked on land. Jeff had no idea what in the hell was going on, and he didn’t like it any more than his grandfather did. It was creepy; that was the best word he could use to describe the situation. Creepy.

Outside the floating, live-animal barricade, Jeff saw cargo ships, fishing boats, and pleasure craft stranded and going nowhere, just bobbing on the waves. He flew over several of them, noticed that a number of the pleasure boats appeared to be abandoned, with no crews or passengers in sight. The main deck of one sailboat was covered with shorebirds, almost making it look as if they had commandeered the vessel and were about to sail away with it. This gave him an idea, and he wondered what valuables might have been left aboard the boat, and others like it. With his drug income interrupted, he would like to develop an alternate source of income, to supplement the modest salary his grandfather paid him at the ranch. 

He considered how to do it. With its pontoons, the helicopter could set down on the water downwind of any anchored boat, and he would then use a long line to tie onto each boat and investigate it. He’d have to get wet swimming from the ‘copter to the boat with the line, and he would need to make sure the rotors stayed away from the boat, but he would be quick, and thought he could manage it. He just needed to find the right targets, far enough away from others that no one would see what he was doing. And he needed a large waterproof backpack to carry any valuables he found. 

He continued on, noting the locations of a number of candidates that he intended to check later.

As Jeff landed the ‘copter back at the ranch, he saw his grandfather awaiting him, along with two men in dark blue jackets—garments that he realized were emblazoned with “DEA” on the backs when one of them went to a vehicle and returned with a German Shepherd dog.

With his heart hammering in his chest, Jeff stepped down onto the pavement, and ducked to pass under the moving main rotor, as it wound slowly to a stop. He wore white trousers and a Hawaiian shirt, with the shirt tails out in typical fashion. He had stopped wearing his gold jewelry, not wanting to call attention to himself any more than necessary.

One of the federal men stepped forward, flashed an identity card and introduced himself as Agent Walker, and the man with the dog as Agent Jackson. Both were young, and Walker, a short man with a butch haircut, had small almond-shaped eyes that glared intently as he said, “Mister Ellsworth, it has been reported to us that someone has been operating an illegal drug operation in the islands, using helicopters to transport cocaine and other banned substances.”

“I don’t know anything about it, sir.”

“Perhaps that is true, but we’re checking on every helicopter tour business in Hawaii, and there are a lot of them, as you know. We have a search warrant, which we have given to your grandfather.” The man with the drug-sniffing dog circled the helicopter, then opened the cockpit door and let the dog poke its nose inside.

Presently, he shook his head, and Jeff said, “I’m sure you’re just doing your job, sir. Of course, I will cooperate in any way possible, but I don’t know anything about an illegal drug operation.”

“We understand you crashed your other helicopter.”

“That’s true. The insurance company has a full report on what happened, and it’s my understanding that they sent a diver down to inspect it.”

“We have their report, and photos. The cockpit was empty, didn’t even have any of your personal articles.”

“Are you suggesting that I ditched it intentionally, to hide evidence? If that’s what you’re saying, I see no reason to continue this conversation, and I’ll contact my attorney.”

Agent Walker smiled reassuringly, “Hold on, young man. I don’t mean to give you the wrong impression. We know you’re a decorated war hero, from a fine family. We don’t suspect you of anything. It’s just that we have to go through the motions, ask all the questions, and fill out the proper forms. Your personal articles were probably washed away in underwater currents, and any snacks you might have had aboard—as you told the insurance adjuster—were undoubtedly carried off by sea creatures.”

Jeff took a deep breath, felt his pulse go down. “All right, I understand you’re just doing your job.”

“It’s just that with the ‘copter underwater for several days, it wouldn’t have any odor of drugs inside.” He smiled, petted the head of the dog, which had come over to his side. “This fellow doesn’t do any drug-sniffing dives.”

“There was nothing to smell even before I lost the ‘copter,” Jeff said.

The agent nodded. He only asked a few more questions, about where Jeff had been today. In response Jeff lied, told him that he had intended to drop in unannounced on one of his girlfriends and take her for a surprise ride to impress her, but had changed his mind. It was plausible, because the girlfriend, Stephanie Bickel, lived near where he had flown today. Jeff had only been on a few dates with her, he told the agent, and she’d always seemed a little reserved to him—both truthful statements. He said he had hoped to improve their relationship with the helicopter ride.

The agents seemed to be satisfied with Jeff’s answers and demeanor, and after a torturous hour that seemed more like a week, they drove away.


Chapter 18

Kimo Pohaku stood on the south shore of Oahu, gazing out on the cordon of living sea creatures that encircled the island, knowing that every other major island in the Hawaiian chain was barricaded as well. Most of his Sea Warriors were in the water now engaged in training exercises, and on missions to investigate any possible changes in the behavior of the large-bodied creatures at the entrance to Pearl Harbor, whose numbers continued to increase by the hour. He had noticed (and it had been reported to him) that the animals had their own rotation system, in which whales, dugong sea cows, sunfish, and other creatures in the sea barrier left regularly for their own purposes, sometimes to feed, but not before they were replaced by other animals. It appeared to be a fine-tuned operation, but a perplexing one. 

The military attacks against the cordon outside Pearl Harbor had ceased for the moment, but all morning long the Navy had been using large helicopters to airlift seamen off the three stranded warships—an obvious rejection of the Sea Warriors’ offer to rescue them with a system of escorted dives. Kimo worried what would happen after the ships were cleared of people, if the bloody assaults would resume. It seemed likely, because the military force was doing whatever it wanted to do, without conferring with Kimo’s leadership team.

Now it was midday, with the sun so bright overhead that it forced him to squint, which he usually didn’t need to do. Earlier that morning he and Dirk had taken a second wave of Sea Warrior recruiting candidates—one hundred ninety-eight of them—down to see Moanna , locating her further to the west in the same deep ocean trench she’d been in before. Her ruby-red glow was still much dimmer than usual, not brightening when the two swimmers neared her, and she’d said very little. The water had been cold around her, and he remained very concerned. 

Still, Moanna had cast her weakened red glow over the would-be recruits, and had transformed all but one of them into human-fish hybrids.

“You have an impostor in your midst,” Moanna had finally said to Kimo in her murmuring, faded voice, “not the actual person named on the list.” The red darkness of her realm was hazy, from the faintness of her glowing orb.

“An impostor?” Kimo had said, noticing that the Sea Goddess had left one of the recruits inside the bubble tube that took all them down to her. The man stood inside the oxygen-rich enclosure peering out through the clear membrane formed by the bubblefish, looking angry.

“The U.S. Navy sent him.”

To Kimo, he didn’t look anything like a military man, with long blond hair and a scraggly mustache—but that must have been an intentional makeover, to throw people off. Deeply concerned about why the Navy wanted to infiltrate his group, Kimo had called Dirk over and instructed him to interrogate the man when they got back to the surface. Kimo needed to remain behind, to speak further with Moanna.

Moments later, the bubble tube had begun to rise to the surface, with Dirk Avondale swimming upward beside it, taking the new recruits with him, who were all gill and swim-bladder-equipped members now, along with other bodily enhancements for surviving in the ocean. There were a total of four hundred three members now, including Kimo and Alicia.

But Kimo learned later that the interrogation never took place, as Dirk would inform him that several hundred feet beneath the surface, the bubblefish had inexplicably separated from one another, breaking open the membrane and leaving the man in the water without the oxygen he needed to breathe. Dirk had attempted to breathe air into the man’s lungs (like a buddy-breathing system used by divers in emergencies) but the underwater breathing system of a hybrid with gills was not compatible with that of an ordinary human, and the attempt had not worked. In a panic, the man had clutched onto Dirk, and died….

		

Not knowing about that yet, Kimo had been alone with Moanna in the misty red darkness. He had taken that opportunity to describe in some detail the strange, independent behavior of the large marine animals, and he’d asked her why they seemed to be of one collective mind, and if she knew why they were refusing to disperse.

“I know you told me that the Sea Warriors have to solve this problem,” Kimo had added, “but it’s gone beyond anything we can possibly handle. And I fear it’s going to get far worse.”

She had only glowed dimly, as before, and he still worried about her. But her whispering, murmuring voice had grown a little stronger today, and she’d said a lot more than he expected. “I do not know why the whales and their companions are acting this way. Even with molecular communication through the particles of ocean water, I do not know. It is as if –“ She had then paused for a long moment, during which her amorphous, ruby-red glow pulsed in apparent agitation, before growing smoother. “It is as if the animals have their own free will on a scale that I never anticipated, and it is of a collective nature. They are moving in concert, like the morphic fields that shape formations of birds, and I have been unable to detect the force that guides them now—or intervene with it, though I have tried. Like you, I am extremely concerned. Their behavior is … is most unexpected, and quite worrisome.”

“Alicia told me she is concerned that it might be a mass suicide of the largest species on the planet. She mentioned past incidents of dolphins, whales, and other creatures beaching themselves by the hundreds, and occasionally in larger numbers, and dying. But this is a bigger event, Moanna—much, much bigger, and horrifying. Alicia fears that the large animals are killing themselves by defying the most powerful military force in the world—hastening the process of their own extinction that mankind has already set in motion, making the inevitable happen sooner.”

“Yes, that is a disturbing possibility, a most disturbing one.”

“And under that theory, the large-bodied sea creatures have used Gwyneth McDevitt as a catalyst, in which she galvanized multiple species into collective action, and once that was set in motion, the animals themselves took it to another level—led by the most intelligent among them, probably the whales.”

“I fear Alicia is right. A sense of deep despondency in the core of my being tells me that if this continues, there could be a snowball effect in which billions of creatures of the sea kill themselves. A terrible mass suicide in which almost all ocean life ends in the upper food chain. And regardless of whether or not that occurs, there is a troublesome trend in the ocean in which large dead zones are appearing that have no oxygen, so that marine microbes and most marine animals cannot live there, nor can plants. In a matter of only two centuries, the seas of this planet could be entirely devoid of oxygen and dead—leaving them suitable only for jellyfish and certain chemical life forms that do not depend on oxygen for their survival. The death of the ocean, of course, would eliminate more than half of the oxygen production on the planet, and both animal and plant species on the land would die off catastrophically. Some land species are likely to survive, even on limited oxygen. Humans, being highly adaptable, are likely to survive, though in greatly diminished numbers.”

“What would become of you?” Kimo had asked, feeling dismal.

“I would vanish, of course. As the seas live and breathe, I live and breathe, for I am Ocean.” 

Deep in thought, Kimo had said, “Gwyneth started the process of mobilizing the whales and other large creatures. Doesn’t it make sense that she could also be the key to reversing it? Do you think she is lying when she says she can’t get the animals to disperse?”

“She is not lying. Of that I am as confident as I can possibly be, from my own special knowledge of her. However, she may very well be the key to reversing the process. You could be right about that. The problem is, we don’t know how to use that key.”

“Maybe she knows,” Kimo suggested. “Maybe somewhere deep in her soul she knows. Can you work with her?”

A long period of silence ensued. Then: “As difficult as this is for me to say, and as difficult as it must be for you, I must counsel you to give her as much free reign as possible. Other than myself, she has more information about the ocean than anyone, because she has been a repository of data that has flowed from me through you, into her.”

“I dreamed that, but I didn’t think it was real.”

“Why not? The names that appeared in your dreams turned out to be real.”

“I was not in the water when you passed information to us, and neither was Gwyneth. How then did you –“

“You are not prepared to know the reason for that, Kimo.”

He felt as if his mother had spanked him. “So, Gwyneth is a very special repository of information about the ocean.”

“Yet, she is no more special than you or Alicia, because all three of you are essential parts of what I want to see happen-which is the complete reversal of bad human behavior when it comes to the ocean. In Gwyneth’s case, she has the most raw data, that is true—but she is not always able to access it. Think of your own mind, or that of any other human. Large amounts of information are in storage, and not always retrievable. It is like that with Gwyneth as well, but on a much larger scale. Her mind is a huge repository of facts—and the answer to our problem may be somewhere in her custody.”

“But not in yours, too?”

“She has her own extremely special connection with whales, and through them with other ocean animals, her own unique linkage that even I do not have. She knows things I do not. Remember, too, that she is a creature of the land and of the sea, while I am solely of the sea—and keep in mind, too, that whales are mammals whose ancestors walked on the land eons ago, before going to live entirely in the ocean. Beyond her very special nature, and those of you and your other Sea Warriors, I have sought assistance from human beings because humans have damaged the seas terribly, and it is only right that humans should restore them as well. Considering everything, I must step back far enough to allow Gwyneth, and all of you, to exercise your good human qualities to aid the ocean.”

“So, Gwyneth is the brain of the Sea Warriors, while Alicia and I perform other functions.”

The murmuring voice weakened, but Moanna continued to speak. “It’s not quite that simple. Think of it this way. You are intelligent in different ways than Gwyneth is, and you must use your own intellect, instincts, and leadership skills to bring certain aspects of hers out, to encourage and counsel her to make the best possible use of her talents, while giving her as much free reign as possible. She is very troubled now because of what has happened with the floating barricades, very uncertain of herself. And this makes her hesitant to act, hesitant to explore the tributaries of her mind where the answers could very well lie, because the sea barriers she envisioned have gone farther than she expected—they have become unmovable.”

Kimo thought about these things for a long moment, and found himself so stunned by the extent of the problem that he was unable to think of anything to say.

Moanna then filled his mind with even more. “I, too, have a hesitancy that is affecting my decisions and my actions. In the past, I exercised too much power, generating huge storms at sea and immense walls of water that flooded much of the planet. In different human cultures there are parallel legends of ancient floods. Those stories all have a basis in fact, and I caused many of the ocean-related ‘natural’ disasters, to my eternal regret. The biblical forty days and forty nights of rain were also of my making. You must realize, however, that there are other supernatural powers at work on this world, other ‘gods” and “goddesses,” as humans like to think of them—and I caused the rain and flooding at the request of another deity. These entities, including myself, sometimes work in concert, and sometimes we work separately, and even at cross purposes. I also parted the Red Sea, much to the awe of human beings.”

“I had no idea you did all that.”

“I did. And like you I have emotions. In what you call ancient times I lost my patience with mankind for a variety of reasons—precipitating disasters that almost wiped out all life on the land—failing to see that the planet needs a balance between the land, the sea, and the sky. I went too far, because even I have never been perfect. Now I seek a new equilibrium, because that is what life is all about—both on the micro and macro scale. It is about balance.”

“But now you are dissatisfied with humans again.”

“Yes, but this time I am in a much weakened state, and even so, I have the wisdom to see that there are exceptions in the ranks of mankind, good people such as yourself, Alicia, Gwyneth, and other Sea Warriors. Good people such as your adoptive parents, as well as the ocean scientists and environmentalists who want to join the ranks of the organization as associates. What I would like to see now is for you to assemble the good humans into a formidable force that will not only lead sea creatures, but will also alter human behavior, to make the planet a better place for all species of animals and plants—a utopia for life forms of all kind.”

“Moanna, this is more than you’ve ever told me at one time before. I always sensed you had something special in mind for me, but I had no comprehension of the sheer immensity of it, the scale of it. I thank you for allowing me to be the first human to be transformed. I will do my best to not disappoint you—to not disappoint the planet Earth.”

“The planet Ocean, you mean? Shouldn’t this world be called Ocean instead, because the seas are so much more extensive than the lands?”

“You’re right,” Kimo said.

“I have been waiting to see how you would develop, my child. I like what I see, and besides, I do not have the strength or the abilities to do everything….”

		

Now as Kimo stood on the beach he became aware of the warmth of the sun above him, of the nutrients flowing from that distant fireball into his body, and he thought of the miracle of all life on this planet that he would forever call Ocean, and of his part in taking it to another level. He had been feeling renewed determination since seeing Moanna today, a determination to oversee as much as he possibly could.

In Honolulu, Fuji Namoto had the Sea Warrior office up and running, staffed with volunteers who were helping her coordinate an aggressive internet public relations and funding drive. Public opinion had steadied, and the organization had raised more than $17,000,000 in only a few days, with most of it being poured back into promotional efforts. Fuji reported that she had thousands of applications for associate memberships, and that she had set up a screening process to make sure the applicants were worthy, and were not moles who were only seeking to collect inside information for an opponent. It would be impossible to ever be completely certain of the loyalty of every applicant, both Fuji and Kimo realized, so they could only do their best to weed out the bad ones. So far, there had been no known disloyalty problems among the associates, but Fuji and a team of her trusted advisers were remaining wary, and alert.

Because of the government investigation that Governor Heinz Churchill had ordered, the Sea Warriors faced legal challenges, so Fuji had begun to obtain advice from a high-powered attorney. The biggest legal concern, she reported, had to do with the decision one of their members had made to take independent action that had cast the Sea Warriors in a bad light in many circles—the decision to blockade the Hawaiian islands. There was also the matter of the Navy spy who had attempted to become a hybrid Sea Warrior, had been discovered by Moanna, and had died mysteriously underwater. So far the Navy had said nothing publicly about this.

The action to cordon off the Hawaiian islands from the sea, however—and the beach shutdowns that preceded it—had generated a huge amount of sympathy from environmental groups around the world, and it was from their ranks that most of the applications for associate membership were coming, along with financial support. When Fuji added this to the many demonstrations by environmentalists in support of the Sea Warriors in cities around the globe, she told Kimo the momentum was good. So far, the backing might be coming from a minority of people on the planet, but they were a fervent bunch, and it was making up for the numbers of people who opposed him, people who thought the Sea Warriors had gone too far even in their attempt to shut down beaches.

All of Fuji’s efforts for the radical ocean-rights organization had strained her relationship with her husband, Governor Churchill, and rumors were swirling that they would soon be divorced. As it was, they were barely on speaking terms.

Though Kimo was from Loa’kai and had established an interim place to gather his Sea Warriors at Crimson Cove, he was beginning to see the benefit of changing his headquarters to Oahu. Fuji had set up their land-based office in Honolulu, where they had better access to big-money donors and volunteers. Besides, Kimo realized, Oahu was not that much farther from Moanna’s deep ocean locker than Loa’kai, making the travel times manageable. 

		

Late that afternoon, Kimo met with his hybrid warriors at a beach on the eastern shore of Oahu. For the first time, the organization had their own security force, half a dozen burly male guards that Fuji had organized among the volunteer associates. Dressed in casual shorts, they wore dark blue tee-shirts identifying them as “SECURITY,” and kept reporters, photographers, and members of the public away from the meeting area.

As Kimo waited for everyone to arrive by sea, he received a report from Dirk Avondale on the progress of the newest one hundred ninety-seven recruits—all of whom had swum here with Dirk, after their deep-ocean transformations. They sat on the white sand below Kimo, who stood on a high point where he could see the sparkling aquamarine waters of the ocean. As Dirk gave Kimo the report orally, the other ocean warriors began filtering in, more slowly than Kimo wanted. He’d transmitted all of them a message underwater, and was feeling increasingly concerned about the delay. By the time Dirk finished his report a few minutes later, only around half of the original members had arrived, and Kimo was worried about the others.

Then he saw a group of them swimming toward him, with Gwyneth in the front, reaching the shore first. She looked different, and so did many of the others. Startlingly different. Previously, Kimo had thought he’d noticed changes in Gwyneth’s face, a flattening of the features, but he had not been sure. Now, he was absolutely certain. The teenager was almost unrecognizable, a strange swimming creature with an oddly familiar elfin face and short, curly brown hair. The eyes were still bright blue but larger, and the mouth was smaller. Her ears and nose had gone flat, and only small orifices remained visible. As before she was quite proficient at swimming in the sea, but her body was wider and heavier now (too large for her Sea Warrior swimsuit, which was gone) and she was swimming differently, making undulating motions with her body instead of relying on her arms and legs for propulsion. 

As she stepped out of the water, Kimo saw that her torso was flat in front, and he realized that her arms were shorter, seemingly having drawn back into her body. Her legs were considerably shorter as well, and she had trouble walking on them. Any previous physical indications of her gender were missing, or at least he could not identify anything in that regard. Her skin looked rough-textured, and had a gray cast to it.

“I’m becoming more a creature of the ocean than of the land,” she said to Kimo when he greeted her at water’s edge.

Then his attention shifted to others who were wading ashore. Jacqueline Rado still had a normal appearance to her body, but her face had lost some of its human qualities. In a way it still looked like her, but it was a blending of human and fish features, as if a distorted version of her countenance had been superimposed over the snout and wide mouth of a shark. 

Some of the warriors were unchanged in facial or bodily appearance, but a small number had morphed into something different, almost frighteningly so—and he recognized a pattern. Except for Gwyneth, the ones who had changed resembled at least one of the species of sea life that they commanded. This was true of Jacqueline. It was also true of Fred Earhart, but he had become completely unrecognizable, and had to be identified for Kimo by someone else. Earhart still had a human body, but his ruddy Irish face had vanished into the countenance of a swordfish, with a long, sharp protrusion that appeared capable of causing a lot of damage to the unwary. He was perfectly content with the alteration, and could still speak reasonably well. He could also smile, which looked really odd to Kimo. In staring at him, Kimo noticed one of his former features remained—a patch of red hair on top of the fish head, clinging there like a wig with strong adhesive.

Another change involved Phil Austin, who had metamorphosed into a large, rotund seahorse, and demonstrated an ability to make hundreds of tiny seahorses perform tricks underwater, as if choreographed by Busby Berkley—with the small leafy sea dragons gathering around and watching, as if they were an attentive audience. Some of the Sea Warriors were amused by the antics, but Kimo had no time to think of entertainment. He catalogued the various changes in his mind, deciding for each whether it was something that could help the cause, or not. Austin, while not appearing to be capable of any aggression, might still provide amusement for his comrades. That was something, anyway.

By far the most strikingly beautiful of all the hybrids who underwent further change was Pauline Deveaux, whose interest in reef fish turned her into a human-sized, rainbow-hued fish with a countenance that had some of her original attractive features, especially her pretty blue eyes and gentle facial expressions. Resembling a mermaid more than any of her companions, she swam as far as she could toward the beach in the shallow water, and then remained partially immersed for her comrades to examine. “I guess I can’t go on the land anymore,” she said, because she no longer had a human body at all. “But that’s all right. I actually remember being a little girl and looking into a tank of tropical fish, wishing I could be like them.”

“Well your wish came true,” Alicia said.

Foley Johnson had a thick, checkered green tortoise shell on his back and torso now (like that of a green turtle), and he demonstrated an ability to withdraw his black humanoid body into it. Many of the warriors seemed delighted by this, but Kimo had an unsettled feeling about everything he was seeing, wondering why it had all occurred, and what might happen next.

While the ones who had already metamorphosed in this manner seemed content with their new bodies, some of those who had not shown any such changes were visibly upset and nervous, fearful of what might happen to them. The brunette actress Monique Gatsby was expressing considerable concern about this. Then Kimo noticed two more warriors coming ashore, with each of them having partial crustacean features. Both of them were visibly upset and angry, and as they approached, the other warriors grew more silent, except for one who whispered near Kimo, “It’s Vinson Chi’ang and Emily Talbot!”

Just then, Kimo heard a shout from security, and he saw a woman on a hang-glider flying toward them, from the direction of the water. As she drew closer, he noticed that she had a camera, and she was shooting pictures of the Sea Warriors. Two security men rushed toward her, and one of them shot a volley of airborne smoke bombs that prevented her from taking any more good photos. But as she swooped away and out of the yellow haze, Kimo knew she had what she wanted. Her paparazzi photos would be worth a lot of money.

With the smoke clearing, Kimo saw that Chi’ang’s hands had become blue and white claws, though his face and the rest of his body appeared unchanged. Emily Talbot, whose dominion over crustaceans overlapped with his, was much more altered, with green and orange claws and pincers for hands, small red eyes, and twin antennae sprouting from her bright green, humanoid forehead. 

Emily was crying, and shouted, “When I signed up to be a Sea Warrior, nothing was said to me about any external alterations to my body! It just so happens that I liked the way I looked, and I didn’t want it changed!”

“I’m afraid that’s out of our hands now,” Dirk Avondale said. “Any of us could be changed at any moment, but we can’t worry about it.  You should not be thinking about yourself; you should instead be thinking about the welfare of the ocean, and what you can do for it.”

“We should have been told,” she insisted, and Chi’ang agreed.

“Maybe you should have asked the right questions,” another man suggested.

“The right questions?” Chi’ang shouted, scuttling awkwardly toward the warrior who had spoken. “How could any of us have known what questions to ask?”

“You’ll get over this,” Kimo said. “We all must accept our fates, whatever they might be, whenever they might become apparent. None of us really know what will happen next, but we must put our complete faith in Moanna. We must put our complete faith in the ocean.” 

		

Flying over water made golden by the setting sun, Jeff made his way along the western shore of Loa’kai Island, heading for an abandoned yacht that was just now coming into view. The craft was a good distance from other vessels, far enough that he was not concerned about being seen. 

Now he buzzed over the yacht, as he had done twice before, to see if anyone popped their head out. Again, no one appeared, so he set down in the water downwind of the anchored boat, perhaps a hundred feet away. With the wind blowing in this direction, it should keep the ‘copter and its rotors well away from the boat. He slipped on the empty waterproof backpack, then wrapped one end of a line around his waist and shoulders, and swam to the boat, where he tied up.

As expected, the yacht’s main cabin door was locked, but his backpack had a small crowbar in it, and he used the tool to rip the door open. The boat, perhaps seventy feet long and well appointed, reminded him of one that Pauly Tahina owned. The drug lord used to throw lavish parties on his yacht, and Jeff had been invited to some of them—before the contaminated stuff was delivered to the islands, and everything fell apart.

The main salon was decorated in rich, dark Hawaiian koa wood, with cabinets full of crystal goblets in holders to keep them from breaking at sea. Still dripping wet, he opened a set of drawers that contained an expensive set of antique silverware, but left it for the moment, heading for the master bedroom in the forward section. He discovered that there were two equal-sized bedrooms there, each of them large and well-appointed. One had women’s jewelry scattered on a counter in the dressing room, and a red cocktail dress on a hanger, and matching shoes beneath that—as if someone had been preparing for a gala event when she discovered that the boat could not get to Oahu.

Jeff examined several diamond, gold, and silver rings, necklaces, bracelets, and broaches closely: didn’t see anything that looked like costume jewelry. He stuffed everything in the backpack, then found a gold men’s watch in one of the dresser drawers, along with ruby cuff links, gold rings, and gold chains. All went into the pack. In the main salon, he loaded as much of the old silverware as he could into the pack. To convert such items into cash, he would need to set up arrangements with a fence, and already he had two names in mind, seemingly discreet men he’d met through Pauly.

Looking out a porthole, he confirmed that the wind strength and direction were holding steady, keeping the helicopter safely away from the boat. He loaded the silverware and a silver tea service, and made a second pass through the cabins, finding a folding chess set with exquisitely carved fossil ivory chess pieces, and an antique sextant, both of which fit into the pack.

In the air a short while later, Jeff extended the helicopter’s struts and made a landing in a remote jungle clearing on ranch property, where he unloaded a trunk of booty into a hiding place in the thick foliage (next to the money safe he’d already buried there), and wrapped dark plastic over the top of the trunk. It was dark when he returned to the ranch, and used a small tractor to tow the ‘copter into its hangar.

Finally, back in his room, he breathed a sigh of relief, and smiled to himself—because in this particular side enterprise he didn’t need to worry about drug-sniffing dogs. He might even have a legally enforceable salvage claim on the things he took, because the vessel had been abandoned at sea. For that matter, he might even be entitled to the whole yacht—but he would be content with what he got, not wanting to push his luck. 


Chapter 19

From his earliest memories, Vinson Chi’ang had not liked to be crossed, and had never let an affront pass without seeking revenge for it. Growing up in the Chinese-American community of San Francisco, he had led a dual life—as an honor student, and as a hoodlum who prowled the neighborhoods of the city with a gang, looking for houses to break into and steal valuables.

Vinson had never killed anyone, but he had beaten them up badly, one time doing that to a former friend who had taken a girl away from him. For that betrayal he had knocked out one of the young man’s front teeth with a well-placed punch that also split his upper lip so badly that it never healed right—giving him reminders of his treachery to carry with him for the rest of his life.

Wearing black Sea Warrior swimsuits that still fit them, Vinson and the even-more-metamorphosed Emily Talbot sat on a log at Crimson Cove. It was mid-morning, and no one was around except for them, not even Jiddy Rahim. Staring down at the blue and white claws he now had for hands, Vinson felt his raw emotions on the surface, infusing his thoughts with so much rage that he had to do something about it. He had to get even. 

The two of them had swum back to the cove and opened one of a dozen large trunks that Jiddy kept in his cave for the Sea Warriors, a place for the members to leave a few personal effects that they wanted to keep. Kimo had encouraged this, saying any one of them might change their mind later and decide not to continue with the organization, even if they had been transformed by Moanna. 

In the conversations that Vinson and Emily had with Kimo before the first wave of recruits were taken down to Moanna, the only talk of transformation had been of internal bodily changes—giving those who passed muster with the water goddess a swim bladder, gills, and other internal alterations that would enable them to swim anywhere in the sea, navigate in it, and eat ocean organisms. Or, if they wished, it was assumed that they could still walk on the land and go undetected as a hybrid. These things had all been discussed, and they had the examples of Kimo and Alicia, both of whom had been transformed so that only their gills were visible, and then only upon close examination behind their ears, underneath their hair lines. It made Vinson distrust those two in particular, and suspect that they had been lying all along—concealing terrible truths from the recruits.

Neither Vinson nor Emily had expected anything like this. Their bizarre physical appearances threatened to erase the plans he’d had for eventually leaving the Sea Warriors and enjoying a lavish lifestyle on the land, after obtaining whatever riches he could from his involvement with the organization. Because Emily’s changes were far more radical than his, she was even more upset and emotional—and as she sat beside him she could not prevent the tears from streaming down the rough, chitinous surface of her face—a bright green countenance that had narrowed and merged into her torso.

Previously he had never been physically attracted to Emily, and had only spent time with her because of their shared interest in crustaceans. Looking over at her now, he grimaced at the changes in her face, and her hands that had become green and orange claws—and he feared he might undergo additional changes himself. And yet, surprisingly, he now found her quite attractive, and even arousing. This confused him, and frightened him even more, and made him wonder how much longer he would retain any remnants of his human appearance. And it made what he had in mind even more urgent.

Reaching over, he grasped one of her claw hands in his own, and said, “We’d better get going.”

She looked at him inquisitively, with complete vulnerability in her small red eyes. The long antennae on her forehead twitched. “All right,” she said, standing up with her claw grasping her purse, one of the articles she had retrieved from a trunk, so that she would have identification papers. For the same reason Vinson had his wallet—and they placed the items in their waterproof packs, along with a cell phone that Vinson had set out in the sun to charge its solar battery. Having figured out how to use the phone with his claws and their sharp tips, he had succeeded in calling the U.S. Navy authorities in Pearl Harbor, and asking if they were interested in any Sea Warriors who wanted to defect, and if they wanted information on the inner workings of the organization. The answers to both questions had been strongly affirmative.

Vinson warned an officer on the phone about the radical physical changes he and Emily had undergone, and he seemed unsurprised. “I think I’ve seen a photo of you,” he said.

After sealing the packs, Vinson and Emily strapped them on, dove into the water, and began swimming. 

An hour later they were back in Honolulu, climbing out of the water at Ewa Beach Park, near the entrance to Pearl Harbor. Startled sun bathers rose to their feet, pointing and whispering among themselves. Most people only basked in the sun, because there was so much fear of going in the water. Nonetheless, a few brave ones were swimming, and a couple of them even went out to the whales, dugongs, sunfish, and other large creatures who formed the sea barrier. 

Followed by curious onlookers, the fantastically bizarre couple walked up to the road and climbed into a U.S. Navy staff car, driven by a seaman who was startled by their appearance as he let them into the back, and then kept looking at them in his rear view mirror as he drove. 

A short while later, Vinson and Emily had their identifications checked and confirmed. Then they were escorted into a military office that looked out on the harbor, where they sat nervously on chairs and waited, still dripping a little water on the floor. One entire wall of the office was covered with an immense photograph of Pearl Harbor, taken on the day of the Japanese attack in 1941.

Presently two men entered, naval officers dressed in uniform slacks and shirts, but without their jackets or caps. One of them wiped his mouth with a paper napkin, then tossed it into a waste basket. Apparently, they had been eating breakfast.

After introducing themselves as Captain Garth and Lieutenant Bishop (and shaking the claw-hands awkwardly), they pulled up chairs and sat facing the visitors, staring rudely at their claws, and at the grotesque features of Emily’s face. This made the defecting Sea Warriors even more uncomfortable, and Vinson asked, “Admiral Turner is on his way? And the Governor?”

“They are busy attending to other matters,” Garth said. “We have been instructed to take your information and pass it along to them.”

Lt. Bishop had a video recorder, which he set up on a nearby desk, while turning on a connected computer monitor.

Chi’ang bristled. “I was very clear in my phone message today, that I only want to speak to the Admiral and the Governor. We want to offer information on the Sea Warriors, as part of a deal.”

“Give us the information first, and we’ll find out if you can have a deal,” Garth said. He had a stony, weathered face, while his companion appeared to be Hawaiian, with dark skin and Polynesian facial features.

“That’s not how a deal works,” Chi’ang said. “We want a guarantee that we will receive what we want in exchange for the valuable information—and our future services.” He clicked one of his claws. “As you can see, we have undergone … certain … physical alterations.”

“Yes,” Garth said, nodding. “Interesting. Now tell us what you know, and what you want.”

Chi’ang exchanged a glance with his companion, then began, reluctantly. “We are offering an alliance with the U.S. military, in which we will provide intelligence information on the activities of the ocean rebels—all the information we already know, plus whatever we can continue to develop. Miss Talbot and I are able to make crustaceans do what we want. For example, we can spy on Sea Warrior meetings in the water by sending in reef crabs or packrat lobsters, fitted with tiny military cameras, to record what is said. For other purposes, we have many, many crustaceans at our disposal. Millions, I’d say, and I’ve noticed that some of the species we’ve found in Hawaii are common to tropical waters in other parts of the world, and have not been seen around here—until Emily and I drew them to us.”

Captain Garth sneered. “So, you have a crab and lobster army of millions? And what would you propose that we do with such an army? Send them in to pinch the Sea Warriors into submission?”

“Oh no, we are not suggesting that at all. The rebel leaders have many powerful marine animals in their dominion, and our crustaceans would only be used in specialized situations. Yes, our animals can attack. But more importantly, Emily and I can remove them from the Sea Warrior’s arsenal, preventing Kimo Pohaku, for example, from inundating swimming beaches with crabs.”

“I thought they used jellyfish and stonefish for that, and sharks.”

“That’s true, but the crabs are yet another potent weapon in their arsenal that we can remove. Believe me, Captain, a throng of warrior crabs can be a formidable force, and can inflict a lot of injuries to people. We can prevent such services to your side.”

“And what do you want in exchange?” Lt. Bishop asked.

Reaching into his waterproof pack, Chi’ang brought out the small golden bird he had found near Kauai, and Emily produced the golden fish as well. He handed them to the Captain and said, “These appear to be artifacts from the Incans or perhaps from the Mayans, and I think they’re quite valuable.”

Chi’ang went on to describe the other artifacts they’d left behind in the water, then added, “We think there may be even more valuable articles near the site we located, perhaps from a Spanish galleon that went down. We would like to have the salvage rights on all old shipwrecks found in American waters. That should amount to some money, of course, but probably no more than a few million, because so many shipwrecks have already been found.”

Garth handed the figurines back to Chi’ang, said, “The United States government cannot promise anything like that. Various nations—Spain among them—might have legal claims on any treasures that remain undiscovered, especially if they went down in their sovereign military ships.”

“Well, figure out some other way to pay us, then.”

The Captain and Lieutenant exchanged grins, and then Garth said, “We don’t know what the going rate for crab-army mercenaries is.”

“Or lobster soldiers,” Bishop said. “They could be defeated so easily with boiling water and nutcrackers.”

The men laughed heartily, causing Chi’ang to feel a hot flush of anger. Shaking, he rose to his feet with Emily. Everything was a blur around him. “I guess we don’t have anything further to discuss then,” he said, hearing the quavering in his voice.

Peripherally, he saw that Emily’s face was a ferocious scowl, and she shook with a rage that matched his own. Then suddenly, without a word exchanged between them, they lunged at the officers—Vinson at the Captain and Emily at the Lieutenant. The men cried out, but it was too late, as the attackers used razor-sharp claws to slash their throats and gouge into their chests to stop their hearts.

Bleeding and gasping their last breaths, the officers slumped to the floor. Vinson and Emily bounded over the pooling blood and slid open a door, then leaped off a balcony into the water of the harbor.

Using their humanoid ability to swim, while summoning help from every crab and lobster in the harbor, they made their way to a guided-missile cruiser that was docked nearby, and surfaced in the water alongside it. Hundreds of seamen were boarding the vessel, while uniformed officers stood on the decks. Suddenly, the hull was covered with crawling crustaceans—more crabs than anything else—and more were climbing up the pilings onto the dock. The crabs were the most aggressive, and the most nimble. Officers shouted and pointed, but none of them knew what to do, because nothing like this had ever happened before.

Vinson and Emily, having already sent molecular commands to their minions, enjoyed the show, as crustaceans crawled onto screaming men and women on the ship and on the dock, and ripped them to pieces. Some of the victims fired handguns in an effort to save themselves, but it was a hopeless effort, because for every crab they killed there were ten more to take its place.

When it was all over, and the screams had stopped, Vinson Chi’ang and Emily Talbot swam out of the harbor into the open sea, while behind them their army of killers scuttled back into the water.

		

Kimo heard the horrendous news just as he, Alicia, and Dirk were leading more than two hundred seventy new Sea Warriors back to the surface, after they were transformed by Moanna. There had been a glitch when four of the recruits were rejected by the deity, for varying reasons—but this time, all of them made it back to the surface without harm.

There had already been rumors of Sea Warriors metamorphosing into strange creatures, and when reports of the vicious murders hit the news outlets later that day, their opponents had their confirmation—or at least they attempted to twist it to their advantage. A number of vociferous opponents (including some news announcers) were calling for swift action to be taken against the Sea Warriors, to stop them from killing more people, and from harming tourism, and from interfering with the national security interests of the United States. A few influential environmentalists and other ocean-rights supporters were beginning to hedge their bets, too, calling for an immediate investigation of the mass murders—and punishment of the Sea Warriors if they were found to be culpable.

Any critics of the Sea Warriors, however, had to deal with the details of the video recording that someone in the Navy leaked to the public—which seemed to prove that Chi’ang and Talbot had turned against the organization and were trying to enrich themselves by making a lucrative deal with the Navy—before it all went bad, very bad. The video recording also made it clear that the first two murders had been committed by Vinson Chi’ang and Emily Talbot, and Kimo was certain they were involved in the others as well, hundreds of slaughtered sailors. 

Kimo ordered his followers to find the two defectors, so that they could be brought to justice. That evening, Dirk Avondale took charge of the search effort.

A report also came in from Fuji, telling Kimo that some of the biggest donors were beginning to waffle on their financial pledges, and were threatening to withdraw their support. Fuji also reported that some associate members had quit, and she said she was arranging with Jimmy Waimea to get the truth out—despite the insistence of her husband that she quit the radical organization because her involvement was ruining his political career. She wouldn’t do it, cared more about life in the sea than she cared about her life with Heinz Churchill.

She told Kimo, however, that even under the best interpretation, the murderous rampage was yet another example of rogue elements in the Sea Warriors that had caused serious problems and now death. Jimmy, while he knew the names of everyone involved, was holding back the identity of Gwyneth McDevitt, while publicizing the identities and personal backgrounds of Chi’ang and Talbot, including exclusive details provided to him by the Sea Warriors. Other members of the press were calling the entire organization freaks and killers, but Jimmy insisted that was not true, and he focused instead on disobedient elements that had gone against Kimo’s orders, and how Kimo was doing everything possible to regain control of his organization, and put tighter controls on their actions. But privately, Jimmy was warning Fuji that the authorities would certainly attempt to put an end to the group, and put them all under arrest. 

After dark, Kimo conducted a clandestine meeting of the hybrids, in a cove on the north side of Oahu. All of the members were extremely upset, and many were not only fearful of physical changes that might take over their bodies—but were also worried that they might go insane, as had obviously occurred with Chi’ang and Talbot. The press was calling it “another Pearl Harbor attack.” More than six hundred officers and seamen had been viciously murdered, and hundreds more had been hospitalized, almost all of them with gruesome injuries. It was international news, making sensational headlines.

“This crisis threatens to prevent us from accomplishing our goals,” Kimo told the group, who were all in shallow water, some standing and some more immersed. He could have used the molecular communication system to speak with them underwater, but some of the new members were not comfortable with that method yet, so he had opted for this method instead. Around them on the shores, the lights of waterfront homes were on—but so far no one seemed to have noticed the meeting.

He took questions from several of the warriors, and answered them briefly, but candidly. “If any of you wish to leave the organization I will of course understand, and no one will prevent you from doing so. You may go with my blessing, and gratitude—and if you do leave, perhaps we can join up at a later time when it is safer and we can effectively resume our work on behalf of the ocean. You will always be welcome to return. I won’t lie to you. As it is now, our cause is in serious jeopardy, and all of us are in grave danger.” He paused, and looked out at the shadowy shapes in the water, dimly illuminated by starlight and a partially-visible moon that hung low on the horizon.

When no one said anything, Kimo asked, “Do any of you wish to leave? If you do, now is the time.”

“We’re staying with you,” a man said. And more men and women promised the same, both those who had metamorphosed dramatically and those who had not. He recognized some of their voices, including Dirk, Alicia, Jacqueline, and the transformed reef fish, Pauline Deveaux. Gwyneth didn’t say anything, but he knew where she was, a lumpy shape standing a short distance from him. 

“All right,” Kimo said. “I appreciate this very much, I really do. Now all of you follow me. We’re relocating to a safer place, away from all this trouble.”

He led them on an hour-long swim to a small island that had been formed by an ancient volcano, of which only a crescent-shaped rim remained visible above the water. He’d been to this islet in the past on fishing trips with his adoptive father, Tiny. Now the island and its sheltered waters would become the new headquarters of the Sea Warriors.

When they arrived, the moon was full, illuminating their new home like a spotlight. Although it looked like a coral-reef atoll from a distance, it was not that at all. Instead, it was a weathered curvature of volcanic rock, and the caldera at the center was deep and pockmarked with underwater tunnels through the solidified magma, offering numerous escape routes to the sea.

By the time everyone was settling down on the dark, cinder-sand beach and in the shallows nearby, Kimo took a moment to look closely at Gwyneth, who floated in water near the large reef fish-humanoid, Pauline Deveaux. The autistic teenager was continuing to change, in startling ways. Her body was twice the size it had been before and had lost all definition, with no arms, legs, or discernible head. She was all body and eyes, with the mouth still there, but tiny. She could swim fast and deep, making undulating motions in the water. She was unlike any creature Kimo had ever seen before, and unlike any of the whales, dugongs, or other large-bodied animals that she had once been able to control.


Chapter 20

Jeff Ellsworth crept through the cabin of another abandoned yacht, feeling it move beneath his feet, pitching and creaking on the waves. It was early morning, and he had just landed the ‘copter and tied it downwind of the elegant watercraft. In a swimsuit, with the waterproof pack on his back, he dripped water on the floor.

He had buzzed the yacht prior to boarding it and no one had come out. The day before, he had plundered his second pleasure boat, and so far he had stolen tens of thousands of dollars-worth of jewelry and other valuables—things he was hiding in the jungle, and would sell to a fence as soon as he could make the arrangements. He’d already put out feelers, very carefully. 

Jeff was feeling increasingly panicked about his financial situation, which added greatly to his other problems. Pauly Tahina had completely dropped out of sight, and was not responding to encrypted e-mails Jeff had sent, trying to explain that there would be an unavoidable delay before he could resume the payments on the condominium and the Ferrari—and that he could not possibly get the additional funds from his grandfather. The stress was taking a toll on Jeff, and he was beginning to lose weight, from not being able to hold food down in an upset stomach.

This yacht had a wide master bedroom in the aft section, with portholes around the rear of the cabin. Kneeling, Jeff opened a drawer under the bed, removed two expensive watches and slipped them into his pocket. He then scooped up a thick billfold from a nightstand and pocketed it as well. 

He peered through a window and satisfied himself that the helicopter was remaining in place, then took another moment to listen, and heard the sea lapping against the hull of the yacht. But something did not seem right here. A slight odor? It was as if someone had been aboard only a few minutes before he arrived. 

Cautiously, he moved toward the head, where the wooden door was closed. He opened the door, and to his shock he saw a naked man sitting on the toilet, pointing a snub-nose .38 pistol at him. The man was groggy and his eyes were bloodshot. His black hair looked like a wild shrub, sticking out in all directions.

“I thought I heard somebody out there,” he said, sounding very drunk. “You sure made a helluva lot of noise with that helicopter, but I don’t think you’re a cop. You don’t look like a cop. What the hell are you doing on my boat?”

Jeff slammed the door closed, but as he did so, the man fired through the wood, blasting bullets and splinters into the cabin. Desperately, Jeff looked for the heaviest object he could find, decided it was a dresser drawer and yanked it out of its cabinet, dumping a small flashlight, an alarm clock, and clothing on the deck. Moments later, the door swung open and the man lurched out, firing wildly. He stumbled on the flashlight and fell on the floor, still firing.

Waiting on one side, Jeff lunged and swung the drawer hard, slamming it onto the man’s head, sending him sprawling and the gun flying loose from his grasp. Jeff swung again and again until the man stopped moving, and lay there with deep gashes on his head, and blood pooling around him. It was all Jeff could do to avoid being killed.

He grabbed the gun, and ran. 

		

Fuji Namoto looked around the large office she had rented in downtown Honolulu. The office had received a bomb threat and a personal warning directed at her, so she had ordered the evacuation of most personnel, leaving only a few desks occupied with volunteers, all working on projects to improve the public image of the Sea Warriors, which had been slipping. In addition, she had beefed up private security around the building.

This morning the federal government had issued arrest warrants for all of the hybrid Sea Warriors, with Vinson Chi’ang, Emily Talbot, and Kimo Pohaku sharing the role of Public Enemy Number One—despite the lack of evidence against Kimo. Pictures of their faces (including the grotesque facial deformity of Emily) were appearing everywhere, in newspapers, on the television and internet, in flyers posted around the city. Every other person associated with the organization—including Fuji and the associates who worked with her—were being watched carefully, and were considered potential suspects.

Potential suspects. She’d heard Admiral Turner and her own husband, the Governor, use that disturbing term. It had an ominous sound, and carried a certain inevitability of arrest and prosecution about it. Later today she was going to meet with her legal team to see what could be done in the courts to reverse what was becoming a grossly unfair hate campaign against the Sea Warriors, involving innuendo and guilt by association.

She heard a rap at the door, and a booming male voice: “Military authorities! Open up!”

Slowly, Fuji rose to her feet and made her way to the door. As she did so, she noticed with pride that everyone continued working, as if nothing had gone wrong.

Her pulse raced when she opened the door and saw her scowling husband standing there, with a squad of armed National Guardsmen. He was looking very official, and glared at her in a way that made her heart sink. She still loved him, but didn’t see how their relationship could ever survive this battle of opposing wills that had become so public, and so vitriolic.

“We’re shutting this office down,” Heinz announced, as the soldiers streamed in past her. “For your own safety, and the safety of other associate members.”

“Yes, for our own safety. What a convenient excuse to do what you want to do anyway.” She walked with him toward the center of the office, noticed that his gray ponytail and the hair around the sides of his head looked unkempt. 

Governor Churchill ordered the squad sergeant to escort everyone to waiting transport vehicles, and to box up all of the papers and remove them for “safekeeping.” Fuji knew what that meant: they would pore over every document, searching for evidence to use against the organization, and against individuals.

When he turned back to her, she asked him, “Why are you here? Couldn’t you just pick up the phone and issue the orders, or tap a few keys and transmit them?”

“I’m here because I still care about you, and I remember the many good times we had, before his unfortunate matter of the ocean came between us—and the fanatical elements you’ve become associated with.” 

“Don’t you read the papers or listen to news broadcasts? Haven’t you heard anything I’ve said in interviews, that the first incident of the islands being cordoned off was caused by a rogue member, and the mass murders were committed by two more rebellious members, without any authorization?”

“I know all about that, but assuming everything you’re saying is true, and Kimo Pohaku is entirely innocent, any sane person still has to ask, what is it about the Sea Warriors that attracts fanatics? If it’s a breeding ground for ecological insanity—generating actions that have proven to be dangerous and an assault against the security of this nation—it is patently clear that the entire organization needs to be shut down. Whether we call the Sea Warriors terrorists or not, they must be disbanded because of the criminal activities.”

“What about the welfare of the ocean?”

“This isn’t the way to go about it. This is going too far.”

“I told you, Kimo never intended any of the bad things that have happened. He only wanted to shut down the beaches for a day, and then withdraw. It was a public protest, the wish of his dying father. Kimo honored that wish, and elevated the creatures of the sea. He’s only demanding that the ocean be treated with the respect it deserves.”

“That will all come out in court after he and his cohorts are arrested and brought to justice.”

“Do you consider me one of his cohorts?”

“No, I mean the swimming ones that are causing so much trouble, the hybrids.” Heinz shook his head sadly. “It’s all so bizarre that I can hardly wrap my mind around it.”

She watched as the office workers were escorted out, the papers were boxed up, and the computers removed. “And yet, Heinz, it has occurred. Humans have actually been transformed into creatures of the sea, and that’s only fitting, because our species crawled out of the sea millions of years ago, and began to move on the land.”

“I know all about that, and about the remnants of gills in our bodies, and the way a human fetus resembles the fetus of a fish, and the fact that amniotic fluids have a chemical makeup like that of seawater.”

“Very good,” she said with a grim smile. “So it should not be that much of a stretch for you to realize that it’s only proper for humans to return to the ocean in order to correct the injustices committed against it, to heal the waters—and the marine animals—to what they should be.”

The Governor pursed his lips thoughtfully, nodded. “Look, I know you’re an unwitting participant in the crimes of the Sea Warriors. I know you would never condone the actions they’ve taken, even though you believe in the underlying cause of the organization.”

“Don’t lump the intentions of all of the Sea Warriors together so easily. The leadership had nothing to do with unauthorized criminal behavior. It blindsided them as much as it did the rest of us—and they want to reverse it as much as any of us do.”

“No one can bring six hundred dead sailors back to life. Not even that ocean goddess that you insist exists. Moanna.”

“I’m not the only one who believes in her. Millions of people in all nations have had their world view changed. The ocean is fighting back! And if that’s not startling enough, there seem to be supernatural forces at work on behalf of the ocean, perhaps gods and magic. You’ve heard the buzz in the news, on the street, and everywhere. Churches around the Earth are grappling with this idea, trying to figure out how they fit into the new reality. The U.S. Government and Navy would like to believe the strange events are all explainable by science and that they can find a technical, military way to fight back—but what if they’re wrong? What if the ocean is another realm entirely, something paranormal that we humans can’t combat in any way known to us? What if human civilization can only capitulate to a greater power?”

“I’m surprised at you. With your background in ocean science, you should be able to figure out what’s really happening.”

“Well, the swimming Sea Warriors were transformed somehow, getting all those physical enhancements that allow them to live in the ocean. From my perspective, it’s less important to figure out how it happened than to recognize the reality of Ocean Power and deal with the problem that some of the hybrids received additional features that were not anticipated. Vinson Chi’ang and Emily Talbot were extremely upset when they discovered they had become part crustacean, and they went crazy.”

“And the other one, the unnamed rogue who blocked off the Hawaiian Islands?”

Fuji knew who it was now. “She’s very sensitive and fragile, but unlike Chi’ang and Talbot, she is entirely well-intentioned, and quite brilliant.”

“A female, eh? That’s the first gender reference I’ve heard.”

“I might as well tell you now that she’s autistic, and has a vast storehouse of knowledge about the ocean in her mind. When it comes to the sea, she’s a genius. She’s one of the few who have metamorphosed radically, and she’s been changing into something larger than her original self and unidentifiable, with oversized, ocean-blue eyes and a small mouth.”

“And her name? You might as well tell me that, too, because with what you just told me about her gender and autism, we can figure it out anyway.”

Fuji sighed in resignation. “Gwyneth McDevitt. She’s the one who tried to order the large-bodied sea creatures to disperse, but was unable to do so.”

The Governor nodded. “All right, Fuji, I’ll do what I can for you, and for the other ‘good people’ of the organization. I’ll take your word for their intentions.”

She smiled, but did not feel comfortable. “Thank you.”

He looked at her intently. “Now, shouldn’t we work together instead of at cross purposes? How about a bike ride and a private picnic where we can pick up where we left off?”

“You could find a way for us to do that safely?”

“I’m the Governor, remember?”

“I remember, and I also remember that you’re my husband.”

They embraced, and Fuji could not stop the tears from streaming down her cheeks.

		

Two human-sized creatures, both more crustacean than human, scuttled through shallow, sunlit water, surrounded by an escort of thousands of reef crabs and packrat lobsters—the latter species being more common in Australia. But there were plenty of them around here now, as well, enough to add their flesh-ripping and tearing capabilities to those of the ferocious crabs that the fugitives had already used.

Since attacking the sailors at Pearl Harbor, Vinson and Emily had been swimming all night to get away from there, traveling in a northwesterly direction past the islands of Kauai and Niihau, into the National Wildlife Refuge of tiny islands and shoals that formed the northern region of the Hawaiian archipelago. 

As time passed, both of them had metamorphosed even more, so that their human appearances had almost vanished entirely, replaced instead by a very large crustacean with a wide cephalothorax combining the head and torso, and a smaller, brightly-colored companion—each of them with paddle-legs that enabled them to swim efficiently through the sea, but not fast by the standards of ocean creatures such as great barracudas, great white sharks, or giant squids. The smaller of the two, Emily had stopped expressing sadness over her appearance, and had instead—like Vinson—resigned herself to her fate.

He knew that a massive search must be underway for both of them, but in the vastness of the ocean he was confident that they could elude detection for as long as they wished—if they were extremely careful. That meant avoiding populated areas, and not transmitting any molecular communications through the water—because the Sea Warriors could overhear the transmissions and pinpoint their location. When in the water, the pair used simple claw signals, motioning this way or that, touching one another with a claw, and the like. They no longer considered themselves Sea Warriors; they were outcasts.

Chi’ang would like to send his scuttling minions to spy on the Sea Warriors and on other human activities in the water, but didn’t have the necessary technology to attach cameras to the bodies of crustaceans. That idea had to be set aside, along with any dreams he’d ever had of living lavishly on the land. Even if he found great wealth in the sea—and he had found some additional small treasures—it would do him no good to collect the valuables. They were of no importance down here, except as pretty objects to bring into the light and look at. A couple of hours ago he had taken a clawful of gold coins into a shallow area to examine them in the sunlit water, staying beneath the surface. He had then tossed the coins away when he realized how worthless they were to him now.

Curiously, despite the drastic changes in their bodies, they still had vocal chords and could speak audibly if they were out of the water as they had done previously, though making deeper, rasping sounds with the words. Bright sunlight streamed through the water all around them, and as they moved forward they snatched whatever they wanted to eat—a small fish here, a starfish there, or even an eel, unaffected by predator-repelling toxins in any of the animals. 

It would be nighttime before they surfaced on a coral reef or rock formation where they could speak aloud at length—and make love again. So far they had only coupled once, the night before. It had been an extraordinary experience, a melding of human, crab, and lobster mating techniques, a frenzy of passion that he had never imagined possible. This gave him some hope of finding happiness in his new sphere of influence. Perhaps they could have offspring who were larger than normal crustaceans—new recruits to Vinson’s army who could make deadly guerrilla attacks against his enemies.

For now, he and Emily could only get used to their new life and try to make the most of it. A surge of pleasure passed through his scuttling body. His new realm was immense and quite beautiful, filled with the spectacular colors and varieties of sea life.

He felt a surge of fear when four whitetip reef sharks swam toward them, appearing to be curious about what they were. As the gray and white predators drew nearer, Vinson touched Emily’s hard-shelled side and the two of them stopped moving, then made themselves as flat as they could and burrowed down into the sandy seabed. Though whitetips normally hunted at night, they were known to feast on crustaceans and other creatures living in the coral. Now Vinson felt hundreds of crabs, lobsters, and shrimps pile on top of him and Emily without being told to do so—animals that went into a natural defensive posture to protect their masters.

Vinson and Emily burrowed deeper in the sand for additional protection, while detecting a flurry of activity above. Minutes passed, and when everything finally settled down he worked the two of them free, and discovered a very pleasant surprise. The pack of sharks had come too close, and the most aggressive of the crustaceans had torn them to shreds with claws and pincers, leaving grisly chunks and shreds of bloody flesh floating in the water and on the seabed. The prey, by virtue of their numbers and infused with the intense desire to defend Vinson and Emily, had defeated one of their natural predators. 

		

On the crescent-shaped island, Alicia and a small group of Sea Warriors sat inside a grotto, a good place to be on dry land without the risk of being seen from the air. Waves lapped into the center of the cave, creating a flooded area where Gwyneth and Pauline floated on the surface—a pair of dramatically altered Sea Warriors who appeared to be polar opposites—Gwyneth large, lumpy and gray, while Pauline was much smaller, a human-sized, rainbow-hued reef fish. Both had lost their Sea Warrior swimsuits sometime in the process of metamorphosis, as had other hybrids whose bodies had changed radically from their human forms. And neither of them could leave the water.

Everyone in the grotto was talking about the altered physical appearance of some members, perhaps twenty-five in all so far (to varying degrees), in addition to Gwyneth, Pauline, Chi’ang, and Talbot. 

“I don’t know why,” Alicia said, “but I have a feeling that Kimo and I will not change any more. Both of us have been in our present states for longer than any of you—Kimo much longer than me, of course.”

Beside her, Kimo nodded without saying anything.

“I wish I could say I have that feeling, too,” Monique Gatsby said, “but I don’t.” The tall brunette sat on a sandy surface with Alicia and Kimo. Thus far there had been no sign of additional changes in Monique, and she had been thankful for that. The actress continued to be somewhat vain, and had expressed a hope that she might return to the screen someday after her obligations to the welfare of the ocean were complete. Alicia had noticed that the attractive woman’s attitude was improving, however, and she had expressed a willingness to accept her fate, whatever it might be. 

Other Sea Warriors, including Dirk Avondale, the partially morphed Jacqueline Rado, and the environmental activist Napoli Mora sat on sandy surfaces and rocky protrusions around the grotto. From her spot, Alicia saw the shimmering blue ocean through an opening in the rock, and she heard the water lapping gently against the rocky exterior of their hiding place.

“The additional changes go faster with some than with others,” Alicia said. “And some are so subtle as to almost be unnoticeable, such as what happened to you, Napoli, the slight scaliness in the skin on your arms and legs, and the increase in your strength and swimming ability, despite the fact that you are considerably older than most of the other members.”

“I feel rejuvenated,” he said with a smile, “like I’ve found a fountain of youth.”

“You’ve found an important cause,” Kimo said, “and it has energized you, enabling you to contribute to what we need done.”

The group went on to speak of other metamorphoses to Sea Warriors, such as what was happening to Gwyneth. In her case the changes were radical, fast-moving, and continuing. She was entirely a sea creature now, unable to move about on land because she had lost her legs and hands. Her shape was amorphous and lumpy (still with the large blue eyes and small mouth), and she had fins and flippers that seemed overly small for the increasing immensity of her body, which now appeared to be at least three or four times her original size. 

Like others who had changed, Gwyneth had retained her ability to talk in a somewhat human fashion. She could make throaty sentences that were quite coherent, with no sign of the introverted personality she’d had been when she arrived, or the halting way of speaking she used to have whenever she managed to say a few things.

She was speaking now, with her small mouth out of the water. “We need to send a reconnaissance team back to Oahu to monitor what’s going on there—along with a protective escort of aggressive sea creatures.”

 “You’re right,” Kimo said. “I can’t stand remaining here and not doing anything, and I’ve been worried about taking all of us back—but I like your idea. You’re making very astute observations and suggestions, Gwyneth.”

Her stunted mouth curled into a small smile, and she said, proudly, “I guess I’m our floating brain now.”

“You certainly are,” Dirk Avondale said, joining the conversation. “And I can’t think of anything we need more. I like your recon idea too, Gwyneth. I like it a lot.”

“We need our fastest underwater swimmers for the mission,” she added.

“I don’t think anyone can out-swim you,” Dirk said.

Gwyneth submerged her face for a moment, then lifted it and said, “Yes, but from a purely logical standpoint I must not risk my life any more than I already have to—because of the importance of the storehouse of information in my brain. In addition, if I were lost, there might be no hope of ever getting the whales and other animals in the sea barriers to move.”

“I think Jacqueline Rado may be the second fastest,” Alicia suggested, glancing over to where she sat on a rock, a short distance away. She had an odd blending of human and fish features in her face, with a shadow of her original features on the snout and wide mouth of a shark. She, like everyone else who was out of the water, still wore her black Sea Warrior swimsuit, although there had been talk of getting rid of all of them. 

Jacqueline nodded, said, “I have the advantage of my fish escort as well—the white sharks and great barracudas I command—species that are among the fastest swimmers in the world. A number of other sharks are responding to my directions as well, but the two species I mentioned should be enough.”

“I’m fast, too,” Napoli Mora said, “but I don’t have control over any sea creatures yet, at least nothing special.” He made a face, said, “I didn’t want to admit that my contribution was so insignificant, but I was swimming along the bottom yesterday, and managed to get a few hundred worms to organize in the manner I wanted, along with some starfish—but they were all slow moving, and it took a while.”

“That may yet be a worthy skill,” Alicia said. “Both species are edible to us, so maybe you can become our chef.”

“Yes, our Italian chef.”

“I can train an escort of sharks and barracudas to accompany any reconnaissance swimmers we send,” Jacqueline said. “I don’t think it will take long.” 

Kimo nodded. He then called a general meeting beneath a large rock overhang outside, and selected three reconnaissance teams, to be led by Jacqueline, Napoli, and Bluefish Williams, one of the newer recruits who was a powerful natural swimmer. A dark-skinned young man, he had been given an intriguing first name at birth that he’d never understood—until joining the Sea Warriors and discovering that he had a close bond with schools of bluefish, feisty game fish that could act like piranhas when they went into a feeding frenzy.

“I’ll be proud to lead one of the teams,” he said now. “I can do that while I’m waiting to turn blue.” This elicited laughter from his comrades. So far, Bluefish looked the same as he had when he arrived.

When the group leaders got in the water, the sharks and barracudas did as Jacqueline commanded, and moved into protective formations around both Napoli Mora and Bluefish Williams. To play it safe, Kimo decided to send all three teams at once, so that Jacqueline could intervene if there were any problems. At mid-afternoon they took off, speeding through the water toward Oahu, just beneath the surface.

The three Sea Warriors returned with ominous news three hours later, just as the sun was setting in the west. “The Navy has armed frogmen in the water,” Jacqueline reported as she waded out of the sea and joined Kimo under the overhanging rock. “Until we scattered them with schools of sharks and barracudas, they were firing spear guns at the blockade, hitting mola mola sunfish, dugong sea cows, and whales, but not wounding them enough to die, or to break up the formation. The Navy seems to be either experimenting, or trying to soften the animals up for a subsequent major assault against all of us. I took the liberty of infesting the waters with sharks and barracudas before leaving.”

“Good decision,” Kimo said. “Whatever the Navy is trying to do, it’s not good.” He looked at the wiry Dirk Avondale, who stood nearby, and said, “I’m afraid we need to prepare for war, using some of the maneuvers you’ve been practicing with various animals. We have no other choice.”

“I’ve been expecting that,” Dirk said. “We might have done better if I’d been able to bring additional military advisers onboard, but I wasn’t able to locate the right people. Even so, I’ve noticed certain naturally aggressive tendencies in some species, and I think they will serve us well in battle—augmenting what the large-bodied creatures are already doing to disrupt the movement of shipping.”

Kimo sent Melanie Butler, a reliable new recruit, to notify everyone that they could opt out if they didn’t want to fight. No one took the opportunity, not even a few who had earlier expressed concerns about their personal safety. It pleased Kimo that the Sea Warriors were showing more and more cohesiveness, camaraderie, and dedication to overcoming the challenges they faced in protecting the ocean.

Beneath a starlit sky, Dirk Avondale ran through the maneuvers he’d been practicing with the Sea Warriors, having them lead great barracudas, various shark species, stingrays, needlefish, swordfish, sailfish, dolphins, flying fish, sawfish, lion’s mane jellyfish, and humboldt squids … as well as whales and other large creatures (outside the floating barricades) that Gwyneth had recently discovered she could still control, including a school of ferocious, sharp-toothed plesiosaurs from ancient times. Gwyneth also found that whale sharks and spectacular manta rays were under her dominion—both had large bodies, but were not overly aggressive, primarily feeding on plankton and small fish.

At the same time, Alicia took a while to practice her vee-shaped surface wave, the one she had used previously and which had almost opened a passage through a section of the living sea barrier. Now she managed to increase the speed of the accumulated wave, but only a little, while also increasing the thrusting power at the sides—which she had originally intended to spread the cordon of sea creatures apart, yet might be used for other purposes in battle. But first she had to be able to make the wave a lot bigger, and much more powerful. 

And, though she was far from being able to accomplish what she wanted, she took a moment to envision a different-shaped wave, a wall of water as big as a tidal wave—and she imagined it forty feet high, blasting toward warships, knocking them off course and even causing them to sink if necessary, to prevent them from damaging the sea animals she needed to protect. But it was only her vivid imagination, a brief sojourn from reality. Alicia found that she could form a wave in the shape she wanted, but it was only two feet high and relatively weak. 

Perhaps she could improve it in time. At least she could generate different types of waves.

She practiced for a few minutes longer, and managed to raise the height of the mini-tidal wave by a few inches. Finally, when she stopped seeing improvement she rejoined the others underwater, swimming right behind Kimo as he led various attack formations.

While they were training beneath the surface, two schools of strange fish approached, and began following Professor Marcus Greco around. When Kimo and Alicia went to investigate, Greco transmitted thoughts to them by molecular communication, saying, “What a coincidence! I was just thinking about these species and a number of others that the textbooks say are extinct.”

“Extinct?” Alicia said, counting eight of one species and twelve of the other.

“Yes.” He selected one of the smaller group, and massaging its side he said, “Meet an ichthyosaur. It’s like a creature come back from the dead! It confirms what I had already noticed, that there are gaps in the historical proof. “ 

Alicia had never seen anything like it. The ichthyosaur looked like a cross between a dolphin and a crocodile, with very sharp teeth. In Greco’s presence, it was docile, but she could only imagine what it might do if he sent it into battle.

Now Greco showed Kimo and Alicia a member of the other supposedly-extinct species, and said, “This is a male roifosteus. Observe the long snout, and the powerful jaws that enable him to crush his prey.”

“They look like nice additions to our force,” Kimo said.

Dirk Avondale incorporated the new species into his attack plan, and the scholarly professor as well, to guide them.

When all was in readiness—at least as much as time permitted—Kimo told his warriors to rest for a couple of hours. “We leave at dawn,” he said.


Chapter 21

Just before dawn, a huge underwater flotilla of sea creatures moved toward Oahu, so numerous that they encompassed an area larger than the island itself. In the front, Kimo, Alicia, and Dirk swam at moderate speed, a compromise selected so that all of the varying species could stay together. Kimo worried about the dangers that lay ahead, but he’d been impressed by the quickness with which the various schools and pods of predator fish, whales, and jellyfish (and other marine life forms) congregated and held their sections together, and the way they did not feed off each other during this critical time. For this joint effort, the normal food chains of the ocean had been suspended, as predator and prey swam side by side, focused on a common goal.

With powerful arm strokes and leg kicks, Kimo sped ahead a short distance and then surfaced in the bright aquamarine sea. He could see the craggy uplands behind Honolulu now, and the tallest buildings of the city, as well as the gray, black, and white cordon of large sea creatures ringing the island. Navy warships were stationed on each side of the floating barricade, and there were fishing boats and pleasure craft on this side, unable to get through. The sea barrier was under attack from the water and the air, as the Navy appeared to be making efforts to recover their three trapped warships—or they were sacrificing the ships and trying to blast their way through the cordon, attempting again to create a passageway in and out of Pearl Harbor. Feeling his pulse quicken in anger, Kimo swam on the surface now.

Glancing back, he saw Alicia surface behind him—as planned—and she formed a large, vee-shaped wave, on which she stood. On either side of her, small flying fish began to leap, accompanied by larger porpoises, dolphins, and spear-nosed sailfish. Directly behind her, a large colony of Portuguese man-of-war floated forward (adjusting their floating gas sacks to sail in one direction instead of drifting in ocean currents), with their spectacular upper colors sparkling in morning sunshine. 

All of these species that were arrayed under Alicia’s command were following instructions by subordinate Sea Warriors who held dominion over them. Her creatures formed an impressive display, designed not so much for attack purposes, but more to show the press and the general public the beauty of sea life, and to elicit sympathy for their cause. This had been Dirk Avondale’s idea, an attempt to counter the negative press that the ocean-rights organization had received. 

“A war is not just won with aggression,” he’d said when making his recommendations. “We also need to win the hearts and minds of the people.”

Behind Alicia, half a dozen more Sea Warriors surfaced, accompanied by some of the animals that they controlled. Again, these were primarily for display purposes, with yellow porcupinefish inflated to display their spines and moving across the surface, followed by blue-and-yellow spotted boxfish (with naturally armored skins), bluestripe snappers, and even potentially deadly red-striped lionfish that normally inhabited other tropical waters of the Pacific Ocean. 

As Kimo’s nautical task force neared the sea barrier (which remained independent of Gwyneth), a Navy helicopter spotted them and flew overhead, but did not attack. That was a good sign. The enemy might not be aware of everything Kimo was concealing underwater, although they did have underwater surveillance methods, especially in this sensitive military zone. A news helicopter appeared soon afterward, with a photographer strapped inside an open side doorway, taking pictures.

Kimo heard the sounds of machine-gun fire ahead, and helicopter gunships as they launched missiles at the floating barricade, and the squeals of the big sea creatures as they were hit. He sensed others taking the place of the fallen, and knew they would never stop until they were victorious, or all of them were dead. This was an important message that the warriors needed to get out through Jimmy Waimea and his newspaper, and Kimo would tell him that at the first opportunity. But first he needed to see what he could do to reduce the carnage, and dispatch the enemy. 

In the water just beneath him he saw a team of fast-swimming hybrid Sea Warriors breaking out and swimming past him, to scout ahead. Stingrays accompanied them, ready to discharge lethal, spear-like stingers against any Navy frogmen who had not already been dealt with by the sharks and barracudas that Jacqueline had left behind on her earlier reconnaissance mission.

Feeling the pulse of the marine power arrayed with him, Kimo dove underwater and fell back to join Dirk Avondale, Napoli Mora, Bluefish Williams, Jacqueline Rado, Fred Earhart, and Professor Marcus Greco—all of them commanding a potent subsurface force of white sharks, tiger sharks, great barracudas, stingrays, swordfish, bluefish, hound needlefish, venomous sea snakes, electric rays, humboldt squids, and lion’s mane jellyfish, as well as two of the supposedly-extinct predators in the force, ichthyosaur and roifosteus. 

Many other aggressive species were in the task force as well, and all could inflict serious injury or death on human beings, and would do exactly that, if ordered to do so by their handlers. Even hawksbill turtles, not normally known for their swimming ability, were proceeding forward at a good clip under the command of Foley Johnson, animals that were ready to use their powerful jaws and dual-claw flippers to administer pain or death. On their backs were wavy, flower-like sea anemones—red, orange, or yellow organisms that were carnivorous, and capable of firing tiny, poisonous darts at the enemy.

At the rear, the radically-altered Gwyneth McDevitt swam underwater, leading pods of plesiosaurs, humpback whales, sperm whales, narwhal whales (with gnarled unicorn tusks), and even killer whales, which were really immense dolphins, but had fallen under the dominion of the unusual teenager. Similarly, she had twenty whale sharks with her, while smaller sharks fell under the control of Jacqueline and two other warriors who were exhibiting the most influence over them. Gwyneth also had a single, immense blue whale with her, an animal that was larger than any dinosaur in the Mesozoic era. She’d been seen with this animal before—it had a scarred side, perhaps from a past collision with a ship. The whale trumpeted loudly underwater now, anxious to begin the battle.

And, though they had earlier agreed with Gwyneth’s assertion that she should not risk her life in combat (in large part because of the important storehouse of information in her brain), they had reconsidered, deciding that her intelligence and resourcefulness might very well be a key ingredient in today’s epic confrontation.

The Sea Warrior scout team returned without the stingrays, which by prior arrangement were assigned to patrol the waters, along with the sharks and barracudas that were already there. The leader of the scouts, Marti O’Hara, swam close to Kimo and Dirk, and transmitted her thoughts across the molecular communication system.

“The frogmen are nowhere in sight,” she reported, “but the Navy is using torpedo boats and attack helicopters to fire on our whales and other animals that are blocking the entrance to Pearl Harbor, trying to clear them away. They also have a large submarine moving into position on this side, undoubtedly armed with even more powerful torpedoes. I’d say they’re hell-bent on opening a passage to the sea. Oh, I noticed two small submarines on the other side, but they’re just sitting in the water around thirty feet down, not doing anything obvious. They don’t appear to have armaments, so they must be observation posts. The water is also full of Navy listening devices, their latest electronics.”

“The Navy is obsessed with breaking open a passage,” Dirk said. “I know how they think, and they’re just as determined as the animals in the sea barrier. Neither side will give an inch.”

“Let’s see what we can do to change the equation,” Kimo said. 

Then he sent a message to Gwyneth, instructing her to surround the large submarine with whales and every other animal with her to push the boat off course, preventing it from firing into the cordon blocking the harbor. “Point the damn’ thing away from any of us, and have the animals use their combined mass to force it down onto the sea floor. I’d like to keep it there for a while to show we mean business. Can you keep the animals clear of the torpedo tubes, to prevent them from being harmed themselves?”

“I could try,” Gwyneth said, in her faintly-accented voice. “But I think we should beach the sub instead. I’m worried that our animals might hold it down on the seabed, and refuse to release it. That would endanger the lives of the crew, and cause more bad publicity for us.”

“You’re right. OK, beach it.” 

Kimo then swam back to Fred Earhart, who had continued to metamorphose, so that his entire head now looked more swordfish than human. 

“Take your swordfish and those spear-nosed sailfish around to the other side,” Kimo said, “and act like you’re going to penetrate the hulls of those two observation subs. They should be down around thirty feet. We’ll send dolphins with you, to pinpoint the subs with their natural sonar.”

“I’ll stick my own nose up against the subs’ portholes for a real fright,” Fred said, grinning.

“Don’t take this lightly,” Kimo warned. “You need be on your guard at all times. The subs could have armaments that our scouts didn’t notice, and there’s bound to be other weaponry down there that we don’t know about. In view of the military sensitivity of Pearl Harbor, I’m sure there’s a lot of dangerous technology in the water, so be careful. It could be Navy-trained dolphins fitted with weapons, armed frogmen, or anything else.” 

“Right. I’ll watch out.”

“And I’ll be right behind you, with Jacqueline Rado and her fish.”

Leaving Dirk Avondale in command of the operation on the ocean side of the battleground, Kimo dove with Jacqueline and swam underneath the cordon, leading schools of white sharks, tiger sharks, and great barracudas. Just ahead, he saw Earhart at the head of his school of long-nosed attack fish, swimming through the sunlit water behind two bottleneck dolphins, at the depth the scouts had specified.

The two subs were positioned close to each other where they’d been spotted before, only around fifty feet apart. Earhart surrounded them with swordfish and sailfish, and had the animals bang their sharp snouts against the hulls, but not too hard, not wanting to actually penetrate them. 

Kimo smiled as the subs powered up and headed back toward the harbor, with Earhart and his squadron giving chase. He could just imagine the panicked pilots inside.

Finally, when Kimo could barely make out the outline of the formation of fish, Earhart turned and headed back toward him. 

Suddenly Kimo became aware of a school of dolphins coming from the right, heading toward Earhart’s squadron, firing what looked like small torpedoes from tubes strapped on the tops of their bodies. Dirk had warned him that dolphins guarded the entrance to the harbor, but Kimo had hoped they only had cameras attached to them, not weapons.

 “I didn’t see them on my recon mission,” Jacqueline said. “I doubt if the dolphins are doing the firing themselves, so it’s probably a remote-controlled targeting system, with operators looking at screens and firing, like in a video game.”

“I don’t think they’ve seen us yet,” Kimo said. “Let’s go deeper and come up under them.”

He was already descending when he transmitted the command, and saw her following without hesitation, with her schools of predators right behind, awaiting the command to engage the enemy.

As Kimo went under the scene of the attack, he saw badly injured, bleeding swordfish and sailfish dropping slowly from above. He couldn’t break away to attempt any healing process on them, so he surged upward with Jacqueline beside him. The great barracudas sped past them, their mouths of sharp teeth open wide, with white sharks and tiger sharks right behind them. They ripped into the Navy dolphins before they could get off any additional shots, shredding the animals and ripping the weapons off their backs.

Just ahead, Kimo saw Fred Earhart, bleeding badly and foundering in the water, clutching a wound in the center of his chest. Kimo laid hands on him, transmitting his own healing energy into the hybrid man’s flesh. But Fred went limp and didn’t respond, not even to additional massaging efforts. He’d been too grievously injured to be healed, and now Kimo couldn’t bring him back from the dead.

He draped Earhart’s body over his back, and used the weapon strap from one of the dead dolphins to secure the man’s hands together on Kimo’s chest, as if he were holding on. Then he surged toward the cordon, intending to go under it.

But looking back, Kimo saw three Navy frogmen swimming toward him, armed with high-powered spear guns.…


Chapter 22

Outside the hospital in Wanaao Town, Ealani Pohaku led a healing ceremony for Preston Ellsworth, who lay in a coma inside. She smelled the freshness of the air from a rainstorm that had come and gone only minutes ago, leaving the small group of people wet. She wiped moisture that trickled down her forehead from her hair. Ealani liked the pungent smell of the earth after downpours, when the nutrients in the soil were energized, and small ground-dwelling creatures stirred around, partaking of the bounty of the Earth. 

She wore one of her best muumuus, a long red dress adorned with yellow hibiscus flowers. A necklace of small, striped cowrie shells encircled her neck, along with a thicker necklace of polished, rich brown kukui nuts. Beside her stood the bespectacled Catholic priest in his black robe, holding a Bible in one hand and a small silver cross in the other. Though Preston Ellsworth had never been a religious man, years ago his mother had been a devout Catholic, so the healers thought it would be nice to call up some Catholic blessings alongside the more traditional Hawaiian words and chants that Ealani knew so well. 

Both of them had already spoken to the gathering of townspeople, and now everyone bowed their heads in prayer. It was a wordless gesture that seemed to merge the two religious traditions and erase all differences in them—as if a sudden rainstorm had fallen from on-high, cleansing everything in its path….

		

President Fillmore Vanness opened a bound report bearing the Top Secret imprint of Naval intelligence. It was a summary of the Navy’s efforts to thwart the activities of the Sea Warriors, a radical environmental organization. A fast reader, he absorbed the material quickly, including the accompanying diagrams and photographs that showed the extent of the Sea Warrior blockades in the Hawaiian Islands, and a detailed crime report on the bizarre murders of more than six hundred Navy seamen.

The President had been receiving regular reports on the unusual events in Hawaii, and on the Sea Warriors, who were on a watch list of potential terrorist organizations. Their blockade of Pearl Harbor alone qualified them to be formally declared terrorists, but the President and his national security advisers did not want to take that step yet, not until they had evidence that the leadership of the organization had ordered the blockade and the murders—instead of those being the acts of three purported “rogue” members.

For the time being, President Vanness was leaving the Navy in charge of dealing with the Sea Warriors on a day to day basis. He was confident that the powerful naval and air force would remove the blockade soon, reopening Pearl Harbor and the rest of the Hawaiian islands to normal military and commercial shipping activities.

President Vanness set the report aside, opened another one on an entirely different matter—an ongoing dispute with India over tariffs the United States had imposed on their imported goods. There were so many problems to deal with in his position….

		

Kimo swam as fast as he could to escape the three frogmen, but with the burden of Earhart’s body they were gaining on him. A spear sped past his head, so close that he heard it and felt the pressure-displacement of water. Just then, a Giant Pacific Octopus appeared behind him, filling the water with dense black ink to shield his escape.

He wondered how the octopus had gotten there, and how it could move so rapidly in waters that were considerably warmer than the seas off the coast of British Columbia where its species was so abundant. He’d seen them on occasion in the deeper, oxygen-rich waters of Moanna’s domain, so he decided the animal must have come from there.

Now, as Kimo swam under the cordon, he was startled by a school of large, hound needlefish and another of stingrays, trailed closely by two humboldt squids that were each more than twelve feet long. All surged toward him and then past. Through hazy water he saw a needlefish impale one of the frogmen through the chest before the man could get off a shot, then withdrew and let him drift down, bleeding to death in a murk of red water. The other two frogmen managed to fire but it did them no good, as a stingray and a jet-fast squid rushed forward. The stingray whipped its tail to discharge volleys of sharp, venomous barbs into one man’s chest, while the squid grabbed the other frogman with tentacles and tore into his body with its sharp beak, ripping off chunks of flesh and then letting him go. Mortally wounded, both frogmen tried to swim away but couldn’t, and finally went limp, drifting and sinking in bloody seawater.

One of the newest Sea Warriors swam toward Kimo and transmitted a molecular communication, asking if he was all right. It was a stocky young woman, Roberta Barkley. Kimo nodded to her and swam by with Earhart’s body, rejoining the rest of his force on the outside of the cordon. The Sea Warriors had stopped the mini-subs, the armed dolphins, and the Navy frogmen, but at great cost, on both sides.

Just beneath the surface, Dirk Avondale was coordinating attacks against the torpedo boats. He reported that Gwyneth had successfully forced the submarine onto a beach, using large marine animals to run it up on the shore. Now as Kimo surfaced, he saw the oversized, misshapen Gwyneth high atop the immense blue whale, near a capsized torpedo boat, with sailors in life jackets in the water. Lying face down on the whale’s back, Gwyneth was holding on with her flippers, a lump of amorphous gray atop the much larger animal. Not far away, two more torpedo boats were capsized as well, and sinking….

A short while later, Kimo assembled his warriors on the surface and was shown three more bodies of fallen hybrids, including two of the newest recruits as well as Phil Austin, the gentle man who had been able to choreograph seahorses in such an entertaining fashion. He was one of the members who was not a fighter (and didn’t command aggressive sea creatures), but who bravely accompanied the force anyway, to serve in any capacity he could. Others like him were tending to the injured now, tying tourniquets around wounded appendages, escorting hybrids away from the bloody and damaged (but still holding) sea barrier that had been the center of all the action. 

Kimo was about to see what he could do to heal the wounded when he saw Alicia standing atop her vee-wave, cutting through the sea like a boat, with fish leaping out of the water on either side of her. She turned toward him, going through an area where a flock of white-and-black gulls were setting down on the water.

Kimo’s heart sank when he saw a helicopter gunship over her, but it changed course and returned to Hickam Air Force Base. Then, as Alicia neared him, a second gunship swooped toward her. They had no reason to target her; she wasn’t doing anything aggressive, was only out there to show the Navy and the public how beautiful and graceful the creatures of the ocean could be.

He swam toward her as fast as he could, with powerful strokes, but saw a uniformed man in the aircraft’s open doorway fire a rifle at her. To Kimo’s horror the shot hit Alicia on the upper back, causing her to fall, and the wave to dissipate.

On one side of Kimo, the immense blue whale surged past, with Gwyneth riding it, still holding on with her flippers. 

When Kimo swam through the floating gulls, they separated to let him past. Ahead of him, the helicopter hovered over Alicia, then lowered something toward her that Kimo realized was a grappling device, tethered to the aircraft by a cable. It grabbed hold of Alicia, and began to lift her upward.

Gwyneth had the huge whale under Alicia now, and she reached up with her flippers, taking hold of the grappling end and trying to open it, to free its captive. Alicia was slumped over, not moving, and Kimo wondered if they’d used a sedative on her instead of live ammunition. He saw some redness around her upper back and shoulders. Gwyneth was unsuccessful, and Alicia continued being hauled up toward the aircraft.

A memory passed through Kimo’s mind, about the gulls in the water behind him. He had commanded birds like those once. Bring the helicopter down! he commanded, transmitting a molecular communication to the flock, from his position in the water to theirs.

As he thought this, the birds lifted off and flew over the gunship, forming a white-and-black mass above it—a thick formation that lowered gradually and curved slightly downward at the perimeters, so that it formed an umbrella of flying creatures over the ‘copter. The aircraft began to lose altitude, dropping toward Gwyneth. He realized the birds were forcing the ‘copter down, but not in any way he had anticipated; he’d thought they would fly into the rotors.

Gwyneth commanded the whale to move out of the way, causing it to swim in a circle around the site where Alicia had been taken, and where it looked as if she was going to be returned. 

When Alicia was right over the wave tops, dipping in and out of the water, the birds stopped lowering their cover, as if sensing that they didn’t want to harm the young woman. In a few seconds of opportunity, Kimo commanded a school of sawfish to cut the cables of the grappling device. The animals surged forward, some using teeth on the sides of their long snouts to slash at cables that were hanging in the water, others leaping over Alicia and cutting the cables above her. 

The grappling jaw opened, and Kimo swam forward to catch Alicia and take her to Gwyneth. To his dismay he realized that Alicia had a wound on one side of her head, and a trickle of blood was running down her face. It appeared to be a shallow injury, though, and might be from an errant tranquilizer shot. In view of their attempt to capture her, he didn’t think they had been trying to kill her.

Now the dense umbrella of birds descended more. The helicopter tried to evade them and fly out from underneath, but the main rotor hit the birds, killing many of them and causing the gunship to fall into the water and sink. Kimo saw no sign of the crewmen, and didn’t want to try to rescue them when he had other priorities—getting Alicia farther out to sea and making certain she was all right—and then tending to other injured Sea Warriors. This was war, and he needed to focus on his own fighters, not on those of the enemy.

He felt her breathing in his arms, taking slow, irregular gulps of air. In view of the abduction attempt, he was also concerned that Gwyneth might be another target, or other Sea Warriors, so that the Navy could analyze them and try to figure out how to use their powers for military purposes. Most of his warriors, however, did not have special powers beyond an ability to swim and live underwater—so he suspected that Alicia’s obvious power with waves was of great interest to the admirals.

Kimo summoned the Sea Warriors to return, and as they gathered around him he swam in place with his powerful legs, while holding Alicia tight and massaging her neck and back, thinking the thoughts he always had before, when he successfully applied his healing power, knowing it would work but not knowing why, not learning until recently that it only worked when he had a molecular connection to ocean water. But Fred Earhart had died in his arms underwater, only a short while ago. Long moments passed now, and Kimo thought he felt her breathing become more regular.

Alicia, come back! he thought. My love, come back!

To his relief she stirred, and the blood stopped running down the side of her head. Kimo tossed a little seawater on it, saw that the wound was vanishing, healing quickly.

“I have a terrible headache,” she said.

“I want you to rest,” Kimo said, “and we’ll take you to a place where you can recover.” He saw four helicopter gunships flying toward them. “Now get ready; we’re going under.”

Kimo gave the command for all of the Sea Warriors and creatures in the task force to submerge. As everyone dove, he stayed with Alicia and helped steady her as they swam together. Other injured fighters were aided by their comrades.

After taking a roundabout underwater route to make certain they weren’t being followed in some way, they neared the crescent-shaped volcanic island, remaining underwater. The oddly misshapen Gwyneth swam beside Kimo, proceeding quite efficiently despite her bulk, small fins, and undersized flippers. She spoke to him through the water: “I told you before that we have to do more, and that’s why I blockaded the Hawaiian Islands. Now, after seeing the horrors today, the valiant Sea Warriors who died alongside the brave, unflinching creatures of the sea, I say to you again. We must do more. I’m sorry to say this, because I respect you, but if you disagree I’ll have to do something myself. Another escalation.”

After what he’d just experienced, Kimo could not help but agree. “We’ll work something out,” he said. “This time I’m going to listen to your ideas. But first, I want to see who I can heal—and for those we’ve lost, we must have a ceremony for our dead comrades.”

		

Kimo was able to heal numerous gunshot and spear wounds in the ranks of his followers, including an injury to Pauline Deveaux’s tail fin and to Bluefish Williams’ left arm. None of the hybrids Kimo treated—more than twenty of them—had received life-threatening injuries anyway, but at least he kept them from getting infections and from needing to be hospitalized. All of those who perished had died quickly—too quickly for Kimo to tend to them at all….

Late that afternoon, the Sea Warriors conducted a simple ceremony out in deep water, with the sun setting, casting a soft golden glow across the sea. All of the surviving Sea Warriors formed a circle on the surface of the water, surrounding a central area where four bodies floated on palm-frond rafts.

Kimo spoke touching words to honor the fallen heroes, and added praise for the fish, whales, and other creatures who had died in battle. “May the Goddess of the Sea protect all of you in the afterlife,” he said.

Then at his signal, the rafts were overturned, and the bodies sank into the sea. Kimo had no doubt they would be consumed quickly by marine animals, and at first he didn’t want to think too much about the details. Then he realized it was a natural process, and he would be part of it himself someday when he died—an everlasting circle of life and death.

That night, Kimo lay on sand beneath an overhang of rock and tried to fall asleep, listening to the gentle lapping of the waves. He knew with a certainty that there had been deaths on both sides of the battle today—and he had been responsible for the loss of the helicopter crew. With a molecular thought-command, he had caused the floating sea birds to take to the air and foul the aircraft’s rotor, bringing it down. Then he had made no effort to rescue the crew members.

He recalled Gwyneth saying she felt a powerful sense of allegiance to the sea and its life forms, and none to humankind. When she’d said this, her body had been changing around her, taking her closer physically to the place she had already been for a long time in her mind—to the ocean.

Kimo felt much that way now, caring more about the swordfish, the sea birds, and other creatures that had died, instead of the helicopter crew or frogmen. Like Gwyneth, he was moving away from his human self—but in his case he still had a body that was, visually at least, human. He wished it were otherwise, that he’d never been contaminated by human genetics.


Chapter 23

Floating in the grotto’s tide pool, Gwyneth felt the waves continuously buffeting her as they lapped in and out of the enclosure, calming her with their timeless presence. She had fallen asleep in the pleasantly warm water, and had awakened to see Kimo, Alicia, and Dirk climbing on the surrounding rock formation and taking seats around her. The three of them wore their black Sea Warrior swimsuits. Soft blue light filtered into the cavern through the entrance.

“Good morning, Gwyneth,” Kimo said with a smile. “You said we must do more, and this time we’re ready to listen to your ideas.”

She spoke aloud, still retaining her slight British accent, with her diminutive mouth out of the water. “I have a larger plan, but first I think we need to do some housekeeping. The matter of Vinson Chi’ang and Emily Talbot. They have not yet been captured or killed.”

The trio stared inquisitively at her, and Dirk asked, “You have heard them communicating in the sea?”

“No, they’re too smart for that. But I know approximately where they are because I conducted some experiments last evening before it grew dark. I swam along the seabed in the shallows, and saw hundreds of crustaceans, all migrating in the same direction.”

Kimo’s eyes lit up. “Which direction?”

“Northwesterly. Toward the National Wildlife Refuge of the Hawaiian archipelago. With those two on the loose, all of us must be extremely careful what we say by molecular communication, because they may be able to hear us, even at a distance. I have not yet determined what the maximum range of communication is in the water, but theoretically it could be quite far.”

“We need to capture them,” Alicia said. Her expression hardened. “Or kill them.” 

“Exactly,” Gwyneth said, “and we need to accomplish it before we undertake any larger plan. We don’t want them interfering with our operations, or eavesdropping and tipping our hand. I would recommend that we send a full task force to Nihoa, the nearest island in the wildlife refuge. Once we reach there we can then set up a system of triangulation, putting crustaceans in different places in the water, and seeing which direction they go. I suspect that Chi’ang and Talbot are drawing the creatures to them like magnets, and are growing stronger hour by hour as their force is accumulated. 

“I recommend a full task force, because those two may not be easy to defeat, and we will need all the weapons at our disposal, including the ones we have already used effectively. I’ve been taking inventory, and we have reef sharks, sawfish, octopuses, stingrays, and puffer fish that are known to feed on crustaceans, as well as a school of longnose sawsharks that I saw in our flotilla yesterday, creatures that have joined us from Australia. Much smaller than sawfish, the sawsharks are remarkable animals. They have sensory organs that locate the movements and electrical fields of living creatures, and then they use their long snouts to root around in the seabed for fish and crustaceans. We also have savage moray eels that live in reef environments, using strong eyesight and cunning to prey on crabs. In addition, we have venomous sea snakes, electric torpedo rays, and a number of other creatures that will be of use in what I foresee as a battle against Chi’ang and his minions. With our many and varied assets, we should be able to win the battle against a more limited opponent, but first we must locate the targets.”

“Yes,” Kimo said, his eyes steely. “They will become our prey. Now tell us about your larger plan, Gwyneth.”

She paused, considered how to put it. “I think all of us will agree that the behavior of the whales and other large sea creatures in the Hawaiian Islands took us by surprise. We thought … I thought … that once they followed my commands in the initial operation—especially the whales—they would continue to obey me. But that didn’t happen. For whatever reason, it did not happen. Even Moanna cannot detect the force that guides the animals in the blockade, or get them to move. Yet, it may not be the mass suicide we fear. Instead, it could be the largest creatures in the ocean taking a stand for every living thing in the water. They have dug in their heels, so to speak, and might not budge from their positions until they get what they want—which is obviously the same thing we want, an end to human abuses in the sea.”

“You could be right.”

“Keep in mind, too, that it was box jellyfish and stonefish that were involved in this protest early on, as well as dolphins and porpoises that began to resist training—at least these were the things that humans noticed first. All before we became involved.”

Kimo frowned. “So the marine animals started this revolt on their own, and now they’re taking it to another level?”

“It is a dichotomy. The animals seem to want, and even crave, attention from special humans such as ourselves, with our abundant love for them and our superior intelligence. But they also seem capable of carrying on the fight without us if necessary.”

Nodding, Kimo said, “And our means of communicating with the animals, while improving, is not perfect enough to delve into the subtleties of their behavior and their motivations before they take action. To a large extent, we can only observe what they are doing.”

“That’s right,” Gwyneth said. “We’re the first Sea Warriors, the first hybrids, and there are many things to work out. The ocean is a complex universe in and of itself, and has amazing creatures inhabiting it, truly amazing and wondrous creatures. I have proven, however, that there are additional whales and other large creatures that will follow my commands for new tasks. I proved that yesterday.”

“And now you have another task for them,” Dirk said. 

“I do. If my plan works, it will force the United States government to stop killing our comrades on the Hawaiian barricades. I propose that we announce a threat in the media, that we intend to shut down additional U.S. ports if they do not halt their aggressive military actions.”

“More blockades, presumably?” Alicia said.

“Starting with one of the west coast ports, perhaps San Francisco, because of the relatively narrow opening from the sea to the bay. With that bottleneck in the Golden Gate channel, blocking it would also cut off the Port of Oakland, and a number of other ports in the Bay Area. It would get the government’s attention even more than we already have, because it shows what we can continue to do—and what we will do to expand our power and wreak havoc—if they don’t cooperate. First we make the threat, giving them a small amount of time to halt military action. Then, if they don’t cooperate, we make our move. And we never make idle threats.”

Alicia scratched her chin thoughtfully. “And then the creatures just remain where they are, refusing leave the Golden Gate, even if we try to make them move? Doesn’t that aggravate a problem we already have?”

“I sense that the animals will leave eventually and go about their customary lives, but only after humans change their destructive behavior. By bringing the most powerful nation on the planet to its knees, we will get other countries to capitulate as well.”

Dirk let out a long whistle. “If this works, it’s a game changer. But do we have enough whales, plesiosaurs, sea cows, and the like to block San Francisco Bay?” 

“I’m sure we do. Large numbers of animals keep arriving in the Hawaiian Islands. Yesterday, I saw many more pods and schools in the sea than were needed for the Hawaiian cordons. Yes, I’m confident that we have enough. Kimo, I also want your authorization to move against oil-drilling platforms on the California coast if the San Francisco blockade doesn’t get the U.S. government to capitulate.”

“What would you do to the oil rigs? We don’t want oil spilled all over the sea.”

“There are many creatures of the sea that can seal up any leaks. I just need to put assets in position before destroying the drilling rigs. It is inevitable that there will be some oil leakage, but I can keep it to a minimum.”

“You refer to marine animals as assets,” Dirk said, with a little amusement. “You’re thinking in military terms, I see.”

“I have to. We all have to.” Gwyneth knew she was coming across as intense, but at least she was discussing things with them and not going off on her own. 

“I think everything she’s saying is right,” Alicia said. “There are risks involved, but we have to take them. At this point, after everything that’s happened and the resistance we’re facing, we have to take forceful action.”

Both Kimo and Dirk agreed, and they laid out a plan under which the Sea Warriors would make their threat through Jimmy Waimea’s newspaper, and dispatch Gwyneth to the California coast—to prepare to carry out the new blockade if necessary, and possibly the destruction of at least one oil-drilling rig near Santa Barbara. The Sea Warriors had leverage now, with the Hawaiian island cordon and public support beginning to increase for the ocean rights movement, and they needed to press their advantage. This was a war that would be won on a chess board, not in direct combat.

 “Now, first things first,” Kimo said. “Chi’ang and Talbot.”

		

The new task force set off within the hour, with tens of thousands of powerful sea creatures, and many more smaller ones, contributing to the whole with their specialties. Kimo wanted to minimize molecular communication, for fear that it would be overheard, so before departure he stood on land and instructed the Sea Warriors to gather their aquatic animals and follow him, with only minimal communication. Some of the warriors carried backpacks with live crabs inside them, for release when they reached the wildlife refuge.

The task force dipped beneath the surface of the water, to avoid detection from the air. In a few hours they reached remote Nihoa Island in the Hawaiian archipelago, where crabs were released offshore on three sides of the tiny piece of land. They all headed northwesterly. The force continued, until they encountered a seabed jammed with crustaceans of all sorts—reef crabs, packrat lobsters, purse crabs, Japanese crabs, and even a few king crabs that had somehow found their way here from colder Alaskan or deep-ocean waters. Dirk motioned for the Sea Warriors to circle around, to determine the limits of the thick cluster. 

They found it, and then Kimo broke the transmission silence to say, “I want this area completely encircled. Then we drive toward the center, where they must be.”

As he said this, the crustaceans began to move around fitfully, as if all of them—and the two beating hearts of evil at their core—were a single organism, and knew it was in danger.

		

Kimo swam beside Jacqueline, and they drifted over the center of the shifting mass of crustaceans, around ten feet above it. Behind the two swimmers were a squadron of whitetip reef sharks and longnose sawsharks.

Suddenly the jumble of crabs, lobsters, shrimps, and other crustaceans began to grow higher on the seabed, as if something was rising up from underneath them. For a moment Kimo was hypnotized by the motion, without understanding it, until he realized the creatures were piling on top of each other, scrambling over each other, building a hill of multi-colored, clawed creatures. The mound rose surprisingly quickly, and just as Kimo told Jacqueline to command the sharks to attack, a mass of reef crabs launched at her and clasped onto her, ripping at her face and body with sharp claws. For several horrifying moments the crabs kept coming, using her as a bridge to leap onto the backs of some of the reef sharks.

Jacqueline struggled to extricate herself from the ripping claws, and Kimo helped her, while sending his own commands to the sharks to attack the reef crabs and their brethren, to prevent any more of them from rising on the seabed. Kimo managed to pull several of the most tenacious crabs off her, and she pulled others away. Finally she was free, and Kimo took a moment to heal her bleeding wounds, though he could do nothing for her one-piece Sea Warrior swimsuit, which had been torn on the front and back, but still clung to her. 

Several small sawsharks ripped into the center of the mound of crustaceans, where Chi’ang and Talbot were supposed to be. But soon it became apparent that they were not there, as the sawsharks cut through to the seabed and found nothing there but sand, writhing worms, and pieces of broken shell. 

The reef sharks managed to shake crabs loose from their bodies, and snatched some of them in their jaws as they fell. Other sharks began feeding on crabs and lobsters on the seabed, causing them to scatter in panic. Crustaceans fled in all directions, with the faster ones scampering over the slower ones to get away.

As the seabed cleared, Kimo saw no sign of the fugitives, so he swam back to rejoin the rest of his task force, leaving Jacqueline to mop up, and make certain the murderers were not hiding somewhere here after all. 

In a deeper area of the water, Dirk Avondale motioned to him, then transmitted, “One of our new recruits—Tavis Small—reports that he is gaining control over some of the crabs and lobsters, and they are following his commands. Not all of them, but a sizable portion of them—and he’s instructed them to lead us to Chi’ang and Talbot.” He pointed to his left. “They’re heading in a northerly direction, not going that fast but gradually gaining speed.”

Kimo surfaced, and saw the hulking form of Gwyneth swimming in place, near a pod of humpback whales. He heard a thought from the teenager: “The crustaceans are heading toward that atoll.” She pointed with a short flipper, and Kimo could see it, a mass of coral rising out of the water several feet. It had a high point on it, and he thought he saw movement up there.

When Kimo swam in that direction, Alicia joined him. “Can I help?” she asked. “I’ve developed a mini-tidal wave to add to my repertoire—well, really, it’s too small to really be called a tidal wave—but it is a wall of water around three feet high.”

“We’ll see. I’m not sure what we’re up against yet.”

As Kimo swam, he received a message from Dirk Avondale, saying he was massing much of their force around the atoll. The fugitives were there for sure, he said, surrounded by thousands of crabs and lobsters that formed a barrier around the curvature of coral. Apparently they were preparing to make a last stand, and Dirk thought it would be a ferocious one. 

When Kimo and Alicia reached the largest part of the Sea Warrior force, he saw that two enormous crustaceans were huddled on the highest point of coral, several feet above the sea level. The largest one—barely recognizable as Vinson Chi’ang—was blue and white, with a wide carapace and long paddle-legs, while Emily Talbot was smaller and bright green and orange, with similar legs. They were the height of humans, and had metamorphosed far beyond the last time Kimo saw them. They had bulbous, red-pupil eyes, and antennae—her pair longer than his. All around them, the smaller crustaceans not only covered the perimeter of the coral-reef formation; they were also on top of it, closely surrounding the pair.

“That’s them, isn’t it?” Alicia asked.

“You can bet on it.”

Quickly, Kimo considered how they might attack. So far, Dirk had made no suggestion, except to encircle the atoll to prevent escape. Turning to Alicia, he asked, “Can you target your waves carefully to hit the smaller crustaceans, knocking them away without hitting Chi’ang or Talbot—clearing the way for our warriors to go in and capture them? We don’t want them using the water to get away.”

“I’m not sure. I’m still practicing my aiming techniques, and I don’t think I can do anything that precise. Maybe we shouldn’t chance it. The downside is too big.”

“You’re right. We need to try something else.”

With Earhart dead, Kimo had taken charge of the sawfish, swordfish, sailfish, flying fish and other creatures that had previously been under the dominion of the fallen hero. Now he commanded the flying fish to attack from all sides, and sent at least a thousand small, agile fish leaping high in the air toward the fugitives, hurling their bodies against them and onto the coral. Some of them sailed right past, to the other side. Others collided in midair, or slammed into new walls of crustaceans that were rising around the pair. Behind the rising wall, Chi’ang and Talbot stood, swatting their attackers away.

While they were doing that, Kimo launched forty of the larger sailfish at them, and they flew through the air, pointing their sword-sharp noses. They tore through the crustacean wall from all sides, knocking it down and puncturing a claw arm of the big crab that must be Chi’ang. He and his companion were forced to hunker down on the coral surface, their red, bulbous eyes showing how desperate they were to escape.

The mass of crustaceans on the atoll receded, leaving corpses behind, and Dirk reported that more of them were falling under the molecular command of Tavis Small. Kimo finally stopped the aerial onslaught, when there were only a few crustaceans clinging to the coral atoll, and the hapless former Sea Warriors were left totally exposed.

He wished he could build a coral-walled prison around them quickly, but even with all he knew about the ocean, and even with Gwyneth’s remarkable mind as an asset, he could not imagine it possible. There wasn’t enough time, and reefs in this region usually grew in shallow, warm water, requiring many years to build coral colonies. Even so, for a moment he imagined microscopic larvae emerging from the sea and secreting limestone cells around themselves, growing into polyps, and gradually branching out, reproducing and building walls of coral and a coral roof around Chi’ang and Talbot. It was impossible, of course….

When Kimo was finished imagining this, which gave him a brief break from the recent tensions, he summoned Foley Johnson, and ordered him to station aggressive hawksbill turtles all around the atoll to prevent the prisoners from escaping. He told Foley to remain here, along with Jacqueline Rado and another Sea Warrior who were setting up concentric circles of protection around the reef—small reef sharks and sawsharks on the inside, and beyond that in deeper water, great white sharks on patrol, along with whales and long-necked plesiosaurs. Then, noticing a basin of saltwater on one side of their perch, he told them to move the prisoners into it later to keep them moist, if that proved necessary.

When the safeguards were in place, Kimo approached the captives and shouted at them: “This is your prison, where you will remain until we are able to bring you to justice.”

The two killers screeched and howled in protest, and snapped their claws angrily, but to no avail.

		

Dirk Avondale took the rest of the Sea Warriors back to their volcanic-island hiding place, while Kimo rode atop a wave with Alicia, returning to Oahu after dark. When they were within sight of the heavily-populated island, dotted with lights, they dove underwater and swam beneath the cordon. The Navy was stationed on both sides of the barrier, with their ships illuminated, but they were not attacking. This gave Kimo some hope, but he continued on with his followers, and waded ashore near the base of Diamond Head. 

They could have arrived sooner, but their Sea Warrior swimsuits were a problem, tying them to the allegedly criminal organization. And they couldn’t walk around the island nude, or they’d be arrested for that. In the shadowy darkness, they made their way to a small wooden structure in Kapi’olani Park, where Kimo knew there was a lost-and-found for items left by the public. He’d been there once the year before, looking for a pair of flippers lost by a girl he’d been dating. He remembered the building was not well secured, and now he managed to force the door open easily, breaking it loose of the hasp and padlock. In a matter of minutes, they found clothing to put on over their swimsuits—jeans and a Hawaiian shirt for him, and shorts and a blouse for her—and they hurried out onto Diamond Head Road, and from there they made their way onto city streets, reaching a small, metal-roofed bungalow owned by Jimmy Waimea.

“I think we’re in luck,” Kimo said. “Lights are on inside.”

He climbed the short staircase onto a cluttered wood porch, and rapped on the door. Jimmy greeted them with a worried expression. “I didn’t expect this,” the small Hawaiian man said.

“I know we’re wanted,” Kimo said, “but I need you to do me another favor. One more exclusive for you, Cousin.”

Jimmy looked past them to the street, motioned them inside. After closing the window blinds, he led them into the small, cluttered living room. A collection of marine floats hung on the walls. Copies of the Honolulu Mercury News were piled on the floor and on tables. One of the banner headlines read, “HAWAIIAN BLOCKADE IN 8TH DAY,” and below that, in smaller bold letters, “Air and Sea Search for Sea Warriors Continues.” Another headline read, “SEA SERPENTS: ARE THEY MAGICAL?” And below that: “Is the Ocean a Fantasy Realm?”

A number of chambered nautilus and trumpet shells were arranged on tables—shells that Kimo now believed should never have been removed from the ocean, because they provided habitats for hermit crabs and other creatures after their original inhabitants abandoned them. But he would say nothing to Jimmy about this, not wanting to harm their relationship, or seem ungrateful for all the help he had provided.

Jimmy sat on a wooden chair, offered the couch to his visitors. He grabbed a reporter’s spiral notebook, removed a pen from his shirt pocket, and clicked it.

“You know about the Pearl Harbor massacre of seamen, of course,” Kimo began. “A horrible thing, really awful. We had nothing to do with it.”

“I know you didn’t, but you’re taking a huge risk coming here. The cops make regular patrols by here, keeping an eye out for you.”

“I’ll make it quick, then. We tracked down the murderers, Vinson Chi’ang and Emily Talbot, and captured them. Now we want to turn them over to the police, or military authorities.”

Jimmy’s eyebrows arched. “You don’t have them with you here, do you?”

“No. They’re on a coral atoll in the National Wildlife Refuge. We stationed guards. I’ll give you the location, and I want you to have them picked up and taken in for trial. It won’t be much of a trial, based on the videotape evidence that exists.”

Jimmy nodded. He took down details of the fugitives’ location.

“The marine animals we posted are aggressive,” Alicia said, “to prevent the killers from escaping, but they will allow them to be taken away by the authorities. In addition to the animals watching them, we posted three Sea Warriors—and as part of the deal I don’t want them arrested. Can you arrange that?”

“No promises, but I’ll try.”

“That’s all we can ask.”

“There’s something more,” Alicia said. “Actually, a lot more. We’d like you to inform the Navy that if they don’t stop attacking the marine animals blockading the island, we are prepared to do something more—and we guarantee the U.S. government won’t like it.”

“And that is?”

“If all violence isn’t stopped within seventy-two hours of noon tomorrow, we’re going to expand the blockade to the continental United States.”

“In what way?”

“That’s for them to figure out.” Kimo leaned forward on the couch. “But believe me, Jimmy, we’re not bluffing, and we’re prepared to keep escalating this as much as necessary. In support of us, environmental protests are sure to increase against the killing of sea life. There’s no way the United States government can win this fight.”

Jimmy nodded. “I’ll pass on your messages. Both of them. And good luck. By the way, that was impressive the way you beached a front-line U.S. Navy submarine without injuring any of the crew. That, at least, was one of your good decisions, and I’ll play it up on your behalf.”

“It was Gwyneth’s idea,” Kimo admitted. “I had something more drastic in mind, and the government might want to know what it was. We could have forced the sub to the sea floor and kept it there. Everyone inside would have died, but we decided not to do that.”

“Even so, the Navy did lose one helicopter and two crewmen in the battle, along with three frogmen who were killed by a needlefish, a squid, and a stingray. That has not gone over well with the admirals. Oh, and there’s the matter of the Navy spy that Moanna found in your midst a few days ago, and somehow he drowned.”

“The battle deaths were unavoidable,” Alicia said. “I wasn’t doing anything aggressive at all, and the ‘copter crew fired on me, almost killing me, and then tried to capture me. If Kimo hadn’t taken action to rescue me, I might be dead, or rotting in a Navy prison cell. And Kimo was attacked by the frogmen. It was only after the frogmen fired at him that the needlefish, the squid, and the stingray went into action.”

Jimmy scribbled more notes.

Finally Kimo and Alicia rose to their feet, and he said, “Maybe we’d better go out through the back.”

“I think so. Can I give you some food to take with you, or are you living off the sea now?”

“More and more.” Kimo smiled ruefully. “I do miss my mother’s home cooking, though. At the first opportunity I want to pay her a visit, but I can’t seem to get a moment of spare time.”

Jimmy led them to the rear of the house. Then Kimo and Alicia—fugitives themselves now—slipped out the back door into the darkness.


Chapter 24

The military helicopter flew so low over the sea that the wind from its twin-engine rotors caused ripples in the water. Though Fuji Namoto normally didn’t like ‘copters, with all their noise and vibration (and the danger of falling from the sky like a rock), she thought this craft was different—smoother, faster, and probably safer.

Her husband sat beside her in the passenger compartment, wearing one of the dark business suits he preferred when on official business as the Governor of the State of Hawaii. Today, he had joined this mission in a quasi-military capacity. As the former Admiral of the Third Fleet based at Pearl Harbor, he had asked to accompany the Navy Seals, and had brought Fuji to administer the sedation of the captives. There had been questions from the naval high command about her allegiance to the Sea Warriors, but Heinz had pointed out quickly, and quite correctly, that when it came to the two crustacean fugitives, the Sea Warriors and the Navy were on the same side, wanting to put the criminals out of commission. The Sea Warriors, he also insisted, were not all criminals—and certainly not his wife or other associate members, many of whom had only worked in the Honolulu office as volunteers, collecting donations and promoting the organization’s pro-ocean messages.

The rear of the passenger compartment was filled with a crack Seal team that had taken custody of Vinson Chi’ang and Emily Talbot in the last half hour—while leaving behind the three Sea Warriors who’d been guarding them. Still amped up from the unusual capture, the men chattered excitedly as they changed out of their wet clothing.

Riding outside in special moisturized slings below the helicopter, the sedated, comatose prisoners bore hardly any resemblance to human beings any more. They had not moved since Fuji prepared sedative needles and fired them into their carapaces from a safe distance

Now she watched them on a projection screen mounted on the forward bulkhead. Their dangerous, oversized claws were constricted by heavy bindings. She thought the hybrid crustaceans’ red, bulbous eyes were the strangest feature of all—the way they reflected the souls of creatures so alien that they did not seem to belong on this planet. Down on the atoll she had been looking into their eyes when the drug took effect, had watched the red rage in them fade from embers into coals, and then go out entirely.

She shifted in her seat, stared through the porthole beside her at the turquoise blue water. “I hope they don’t wake up and cut their way loose from those slings with their claws,” she said.

“An unpleasant thought,” the Governor said. “I’m sure the Seals would not like to jump in after them.” He mused for a moment. “I wonder who would win in a fight between the Navy’s best commandos and those two monsters.”

“Hard to say, not knowing the capabilities of unknown creatures—but those big claws are razor-sharp and dangerous, and who knows how fast the prisoners can summon help.”

The helicopter skirted wide of the entrance to Pearl Harbor, and the ongoing standoff there. Fuji watched through high-powered binoculars, saw a large submarine that had been beached like a whale, and she wondered how that had happened. Around the cordon of large sea creatures, the water was thick with schools of fish, and a helicopter hovered over several trapped Navy warships, which were prevented from moving by large-bodied marine animals. 

Her own aircraft descended and hovered over the base’s recreational center and its swimming pool, so that she could no longer see the ships or the cordon of marine animals. Below, she saw at least a hundred armed U.S. Marines circling the pool. She watched while the slings were lowered into the shallow end of the water, immersing the prisoners. Swimmers removed the slings from the sedated monsters, while others attached equipment to check the vital signs, and white-smocked medical personnel supervised.

It was only a temporary holding tank, Fuji knew, to be used until a more permanent facility could be constructed to house them under the highest security. 

		

Carrying walking sticks, Jeff and Preston Ellsworth walked through a grove of royal palm trees that arched gracefully toward the sea. A large purse crab scuttled up the trunk of one tree, going after a coconut.

It was shortly after a lunch that Jeff had shared with his grandfather, during which the old man lectured him about how disappointed he was in the younger man’s behavior and decision-making. Jeff hated diatribes like that, but he’d gritted his teeth and not said much—while wishing he had the nerve to talk back. Now his grandfather was repeating himself, apparently not remembering what he’d already said at lunch. There seemed to be no end to it.

Jeff felt a tightness in one of his jeans pockets, under the loose tails of his Hawaiian shirt, where he concealed the snub-nose .38 caliber pistol he’d taken in the fight on the boat. In his other pocket he had a small clip of extra bullets he’d stolen from the security office at the hotel. With everything that had been occurring recently, he needed to feel the assurance of being armed.

“I’m not happy about paying that large insurance deductible for a new helicopter,” the old man said. “By rights I should deduct it from your pay, because you should have visually confirmed the fuel level before taking off. That’s part of any basic pre-flight inspection, and you failed to do it. You must have had something else on your mind, and forgot that the air is unforgiving of any mistakes. You’re lucky you weren’t killed, and lucky you didn’t have passengers aboard when you went down—or they could have been killed, too.”

Jeff took a deep breath. Then: “Yes, Grandfather. I’m sorry, as I’ve tried to tell you. I promise I’ll be more careful in the future.”

“You’re my only grandchild now, Jeff. I’m going to disown Alicia, so this ranch and all of my holdings will be yours. But I need you to be much more responsible in your actions. You can’t run my businesses if you don’t consider consequences, if you don’t think everything through carefully before doing it.”

“I’m being more careful about my pre-flight inspections.”

Abruptly, a uniformed police officer emerged from behind a tree and stood in their way. Jeff and his grandfather knew the man, Eddie Puiki, because he worked security at the ranch on a part-time basis, to earn extra money.

Staring at Jeff, the smaller man unclipped his sidearm, but didn’t draw it. Then Puiki said to him, “Mr. Ellsworth, I’m placing you under arrest for the murder of Marshall Hunter on his boat. We have you on a surveillance camera bashing him over the head with a drawer, killing him.”

“The man was drunk, and firing at me wildly. I was just protecting myself.” He met his grandfather’s shocked, angry gaze.

“That’s not what the surveillance tape shows, but you’ll have your day in court to explain why you were plundering the boat, and why you killed that guy.” He removed a pair of handcuffs from his belt, stepped toward Jeff with them, and commanded, “Turn around.”

Jeff didn’t comply, said angrily, “Aren’t you supposed to read me my rights before discussing the details of a case? You sound like judge, jury, and police officer, all wrapped in one. You’ve already made up your mind about me, haven’t you?”

“Turn around, Mr. Ellsworth. Now.”

Having decided not to draw his own concealed weapon, Jeff made a motion as if he were complying, then lunged into the smaller man and struggled to overpower him and take his weapon away. The pair tumbled to the ground, punching each other and grappling for the officer’s hand gun, a .45 caliber automatic.

In the background, Jeff heard his grandfather yelling. “Jeff, what are you doing? Stop this immediately!”

The officer’s gun went off in an ear-splitting explosion. Jeff heard his grandfather groan, knew he hadn’t pulled the trigger himself. 

With a burst of angry strength, Jeff finally wrenched the weapon away and used it to hit the officer on the head with the butt, but not too hard. The man fell back: appeared to be unconscious.

Leaning over his grandfather, Jeff called his name. The old man had a bleeding head wound, and looked dead. In shock and terror, Jeff turned and ran along the seashore, hurling the .45 in the water, but keeping the .38.

A mile away, he ran inside a seashore cave that local fishermen sometimes used. The dirt floor of the lava-rock interior was littered with beer cans and torn food wrappers, and there was evidence of a cook fire just outside the entrance. He cleared a spot at the back of the cave, where he curled up and cried, filled with so much sadness and remorse that he could hardly face going on with his life. His emotions were raw, and he had brought no medications with him.

Jeff spent the night there, sleeping fitfully and listening to the sounds of the sea. In the morning, he saw two scuba divers walking on the pebble beach and wading into the water, a man and a woman. Slipping outside, Jeff concealed himself behind shrubs, and noticed that they had left a Jeep parked on the road. When the pair submerged, he checked their vehicle. The keys were still in the ignition, so he started the motor and sped up a road that led to the top of the volcano. He wasn’t sure what he would do next, only knew that he needed some time to think.

Suddenly his prior worries seemed like nothing, and he felt great shame for what he’d done, and forever wishing his grandfather would die. He missed the old man, wished that things might have been different, and that he’d never made such terrible decisions.


Chapter 25

Early that morning, sunlight sparkled on whitecaps that danced off the southern shore of Oahu, making the water look like soft melted gold. 

Inside the cordon of large-bodied sea creatures ringing the island, the struggle for access to Pearl Harbor continued. The U.S. Navy, having placed only skeleton crews on their three trapped warships, found themselves unable to stop the Sea Warriors from moving the vessels into position across the entrance to the harbor, stretching them bow to stern and holding the ships in place with plesiosaurs, giant octopuses, and giant squids. Whales, giant groupers, dugongs, and sunfish filled in any gaps that remained on the surface, so that now there were two barriers preventing the Navy from using the seaway freely—blocked by their own commandeered vessels on the inside and by the outer wall of the cordon itself. 

On the ocean side of the barricade, Alicia, Kimo, and Dirk swam inside a protective escort of killer whales, with the gray, lumpy Gwyneth riding on the back of one of the animals. Some of the creatures spouted water from their blowholes, which Alicia had always considered to be a beautiful sight.

She saw a flotilla of civilian boats approaching from the sparkling western sea—four converted fishing boats, an old wooden pleasure craft, and a cobbled-together patchwork boat—all with their decks thronging with people, and their rigging adorned with colorful flags. The Sea Warriors had been expecting them to arrive this morning. The actress, Monique Gatsby, had told Kimo that her environmental activist friends from Southern California had arranged for a demonstration. Unable to mobilize boats from any of the Hawaiian Islands because of the cordons, they had been forced to bring vessels full of protestors from Fiji, Tahiti, and other islands, supplementing them with local Hawaiians who managed to find a way to get aboard. News helicopters flew overhead.

As the flotilla approached the blocked entrance to Pearl Harbor, they slowed and put out sea anchors, then rafted the vessels together. When the boats were snugly side by side and tied deck to deck, people moved from boat to boat, and presently two huge banners were hung across the entire width of the raft, proclaiming “RESCUE THE OCEAN” in huge red letters. Activist leaders manned loudspeakers and bullhorns, chanting demands at the Navy:

“Scuttle the Navy! Rescue the Ocean! … Scuttle the Navy! Rescue the Ocean! … Scuttle the Navy! Rescue the Ocean! … Scuttle the Navy! Rescue the Ocean!”

Within minutes, a destroyer outside the cordon steamed toward them. Over its loudspeaker, a voice boomed: “You are ordered to disperse for your own safety. This is an illegal demonstration in a danger zone. Your safety cannot be guaranteed.”

Undeterred, the demonstrators continued their chants, while the Navy repeated its command.

“Kimo, shall I send blue whales and sperm whales to push that ship away?” Gwyneth asked, in her peculiar, throaty voice.

“Or I could help her,” Dirk Avondale said, “using dolphins to push the rudders out of position.”

“I could also try a wave,” Alicia said. “I’ve been practicing the vee-waves, which might work, but maybe one of my mini-tidal waves would work best.”

“Three feet high?” Kimo said. He looked skeptical.

“A little higher than that now,” she said, “and importantly, I think I can generate more thrust. Shall I give it a try?”

“All right. Let’s see what you can do.”

Immersed in the water, Alicia envisioned the largest possible wave—an immense wall of water. Moments later, a wave formed ahead of her that was only a fraction of that, but it was larger than previous attempts, perhaps three and a half feet high and forty feet wide.

Before sending it toward the naval vessel, she tried something new, bringing in the sides of the wave so that it was only half as wide. This had the effect of raising the level of the water by another foot or foot and a half, and now she directed it at the bow of the ship.

When it approached the vessel, men on the decks shouted and pointed down at the water, as if they had seen a torpedo. General alarms sounded and crews ran to their battle stations.

The mini-wall of water slammed into the bow of the ship and—as she had hoped—it did not dissipate or pass underneath the hull, only lifting the level of the destroyer in the water. Instead, as she focused her thoughts, the mini-tidal wave kept pushing against the side of the bow, causing the destroyer to turn completely around. Then she did it again, while sailors ran frantically on the decks, not knowing what to do in response. Now she realized that she had created more than a wall of water; it was like a big, raised whirlpool in which the warship was caught.

When she had the vessel pointed away, she released the whirling wall of water and gave the ship a hard push from behind, shoving it half a mile away from where it wanted to be. When it tried to come back, she repeated the procedure, this time sending the destroyer even farther out to sea—until finally the crew gave up.

Satisfied, she released her mental grip on the seawater, and allowed the molecular energy to dissipate, so it was as if it the event had never occurred at all. In a few moments the water around the destroyer looked normal, with small waves that barely formed into whitecaps in a breeze. 

		

Although the prisoners were in federal custody, the Governor of Hawaii felt considerable responsibility for them. It had been his recommendation to imprison them on a remote Pacific island he’d discovered years ago, during his active Navy days. One side of the island, rising almost three thousand feet above the level of the sea, was an extinct volcano with a fully-enclosed crater. Inside the crater, the government had constructed a large tank with thick glass walls, floor, and roof—a tank they filled with seawater and the nutrients necessary to keep two large crustaceans alive—Vinson Chi’ang and Emily Talbot.

Taking the better part of a day to get there, Governor Churchill hired a long-range seaplane, leaving at midnight and arriving the following afternoon. At the prison island, he climbed the arduous trail to the top of the volcano, a trek in hot sunlight that made him glad he’d stayed in shape. He passed through a guarded security gate, noting that the entire crater was encircled in high, electrified barbed wire. At the center of the dry caldera, the area around the glass tank had guards and dogs on patrol.

A tall female guard escorted him through the compound, and described the facility’s advanced, multi-sensor alarm system. Then she said, “Our government wants to keep these unique prisoners alive, while fully realizing how very dangerous they are. For that reason there are powerful, megaton explosives rigged around the entire caldera. In the event of a problem, this thing will erupt like a real volcano. We would all sacrifice our lives, but at least the prisoners could not possibly escape.”

“That’s comforting to know,” Heinz said. “Let’s hope there are no problems while we’re here.”

“You’re right, sir. We had other visitors yesterday, a team of scientists that took genetic samples from the prisoners and collected observational data. No one seems to understand how the two of them got the way they are, or how any of the Sea Warriors metamorphosed in the varying, radical ways they did. There are stories going around that they’ve been magically transformed by a sea goddess, but that doesn’t make any sense. Still, however they got the way they are, it’s an unprecedented opportunity for scientific inquiry.”

“A silver lining on the dark cloud.”

“Right, sir.”

Heinz considered telling her that all Sea Warriors were not evil, but the Federal Government was close to declaring them a terrorist organization, so he didn’t think anything favorable he might say would be received well. It would probably be reported up the line, and could put him under suspicion. He’d already received enough criticism about his wife working with the radicals as an associate member. Initially, he’d had major disagreements with her over this, but day by day she’d managed to whittle away at him, and now he was able to see the Sea Warriors in a more balanced light. He had to admit, they were making a number of excellent points about the need to care for the ocean. It was just their methods that he found questionable.

The guard led Governor Churchill onto a catwalk that encircled the tank. “We call this the aquarium,” she said, as they stopped at a viewing platform and peered through the thick glass at the prisoners as they scuttled around on the floor of the tank, at his level. Seeing him, Chi’ang scampered over to the glass and glowered. He reared up on his hind legs and raised his huge front claws threateningly, opening and closing the razor-sharp pincers that were obviously capable of ripping a man apart. Heinz stared back, not breaking gaze with the soulless red eyes.

Chi’ang made a sudden lunge at the glass, but Heinz didn’t flinch.

“You can tell what he’s thinking,” the guard said. “God help us if these two ever escape.”

“Then you must make sure they don’t.”

		

At the Pearl Harbor blockade, the Navy broadcasted a message simultaneously from all of its ships, both inside and outside the cordon, so that it sounded like a stereo effect to Alicia: “The Sea Warriors have formally been declared a terrorist organization, an enemy of the United States. The President, the Congress, and the Pentagon will not be coerced or extorted by a band of anarchists roaming the seas. Kimo Pohaku, the government does not agree to the demand you have made through the press. This harbor will be reopened by any means necessary, and we will not be deterred by your threat to expand blockade operations to the American continent.”

Alicia had an empty feeling in the pit of her stomach. The conflict was only going to get worse.

“We demand the unconditional surrender of the Sea Warriors within forty-eight hours of this announcement. All human beings who have become hybrids, listen carefully. Like your comrades Vinson Chi’ang and Emily Talbot, you will be given competent legal representation and fair trials. But you must cooperate. You will cooperate, or we’ll hunt you down, to the last man and woman.”

“I’m going to respond right away,” Kimo said to Alicia and Dirk. The Hawaiian man swam toward the rafted boats of the environmental activists, with Alicia and Dirk close behind him. Wearing their black Sea Warrior swimsuits, they climbed up a rope ladder onto the main deck of the largest boat. Stepping aboard, Alicia noted that the vessel was weathered like its companions, and showed evidence of extensive repairs. It moved slightly under her feet in the light waves. 

“I’d like to address the Navy and the government,” Kimo said to a long-haired, bearded man who held a loudspeaker microphone. 

“Of course,” the man said, recognizing him instantly. He handed over the tubular mike.

A few feet away, Alicia saw Monique Gatsby climb aboard the boat. The actress knew several of the activists, and they gathered around her with boisterous greetings, then fell silent as Kimo prepared to speak.

“Now this is our response,” Kimo broadcasted, with his voice coming out of multiple speakers on the rafted boats. “I could not get all Sea Warriors to surrender if I wanted to—which I don’t. President Vanness, you know what Chi’ang and Talbot did on their own, as well as the earlier blockade of the Hawaiian Islands that another member initiated when we were only supposed to temporarily shut down the major beaches. We have already shown our good faith by turning Chi’ang and Talbot over to the federal government. 

“And now, to show you that the Sea Warriors mean business, we intend to disrupt shipping on the mainland of the United States if you do not cease all hostile actions against the blockades in these islands, in that same forty-eight hours! Because of your continued aggressive actions, which are harmful to the ocean, we have just moved up the original timetable. You no longer have the seventy-two hours that was published in the latest edition of the Honolulu Mercury News. You are losing this fight in Hawaii—this Battle of the Hawaiian Sea—and if we expand our operations you will lose on all other fronts, as well. You cannot win. You will not win!”

Kimo handed back the microphone and went to the railing of the boat, where he looked out at the large, lumpy shape of Gwyneth, who was nearby, still riding on the back of the killer whale, with the rest of the pod assembled near her. 

“You heard what I said to them?” Kimo asked, after motioning her to come closer.

“I heard!” she said, in her throaty voice. On the whale’s back, the humanoid teenager was only a little below Kimo’s eye level, a short distance away. “You are quite poetic. The Battle of the Hawaiian Sea has a nice ring to it.”

“Too much blood has been shed here,” Kimo said.

“I know.”

Making sure no one was eavesdropping, he leaned over the side and said to her in a low voice, “Gwyneth, I want you to leave for San Francisco within the hour. I’ve already sent for a school of the fastest jetfish to get you there, in a sealed, high-speed pod. They are in the French Shoals, and are on their way. Three other Sea Warriors will accompany you—Jacqueline Rado, Professor Marcus Greco, and one of the impressive young recruits, J.D. Watts. Of that group, only the oceanography professor has not shown any obvious bodily changes, though he is still a functioning hybrid with gills and other underwater capabilities. Because of his normal human appearance, he will bring shoes and street clothes in a waterproof pack, so that he can go freely onto the land whenever necessary.”

“San Francisco,” she said, also keeping her voice down. “That’s what I recommended two days ago.” 

His eyes were sad. “If we have to blockade that port it will be a major escalation, sure to provoke the rage of the U.S. government. I hope we can avoid taking that step, but I’m not optimistic.”

“If we go through with the blockade, should I set it up at the Golden Gate Bridge?”

He paused. “A couple of hundred feet away from the bridge would be better, to keep anyone from using it as a platform to drop explosives.”

“I can swim very fast myself,” she said. “Perhaps I don’t need the jetfish pod.”

“I want you to stay with your team. The jetfish will form a water-filled reservoir for you onboard, so that you can remain moist during the trip and will not suffer. It will be in the forward section of the passenger cabin, and you will still be able to speak to the others when your mouth is out of the water. As 

soon as you are in San Francisco Bay, you can try to interact with me by molecular communication, and I’ll let you know if the President has backed down.”

“I’ve been thinking about the molecular transmission system,” Gwyneth said, “and even if we could communicate in that manner across a great distance, there would be a delay factor of three or four hours. If our unique form of communication were merely a matter of the speed of sound through water—which is almost five times the speed of sound through air—it would be theoretically possible to send each message between Hawaii and San Francisco in less than an hour. But our system is more complicated than that, and would take longer over that distance.”

	He nodded thoughtfully. “In that case, send Professor Greco ashore in street clothes after the forty-eight hour deadline is up, to see if the U.S. government has accepted our terms. If not, you know what to do.”

“You’ve thought of everything.”

Kimo looked at her somberly. “In wartime it is not possible to think of everything. And make no mistake about it. We are at war with the United States of America, and potentially with the rest of the world.”
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Chapter 1

Gwyneth and her team boarded the jetfish pod through separate hatchways that led into the passenger compartment, except her entranceway was larger to accommodate her oversized, lumpy body. Her entryway allowed her to drop directly into the water-filled, forward holding tank that Kimo had arranged for her. She immersed herself in the warm seawater contained by living jetfish flesh, and watched as the others entered through an aft hatch and took seats on a simple bench that the creatures had also formed.

Kimo was just about to seal Gwyneth’s hatchway, when she heard Monique Gatsby speaking to him outside. “I’d like to go on this mission,” the actress said. “I can obtain a great deal of favorable publicity for us, and raise money for the ocean’s cause if I show up in San Francisco and begin the talk show circuit—whether we blockade the Bay Area of not. Simultaneously, I could arrange for a massive pro-ocean demonstration, either in downtown San Francisco or on the Golden Gate Bridge—depending upon circumstances. We’re already a worldwide media story, and I can make it even bigger.”

“The U.S. government considers us criminals,” Kimo said. “You’ll be arrested.”

“Then I’d be careful to only grant interviews to people I trust, from hidden locations. I have a lot of media contacts, as well as important friends in Hollywood and in the activist community. Adding this to what we did in Hawaii, we’d be giving the government another black eye.”

The two of them spoke for several minutes. Finally, Kimo relented and obtained a second waterproof pack and clothing for the actress, so that both she and Professor Greco could go ashore in San Francisco. They both still looked fully human, despite their hidden gills and internal physical changes. “Make sure you know who your friends really are,” he cautioned. 

“Oh, I will. You can count on that.”

Presently, when all five Sea Warriors were aboard the pod, Kimo sealed the entrances and sent the strange craft on its way. Long and sleek, the reddish, translucent vessel submerged a few feet and accelerated quickly, speeding toward the West Coast like an underwater bullet….

As the jetfish pod raced across the Pacific, just beneath the surface, Gwyneth lay in the warm seawater of the onboard reservoir.  She thought of her earlier act of independence, in which she blockaded the Hawaiian Islands without Kimo’s authorization, resulting in unexpected, and largely undesirable, consequences. As a direct result of the cordons of marine animals that she generated, a substantial number of the creatures had been killed, along with four hybrid Sea Warriors, the Navy frogmen and the helicopter crew. Gwyneth had also considered the matter of the murders of the Navy seamen by Chi’ang and Talbot, and at first she’d felt some culpability, since she had already stirred up the Navy. But then she realized that Chi’ang and Talbot would have gotten upset over their transformed appearances anyway, and would have still gone on a killing rampage—it just would not have involved the Navy.

Gwyneth regretted inciting the wrath of the U.S. government—but now all she could do was to fight back against the aggressors who were killing her beloved sea creature companions, and fight back hard.

Inside the cabin, Monique Gatsby controlled the conversation, though she kept deferring to Gwyneth, asking if the teenager wanted to say anything or require anything—because Kimo had placed her in charge.

As the mission commander, Gwyneth knew what she had to do in order to complete the assignment, but saw herself as more of a specialist than a leader. Even so, it was obvious to everyone involved that her specialty was the key here, because without her unique talent, it would be difficult or impossible to block San Francisco Bay.

Since joining the Sea Warriors and discovering more about her affinity for the ocean and the animals in it, Gwyneth had found that many of her autistic traits had diminished—such as her earlier problems with bright lights and loud noises, and her difficulty socializing or speaking clearly. She actually liked most of the people in the organization, and sometimes enjoyed talking with them for extended periods. None of the members, not even the ones who still had most or all of their human appearances, seemed at all put off by Gwyneth’s unusual body, which bore only a few remnants of its original humanity, and made it impossible for her to go ashore on her own any longer.

From her holding tank in the passenger compartment, Gwyneth conversed with the team during the journey across the Pacific Ocean. It was agreed that Jacqueline Rado would gather white sharks and great barracudas, and would form a security force for the operation. Both Monique Gatsby and Professor Marcus Greco would go ashore in civilian clothes and stay in the house of a friend of hers, located in the Marina district on the north shore of the city, not far from the bridge. They would do a talk show circuit together, with her providing the glamour and fame to gain attention for the cause of the world’s ocean, and the professor providing facts about the ocean and its plight.

The young recruit that Kimo had sent along on the mission, J.D. Watts, had been involved in environmental causes at Stanford University, and had grown up in the Bay Area. His local knowledge might prove useful, and Gwyneth would look for ways to use him as an assistant, for whatever tasks she needed accomplished. There had been significant physical changes in Watts, as he had become an amalgamation of human features and a blue, flat-bodied bubblefish. He also displayed skills in leading bubblefish, an expertise that had previously been confined to Kimo—control over the fish that could form sealed enclosures to take human recruits down to the depths of the ocean and the hidden realm of Moanna. 

The Pacific passage was smooth, and late in the afternoon, the pod slowed and surfaced. When the hatches opened and Gwyneth emerged, she saw fog and heard the deep, throaty bellow of a foghorn. A short distance away she made out an immense metal structure in the water, orange in color. It rose into the gray mists, and she could not see the top of it, but surmised it must be one of the towers of the Golden Gate Bridge.

A thick gray fog prevented visibility very far in any direction, but by the time the foghorn sounded again she sensed whales nearby, and other large marine animals. Soon she saw some of the animals’ immense heads and bodies in the water around the jetfish pod. 

Pleased that a number of her friends were already here, she slid onto the back of a large sperm whale and sat atop it, a safe distance behind the blowhole. Then, leaning forward, she stroked the thick gray hide of the creature, felt her unity with it, and even its smooth, magnificent pulse. 

Her fellow Sea Warriors leapt into the water—Jacqueline, Monique, J.D., and the Professor—all of them complaining briefly about how cold it was. But they grew used to it quickly. 

Following Gwyneth’s instructions, the whale submerged just beneath the surface, so that she was in direct contact with the seawater. Transmitting by molecular communication, she sent a message to Kimo, informing him of their arrival, and asking him to respond when he received the message. Monique had brought a diver’s watch with her, so Gwyneth advised him of the time. It was the day after they had left Hawaii, 3:22 in the afternoon, Pacific Coast time. She calculated quickly. They had left Hawaii at around 2:30 in the afternoon in the Hawaiian time zone (which was three hours earlier than this one), so the actual passage had taken almost twenty-two hours.

“That leaves us a little less than a day until the deadline that Kimo gave to the President of the United States,” Gwyneth said. She paused, considering the gravity of the situation, then looked at Monique and the Professor, who had strapped the waterproof packs onto their backs, containing their changes of clothing.

“Go ashore now,” Gwyneth said to them, and report back to me tomorrow afternoon, an hour after the expiration of the deadline—or sooner, if you learn any important news earlier.”

Monique and the Professor submerged and swam southeast, toward the city’s Marine Park. There, making certain they were not seen, they would change into street clothes and walk to her friend’s house on Bay Street, where a hidden key was always available for her.

It would take some time for Gwyneth’s underwater message to arrive in Hawaii and for her to receive Kimo’s reply—if it was possible for them to communicate across such a distance in that manner at all. She hoped the system worked. A cell phone or internet connection would be quicker, but more cumbersome, and far less secure.

In the meantime, she would begin to round up marine animals, with the assistance of Jacqueline Rado and J.D. Watts.

		

With her increasing success at generating both vee-waves and small “tidal” waves, Alicia told Kimo she wanted to spend some time each day practicing, trying to improve her talent. So, while Kimo stationed half of the Sea Warriors near the entrance to Pearl Harbor to monitor the situation and deal with any problems that arose, he left the other half back at the crescent-shaped islet where he maintained his headquarters—the same area where the ones with known talents—such as Alicia with waves, and Pauline Deveaux with reef fish—practiced. Every hybrid in the organization was a fugitive now, being hunted by air and sea.

The evening before, Kimo had received a message from Gwyneth that she and her team had arrived at the Golden Gate channel, and were going to monitor news broadcasts to find out what the United States government was going to do.

It was early morning in Hawaii now, and late morning in San Francisco, almost two days after Gwyneth and her team departed. Kimo’s forty-eight hour deadline was approaching fast, as was the simultaneous deadline that the American president had given to the Sea Warriors, demanding the unconditional surrender of all hybrids.

Today there were more news helicopters than ever around Pearl Harbor, reporting about the ongoing demonstrations taking place on the flotilla of ocean-activist boats, and on the Navy’s efforts to refloat the submarine that had been beached, and to move their own warships that the Sea Warriors had stretched across the channel to form an inside barricade. However, due to ongoing harassment from marine animals that were under the direction of hybrid handlers—and environmental activists watching every move they made—the  Navy was not making any progress in either attempt.

 So far today, there had been no direct hostilities in this area, only wariness on both sides—with the Sea Warrior hybrids concealing themselves beneath the waves against a foe that wanted to capture any or all of them. So far, Alicia was unaware of any captures or additional deaths among her companions, and she could only hope that the momentum had shifted in favor of the Sea Warriors and their allies, and that peace would reign. Public opinion was holding steady, after slipping a little in the aftermath of the Chi’ang- and Talbot-led massacre. In the public arena, it helped that those fugitives had been turned over for justice, but it had not resulted in any reduction in government efforts to arrest and shut down the Sea Warriors.

Remaining hyper alert, Alicia had found another tiny uninhabited islet not far from the one they used for their headquarters, and she was practicing a vee-wave there, focusing power on the point of the “vee” as it struck a cliff on the island. She found that she was able to increase the intensity, and saw rocks crumble away at the base when she struck them with the power of water. 

 As she practiced with these waves, she wished she was a fly on the Golden Gate Bridge, able to see what would happen there in a matter of hours. Closing off the channel would be a monumental achievement, but it would give the Sea Warriors two fronts in an escalating war. She hoped the rest of the conflict could be waged politically instead, because if reasonable minds prevailed, the cause of the ocean was sure to advance significantly. 

She reconsidered, after catching herself in a moment of weakness. The cause needed to prevail. She didn’t want incremental improvements in how humans treated the ocean. Conditions were too drastic for that, with coral reefs dying, the waters used as a garbage dump, and marine species that had been on the planet for millions of years in danger of vanishing forever.

Unfortunately, for the Sea Warriors to prevail, the changes were not likely to occur peacefully. Human beings needed to be dragged kicking and screaming out of the water, forced to stop abusing it in the thousands of ways that they had been doing for so long, for too long. Their bad behavior had gone on for eons, so in the near term, until people learned how to behave, the measures against them would have to be draconian. Alicia envisioned an ideal situation in which a Declaration of Ocean Independence was put into effect, removing the world’s interconnected ocean from human access, and not permitting selfish, careless people to exploit it any longer. No exceptions, no loopholes, no ways for slimy, tricky lawyers to allow anyone to usurp the resources of the ocean. 

She reconsidered. There might be legitimate human uses for some ocean resources, such as formulating drugs from marine organisms to treat AIDS, breast cancer, and other diseases. The blood of horseshoe crabs, she’d heard, could be used to heal infections caused by bacteria. And squalene, obtained from the livers of certain sharks, could relieve the suffering of burn victims. Similar discoveries had been made about the healing and treatment properties of a number of coral-reef life forms. She saw nothing wrong with relieving human pain and suffering, but any treatments developed from ocean organisms needed to be closely controlled by the Sea Warriors, the water-adapted hybrids who had the welfare of the ocean foremost in their minds. And it would have to be done with complete transparency.

She would bring up the idea of a declaration to Kimo later today, and hoped he liked it. But first, she needed to practice with her waves.

Now Alicia focused on generating one of her mini-tidal waves, drawing the sides in on one as she had done before, creating a wave between herself and the cliff. She estimated that this one was at least two feet higher than her last attempt, which pleased her very much. Yes, it was around seven or eight feet high, and twenty or twenty-five feet wide.

She envisioned it in motion, and the wall of water rushed toward the cliff, increasing in velocity until it slammed hard against the base. Rocks and dirt on the lower portion broke away and crumbled into the sea.

Now she had several categories of waves—the vee wave, the mini-tidal wave, the whirlpool wave, a carrier wave on which she could ride, and a surfing wave—and all had variations in scope and power. She thought there must be other types, and that each of them had a specific purpose, as if they were tools in her extremely interesting tool box, and she could use them whenever she needed them.

		

Thinking his grandfather was dead, Jeff had driven the Jeep partway up the side of the volcano, finally pulling off the road after dark, at a place that was well-concealed by a rock formation, and foliage. Here, at an elevation of more than five thousand feet, he’d spent two nights, eating papayas, bananas, and mangoes he’d collected on the way up. But as he’d gained altitude on the narrow road that circled the mountain, the lowland jungles had receded, giving way to pine trees and other evergreens. The climate was cooler above sea level, and there was nothing to eat here that he knew how to find. He had been chilled at night and unable to stay warm even when he closed the side windows and slept in the vehicle. He hadn’t counted on it being so cold. 

It was midday now, and he was on the shadow-side of the mountain. Sitting in the driver’s seat of the vehicle, he felt the cool air seeping into his bones, and didn’t want to spend another night in the Jeep. Before starting up the road he’d driven past Kimo Pohaku’s fruit stand, and knew that his Hawaiian mother, the crazy old kahuna healer, lived a short distance away from that. Jeff’s blood boiled at the thought of that family. Old Tiny Pohaku had made trouble with his land claims, and his son Kimo had brainwashed Alicia, filling her mind with disloyal thoughts, causing her to hold a ridiculous ceremony for his dead father on the Ellsworth Ranch, upsetting their grandfather terribly.

Now Jeff was on the run, thinking his grandfather was dead, and Alicia, too, for all he knew. It was as if a bomb had gone off in the midst of the Ellsworth family, scattering them in all directions. He could be the sole survivor in Hawaii.

He started the Jeep, thinking of his anger toward the Pohakus, and of the safe and trunk he had hidden in the jungle on the ranch, containing money and jewelry. After the confrontation with the police, it had not been possible to get there, but perhaps he could find a way to sneak back in the middle of the night. He remembered that the Pohakus had a small house that was not easily visible from the road, or from neighboring homes. It could be a good place for Jeff to hole up, giving him a base from which to retrieve his valuables.


Chapter 2

In San Francisco Bay, Gwyneth picked up a molecular transmission from Monique Gatsby, who had found a place just offshore of Marine Park to contact them. Gwyneth and J.D. Watts were out in the channel by the bridge, a couple of miles away.

“President Vanness is refusing to back down,” the actress reported. “He just concluded a speech in which he said he will not accept the demands of a terrorist organization that is running rampant in the sea, committing one crime after another. He has repeated the demand that we surrender unconditionally.”

“That will never happen,” Gwyneth said. “All right, Jacqueline, J.D. and I know what to do here. I want you to organize the big demonstration you talked about. If you can do it on the Golden Gate Bridge, as you mentioned earlier, that would be the most effective, especially if we can take over the bridge. I’d like to do it this afternoon, and stop all traffic.”

 “My people are ready to go anywhere in the Bay Area, but the Golden Gate Bridge has a massive amount of commuter traffic between the city and suburbs to the north. We can do the bridge—it’s one of our options. But it’s unfortunate if we have to block ordinary people who are just trying to go back and forth to work.”

“If that’s the most effective way to get attention—and I think it is—we need to do it.”

“All right, but maybe we could limit the demonstration to twenty-four hours? That would inconvenience a lot of people, but we could then give them back the bridge and move our demonstrations downtown and elsewhere, not staying in any one place for too long. Of course, the police are likely to respond with mass arrests, but they can’t keep everyone in jail, and gradually we’ll wear them down.”

“Good idea. And it goes without saying that you and Professor Greco need to be especially careful, because of the arrest warrants on all of us.”

“Right. We need to set up the first demonstration fast, in order to keep the authorities from getting wind of it and setting up their own police barricades. I had a meeting with the event organizers this morning, and we can converge on the bridge from both directions in vans and other vehicles that are packed with more than a thousand people. The vehicles will stop in the middle of the span, stopping traffic, and our demonstrators will stream out, plugging everything up. At the same time, we’ll have pedestrians and bicyclists walking the sidewalks in each direction, and congregating in the middle. We’ll also have people fanning out all over the parking areas on the south and north ends of the bridge.”

“Your demonstration sounds like a military operation, like something Dirk Avondale would set up. I’m impressed, Monique.”

“Thank you. I do see it as a tactical operation, and I want us to take over everything to do with that bridge. My friends have even arranged with some hardy souls—mountain climbers and rock climbers—to ascend to the tops of the towers and hang large ocean-rights banners. People can begin appearing on the bridge about the same time as you set up the floating barricade across the channel. It should take you what, two or three hours from now?”

“Sounds about right. Like you, J.D. and I have already made our preparations, getting the marine animals ready for action.”

“Just leave the land operation to me. I have links to environmental groups, university students, bicycle clubs, and even sailing clubs. We can also fill the water with boats. It will be big! I promise you that. They’re all ready to go, waiting for our instructions.”

“All right. Tell them to move forward.”

Within moments after they concluded the conversation, Gwyneth began to form large-bodied marine creatures into a cordon across the channel, a quarter mile east of the bridge. There were humpbacks, blue whales, orcas, dolphins, whale sharks, sunfish, and a host of other animals. She even brought in a plesiosaur and placed it near the center of the barricade for effect—a genetically ancient creature with a small head, sharp teeth, and a very long neck. The animal kept turning its head this way and that, like a dinosaur or a Loch Ness monster, and would make for good publicity photographs. 

By suppertime, Gwyneth had set up the floating barricade across the entire channel, stretching from San Francisco to Marin County, and had used additional animals to turn back surface ships and boats. On each side of the blockade, Jacqueline Rado and J.D. Watts had infested the waters with a security force of white sharks and great barracudas. The available sharks were in great number, with many of them having come from their breeding ground in Tomales Bay to the north. There were perhaps a quarter as many barracudas, but the combined security force seemed to be more than adequate. 

J.D. was showing some talent in handling the barracudas, but he was not entirely comfortable with them yet. Nonetheless, the marine animals appeared to be trying to do as he wished. Jacqueline, in addition to her skills with these creatures and with sharks, had an affinity for shorebirds (as did Kimo), and she had attracted a number of rare species from the Point Reyes National Seashore north of San Francisco. Now the birds flew back and forth over the schools of fish that she commanded, as if guarding them—and this made for an impressive display.

Just when everything was arranged to Gwyneth’s satisfaction, she saw vehicles stopping up on the bridge, heard emergency sirens, and saw the blue flashing lights of police cars as the cops tried to get through. A large crowd was forming on the sidewalk on the east side of the bridge, and more people kept coming. It didn’t take long for traffic to come to a complete halt in both directions. 

In the water on the other side of the bridge, a pair of harbor pilot boats turned a cruise ship around, and on each side of the cordon additional ships and boats were turning around. All the while, more animals kept adding to the bulk of the barricade, including a large number of seals that came around from Seal Rocks on the ocean-facing, northwest shore of San Francisco.

Within half an hour, Gwyneth was pleased to see a huge SAVE OCEAN WILDLIFE banner displayed on the sidewalk railing of the bridge, and climbers taking more banners up to the tops of the towers. She heard crowd noises, police bullhorns, music, and chanting protestors. Things were happening fast. 

		

The deep-black, starlit darkness of the mid-Pacific settled over the island of Loa’kai, just as Jeff reached the bottom of the mountain and turned onto a dirt road. This was not the road that led to the Pohaku house; instead, it led to an isolated spot where he could park the Jeep and sleep in it, a place that would be warmer than up on the mountainside. He was tired, and wanted his mind fresher before going to old Ealani Pohaku and confronting her. At this early evening hour, she might have visitors, and that would complicate things. Better to wait until after 4:00 a.m. when she would be asleep, and probably alone in the house.

Jeff found a place he remembered, a small clearing down a bumpy dirt road in the jungle. There were no houses anywhere around, only thick, leafy vegetation on all sides. Switching off the lights, he closed his eyes and tried to sleep. Night birds called out, perhaps warning each other that he was there. He set the alarm on his watch, to awaken him at the proper time. Finally, fitfully, he drifted off to sleep in the bucket seat, leaning his head against the door.

Once during the night, he awakened to the unsettling sounds of a wild boar as it huffed and snorted around the outside of the vehicle, probably wondering, like the birds, what an intruder was doing here. After a few minutes, the animal went on its way, and Jeff fell asleep again.

He awoke before the alarm went off, maybe from another noise he didn’t hear now. Checking his watch, he saw that he was forty minutes ahead of the alarm, not enough time to fall back asleep. He sat up, yawned. In his pocket, he felt the reassuring lump of the .38 pistol.

It was still dark when he turned onto the quarter-mile-long, unpaved road that led to the Pohaku house. He went partway, then stopped and switched off the headlights. Jeff drew the gun, and stepped out into the starlight.

Even after waiting for his eyes to adjust, he could barely make out the road that had been cut through thick jungle. Keeping a hand extended to avoid running into anything, he made his way slowly, until he was surprised to see the lights of the Pohaku house still on. Creeping around the outside of the small dwelling, he saw old Ealani Pohaku sitting in the living room, dozing in a rocking chair with an open book on her lap.

She stirred when he squeaked open the front door, and her eyes opened wide. The book fell from her lap as she rose to her feet.

Waving the gun at her menacingly, Jeff said, “You Pohakus have always hated my family, haven’t you?” His gaze narrowed as he drew nearer to her. “What did you do, old woman? Put a Hawaiian curse on us?”

She shook her head sadly and said, in her coarse, earthy voice, “On the contrary, young man, I have always wished the best for your family, not the worst. I have always hoped you and your grandfather would see what is right, the way your sister already has.”

“Where is she?”

“With my son. She is quite well, and quite active.”

“If she’s with your son, she is not well. He brainwashed her, got to join him in his ridiculous, hopeless campaign for the cause of the ocean.”

“It is not ridiculous, and I am pleased to report it is not hopeless, either, as you must have heard.”

“I’m not interested.”

“She’s your sister. Of course, you’re interested.”

“I don’t know how you stirred things up in the spirit world, old hag, but I’m convinced you did it, and you did it maliciously, no matter your lies. Everything that’s happened to my family is your family’s fault, and I should kill you for it. I already killed a man on a boat, as you may have heard, even though it was self-defense.”

She stood calmly, showing no fear.

Her composure unsettled him. He felt a deep despondency, that even if he retrieved his stash of money and jewelry he would never find a way to escape, at least not for long. A new, dark thought came over him.

“I should kill you, but I won’t. Instead, I’ll kill myself in front of your eyes—to show you the results of your family’s meddling and demands for land that doesn’t belong to you. That will make two Ellsworth deaths that are your fault.”

“What do you mean?”

“My grandfather and me.”

She took a step toward him, her eyes and face filled with kindness. “You think your grandfather is dead? I’m happy to tell you he is not. I just got back from the hospital, where I spoke with the nursing staff. They say he has a chance of recovering.”

“He was shot in the head, a terrible accident! I saw him fall.”

She took another step toward him. “The bullet shattered part of his skull, but glanced off and did not enter the brain, though bone fragments did—which have been removed. He’s still in a coma, but his vital signs are good, and improving.” 

“You’re lying! Stay back!”

She continued toward him. “He’s going to get better. We’ve asked the healing gods for help, and I think they’re responding, knowing he’s worthy of being saved.”

“Stay back! I’m warning you!”

She reached him, and put a hand on his gun-hand, pushing the snub-nosed weapon down. “You don’t really want to hurt me or yourself.” Her voice was infinitely calm, as if she was able to draw from her otherworldly resources, the spirits that were with her constantly. “You just need someone to care for you, and get your thoughts in order.”

She took the weapon away from him, and said, “Come, I’ll take you to your grandfather.”

Jeff burst into tears. “The doctor thinks he’s going to be all right?”

“He has a chance, boy, a real fighting chance.”


Chapter 3

It was late morning, two days after Gwyneth set up the Golden Gate blockade. A fog had just cleared over the channel. She swam on the western side of the cordon of sea creatures, watching while a huge container ship turned away from the barricade and headed back out to sea. It was guided by a white U.S. Coast Guard cutter—one of the military vessels that had been sent to that side of the formation from a station at the Presidio, and from another on the coast. Additional cutters patrolled the bay on the inside of the floating barricade, having come from the Mare Island station at Vallejo.

Gwyneth had not made any experiment to see if she could break up part of this barricade, fearing that might confuse the animals so soon after setting up the formation—and the priority was to block the channel, anyway, not to see if she could improve on her powers. In any event, she assumed that the animals would be as stubborn as those in the Hawaiian Islands, and must have already developed their own form of unit cohesion, and resistance against dispersal.

She knew this blockade was getting a great deal of media attention—as in Hawaii, there were news helicopters flying overhead. So far, the military had made no apparent attempt to break through the floating barricade, but she had seen submarines pass underneath, going in both directions, and wouldn’t be surprised to see large Navy warships make their appearance, from either side. She hoped another bloodbath didn’t occur like the one at the entrance to Pearl Harbor, and recalled that a Navy submarine had been about to fire a torpedo at the marine animals there, until she spearheaded an attack that beached the vessel. She was ready to do that here, as well, if necessary.

The federal government was refusing to capitulate and disavow the use of violence to clear the cordons in Hawaii, or the new one that cut off San Francisco Bay. The government also continued to demand the surrender of the hybrid Sea Warriors, and had issued felony arrest warrants against all of them. So far, none had been captured with the exception of Chi’ang and Talbot. In addition, associate members—those who had not gone through the hybrid conversion process—were being questioned.

She met Monique Gatsby in the water off Baker Beach, near the bridge, where they swam just beneath the surface, communicating underwater. The big demonstration on the bridge was over, and the protesters had dispersed voluntarily after one day. But Gwyneth’s cordon of marine animals remained in place across the waterway, continuing to block it.

 “San Francisco is, politically, quite liberal,” the actress pointed out, “so there are many people here who side with our aggressive environmental actions. I’m coordinating another big demonstration tomorrow in downtown San Francisco.”

“That’s good,” Gwyneth said, undulating her body to swim slowly. “It sounds like you’re accomplishing a lot.”

“Both demonstrations would have occurred anyway,” Monique admitted, “but Professor Greco and I are adding to the publicity. Last night we were interviewed at a secret location, and it’s going to be on the national news this evening.”

“Kimo will be glad to hear that. I want you to report to him directly by molecular communication. He’s just given me a new assignment, and I’ll be leaving soon.”

“Where are you going?” the blonde woman asked.

“Somewhere on the coast, but he wants to control the publicity on this one himself.”

She looked intrigued, but not displeased. Gwyneth liked her. Monique had never shown any revulsion at Gwyneth’s lumpy gray, freakish appearance, with her stunted fins and arms. And despite the actress’s great beauty, and the fact that she did not have any overt changes in her appearance, she had changed her thinking, and seemed unafraid of any changes that might lie in store for her. 

Gwyneth turned toward the center of the channel. “Guess I’d better get going. Good luck here….”

		

In bed, Preston Ellsworth blinked his eyes and tried to sit up, until he realized that wires were connected to his arms. His head had been bandaged, and he felt a headache coming on, worsening by the moment. Trying to figure out where he was, he looked around desperately, seeing as much as he could while only lifting his head a little. He decided he was in a hospital room. 

Three native women stood just outside his window, their heads bowed. He heard their low, muffled voices as they spoke in unison. When one of them lifted her head and looked at him through the glass, he realized it was Ealani Pohaku, and scowled at her. She said something to her companions, and hurried out of his view.

Preston heard a beeping from the wall behind him, and moments later the door to the room opened and a dark-skinned nurse rushed in, a small Hawaiian woman.

“Mr. Ellsworth! You’ve been in a coma for four days. How are you feeling?” 

“Not good. I just saw that witch Ealani Pohaku outside my window.” 

“Oh, she’s not a witch, Mr. Ellsworth! At least, not in the bad sense. She’s been coming here every day and standing vigil outside your room, driving away evil spirits.”

“Driving them away, or inflicting them on me? How can you tell the difference?”

“She is a renowned kahuna healer on the island, Mr. Ellsworth. And besides, I have heard what she and her companions say, summoning the blessings of the gods on your behalf.”

“Why would she do that for me? I am the sworn enemy of her family.”

“I know of your dispute with the Pohakus, Mr. Ellsworth. Most everyone around Wanaao does, but I assure you, Ealani cares more about people than land. She wants you to recover.”

Preston was stunned, watched as the nurse checked the instruments that showed his vital signs and other information. 

“I have a headache,” he said.

She leaned over him, examined his eyes and face. “You look a little pale, but your vitals are good.”

He grimaced. “I haven’t had a hangover in years, but that’s what my head feels like right now.”

“At least you’re feeling something,” she said. “That’s a good sign, considering your head injury. The bullet shattered part of your skull and badly bruised the brain tissue. We’ve gotten the swelling to go down, and that’s part of the reason you’re doing better—along with help from the spirit world, of course.”

“Can you help me sit up?”

“Not until the doctor gives the okay. I’m sending for him now….”

		

When the nurse slipped out, she saw Ealani in the corridor, and smiled. “It is a good day. Mr. Ellsworth just came out of his coma.” The nurse hardly gave Jeff a glance, so he didn’t think she recognized him. That was not a surprise, because the younger Ellsworth had not gone into Wanaao Town much, and had remained at the ranch for the most part, or on the other side of the island.

After the woman hurried away, Jeff and Ealani entered the room. He didn’t say anything, met his grandfather’s startled gaze, and hurried over to him. They hugged for a long time, and finally the old man said, “You need to turn yourself in to the police.”

Tears ran down their faces.

“I can’t do that, Grandfather. I’m sorry.”

Jeff and Ealani left the room just as the nurse returned, accompanied by the tall, dark-skinned Dr. Taj Chandrapur, her grandfather’s personal physician.

		

After swimming underwater to elude detection, Gwyneth surfaced off Point San Pedro and swam south along the California coast, undulating her oddly-shaped body to gain speed. She carried the young recruit J.D. Watts on her wide back, whose expertise with bubblefish would prove useful on the next phase of the mission. Along the way, whales, whale sharks, and other large creatures joined her, trailing behind, and she saw bright blue bubblefish in the water with them as well. Whenever aircraft or watercraft came into view, she dove under to avoid being noticed, and her companions went down with her.

They had left Jacqueline Rado behind with her locally-gathered squads of white sharks and great barracudas, ready to defend the blockade in any way she could with those predators. In addition, Gwyneth knew the whales and other large creatures in the blockade had their own defensive methods.

In Kimo’s last molecular communication, he told Gwyneth he had threatened the government that he could shut down more ports in addition to San Francisco-Oakland, while also claiming that the Sea Warriors could do more than set up blockades—they could also disrupt other forms of commerce. In a press release he had threatened another West Coast attack today, without detailing what he intended to do. It was an action that Gwyneth had recommended to him earlier, a strike against one of the offshore oil-drilling platforms.

This differed from anything she’d done before. With help from J.D. Watts and the bubblefish, they would have to take special precautions to prevent environmental damage. Kimo had emphasized this himself (and both of them thought the bubblefish could seal any leaks), but he said she needed to carry out the assignment no matter what, to increase the stakes and bring the U.S. government to its knees. 

Just off the coast of Santa Barbara on the California coast, Gwyneth and J.D. Watts made preparations for the next big Sea Warrior attack. On the seabed beneath one of the oil derricks, J.D. assembled a school of large, bright blue bubblefish around the top of the wellhole—more than two hundred of these fish. Customarily, they were used to form bubble tube enclosures to take human recruits down to the depths of the ocean to visit Moanna. Now, however, they were supposed to use their unique linked membrane and powerful jaws to form a tight seal around the wellhead—so that it did not leak oil into the water when the drilling rig was detached from it. 

That would be the first phase of their usefulness.

For the second phase of preventing an oil leak, J.D. had kept more of the creatures in reserve. This species had dense-bodies and shape-shifting abilities that would enable them to form a long mass with their combined bodies (looking like an extinct, giant torpedo eel) that could dive down into the wellhole, plugging it and permanently stopping the flow—sacrificing their lives in the process, if it worked. Back in San Francisco Bay, J.D. Watts had practiced with all of the maneuvers that he would need, and both he and Gwyneth were confident that everything would work.

The sabotage did not have to be perfect, because oil seeping from the ocean floor was a natural occurrence—but they did want to prevent an environmental disaster that would reflect badly on the Sea Warriors. It was a risk going on this mission at all, but a necessary one—not only to disrupt American commerce, but to make a bold comment against the exploitation of resources in the seas, including offshore oil drilling.

When the bubblefish were in place, forming a tight membrane on the sides of the underwater drill mechanism, Gwyneth left J.D. below to supervise his phase of the operation, and she surfaced with a force of various whales, sunfish, whale sharks, and other creatures. At sunset, she sat atop yet another blue whale and ordered it to trumpet loudly. It did so, making the loudest noise of any marine animal in the world. Moments later, Gwyneth’s floating attack force advanced on the oil rig, some of them on the surface, some of them directly beneath her—and there were more underwater on the opposite side—all to put pressure on two sides of the support structure, as needed, and break it loose. 

Men on the rig saw the attackers coming on Gwyneth’s side—a huge floating mass of blubber and flesh on the surface of the ocean—and they shouted in confusion to one another, not sure what to do. Alarms sounded.

Gwyneth drew near the rig, and from her perch she shouted: “You have ten minutes to evacuate this platform, before we destroy it.”

Two of the men had handguns drawn, but they didn’t fire them or even point them. It was obvious that they could do little with small-caliber weapons against so many creatures, and they didn’t even know about the additional animals she had underwater. A mad scramble ensued on the rig’s platform, and they lowered small power boats into the water, boarded them, and sped off.

Using the huge mass of marine life arrayed around and beneath her on this side, Gwyneth pressed the noses of the largest whales against one side of the rig, while using others underwater to help tilt it in the desired direction. Finally, it broke loose from the seabed and tipped over, dangling wires, tubes, and torn steel. 

While swimming along the coast to get here, Gwyneth had come up with an additional idea, and she hoped it worked. With the tall rig on its side, she ordered various marine animals to prevent it from the sinking. Underwater, the bubblefish sealed the wellhead quickly, containing any leak and then driving a dense mass of their bodies down into the wellhole, a mass that hardened and sealed the hole permanently.

Keeping the oil derrick afloat, Gwyneth and J.D.—both on blue whales—pushed it toward a beach on the coast. At the shoreline, the animals gave the rig a final hard push, and shoved it all the way to a highway that ran along the coast.

“That should get their attention,” J.D. Watts said to her, from his perch on the other whale.

“Now let’s do a little cleanup,” she said. “When we were on the sea bottom, I saw a lot of junk, including what looks like an old fishing boat with barnacles all over it. I think we should raise the wreck and send it ashore, along with the other garbage down there.”

J.D. smiled. “I like the way you think.”

He encircled the sunken boat with bubblefish, and they created a membrane around it, which they then filled with air—thus raising the wreck to the surface of the sea. A pod of mottled gray and white orca whales (unusual in their coloration) pushed the hulk ashore and rammed it up on the beach. Gwyneth and her companions followed that up with a pile of tangled fishing nets, lines, and gear, along with a bent shark cage, a block and tackle (connected to a bent davit), a rusted old automobile motor, anchors and anchor chains, a refrigerator, hunks of concrete, truck tires, and a pile of broken tombstones—dumping all of it on the shore.

“The ocean is not a garbage dump,” Gwyneth said. And she transmitted this message to Kimo, along with a report on the oil derrick.…

		

By the following morning, Kimo had received the satisfying message from Gwyneth, reporting on what she had done, and telling him she was standing by for further instructions. He had already heard another version of her activities reported back to him by one of the Sea Warriors, who had gone ashore on the Big Island of Hawaii, and seen it on a television news program.

Kimo liked the idea she’d come up with, of cleaning garbage off the seabed and tossing it ashore. He liked the concept so much, in fact, that he thought he might expand it in the Hawaiian Islands and elsewhere. 

But first, he had something else in mind, something bigger he wanted to clean up first—and it was like a pustule on the surface of the sea. He recalled hearing about a huge mass of floating plastic and other garbage circling in the North Pacific Ocean, covering more than five thousand square kilometers of ocean surface. It was known as the Great Pacific Garbage Patch.

 He dispatched Dirk Avondale to take as many dolphins to the region as he could round up, to see if he could push the floating junk toward the mainland of the United States, and spread it on the beaches there.

Dirk left immediately, expressing his eagerness to complete the task.

		

After slamming an eight-foot, mini-tidal wave into the cliff of the uninhabited island, Alicia continued to practice with this type of wave and with others that she could generate. Kimo was with her now, watching intently as she raised an even higher wall of water, this one at least twelve feet tall. It was wider than the previous one as well, too, at least fifty feet instead of twenty-five.

With her eyes open she visualized the wave in motion, and saw it picking up speed, rushing away from her toward the cliff, slamming harder into it than before—with more velocity and mass. This time the entire cliff-face, at least seventy feet in height, cracked, a jagged line that ran from the top to the bottom, and a large section of the whole thing crumbled and fell, like the edge of an iceberg falling off. At the base of the cliff, the water dissipated around the rubble of dirt and rock.

“Your waves can create a lot of damage on the shore,” Kimo said, “and might even seem like a rogue wave when it strikes ships and oil derricks.”

“It’s still not a full-fledged tidal wave,” Alicia said, “but I feel like I can improve on it. Maybe we’ll have one soon.”

“It’s already big enough for us to add to our repertoire of weapons and threats,” Kimo said. “I’ll keep it in the bank until the next round. First, let’s see if our latest efforts have had any effect on the stubborn American president.”


Chapter 4

Kimo, Alicia, and other hybrids swam in warm, shallow water, just off the remote islet north of the main islands, where the Sea Warriors maintained their clandestine headquarters. The sun was rising over the Hawaiian archipelago as it did on any typical day, but Kimo knew this was not going to be an ordinary day. None were since he’d decided to target Hawaiian tourist beaches in a protest demonstration to show his unhappiness at the way humans treated the ocean. It had been an event that escalated from the outset, and with the latest developments, the conflict seemed destined to involve the entire planet.

So be it, he thought as he dove underwater and beheld the spectacular sight of a still-vibrant coral reef colony. He watched small, colorful fish flitting about energetically, saw a stingray burrowing into the sandy seabed, and a green turtle swimming toward the surface. Momentous change cannot occur without conflict.

The target of the Sea Warriors was the biggest polluting nation in the history of mankind—the United States of America—a self-absorbed country that was like a huge, ravenous beast that sucked up most of the resources in the world and then regurgitated what it didn’t want, with much of it ending up in the ocean.

Focusing first on the powerful U.S. was risky, but if they could be forced to capitulate, other industrialized nations would fall into line more easily. The evening before, Alicia had recommended a Declaration of Ocean Independence to him, a severe document that would prevent humans from rampantly exploiting the seas anymore, the basis of a new international law that would make the ocean off-limits to mankind, except for any medical or other worthy uses that could be derived from those waters, under the strict control of dedicated Sea Warriors.

A school of longnose butterflyfish surrounded Kimo for a moment, saying hello in their shy and silent way, and then darting away. Looking back, he saw Alicia swimming in the same direction as he was. Curiously, despite additional physical changes in some of the Sea Warriors, both he and Alicia still looked entirely human, with their hybrid transformations mostly concealed. In his own case, since he had looked human for his entire life, he suspected there would be no further changes, other than the normal aging he had already noticed. With Alicia, however, and others such as Monique Gatsby and Professor Greco, he wasn’t nearly as certain. Unlike Kimo, all of them were recent converts.

Alicia caught up with him, and they shared an underwater kiss, and a long hug. As they parted, Kimo felt the lingering sweetness of the kiss.

Side by side, they swam above a whitetip reef shark that was swimming close to the seabed, searching for worms and crustaceans to eat. Kimo smiled to himself. Even though all the creatures of the ocean were allied for a common purpose, they still understood the natural ways of things, the hierarchy of food chains involving predator and prey, and the timeless cycles of life and death that made the seas a sustainable habitat for so many different species.

Then he faced Alicia and projected his thoughts to her through the water: “I want you to join Gwyneth. Your power with waves is a valuable additional weapon for us to use against business operations and wealthy homeowners on the west coast. While you’re on your way, I’m going to issue a specific warning through the press, and when you get there, I want you to slam waves into docks and other structures around Santa Barbara, causing as much damage as you can. Do it exactly three times, because that is what I will specify in my warning. I’m only telling them we will strike somewhere on the coast between San Francisco and Los Angeles, but watch out for a U.S. Navy presence in the water. They will be looking for you.”

“I’m sure I can improve on the height and power,” she said, over the molecular transmission. “It’s only a matter of time, and practice. Make sure they take your warning seriously, though, and evacuate everyone. I don’t want to hurt anybody.”

“I’ll make sure. They already know I do not issue idle threats. I’ll arrange for a jetfish pod to take you to the coast, so you won’t be observed crossing the Pacific. After you slam Santa Barbara three times, I want you to await my further instructions.”

“Anything else?” She smiled.

“Nothing you need to do. I’ve also sent some of my Sea Warriors with pods of blue whales—three of the newer members who have shown abilities with large marine animals. They have instructions to interfere with container ships traveling between the United States and the Far East, and force them to turn back. To start with, we’re sending out three pods. It’s a beginning.”

“You’re becoming quite the military commander,” she said, with a gentle smile.

“I’m the most experienced Sea Warrior, so I’ve taken on the responsibility of leadership. I promise you, though, if I falter or if anyone shows better leadership skills, I’m ready to step aside. This is about the welfare of the ocean, not about me.”

“We all understand that,” she said. “We are not about being selfish; that’s one of the biggest things wrong with human beings.”

“None of us are fully human any longer,” he said.

“I hear something coming in,” Alicia said. 

He heard it, too, a molecular communication coming in from Mattie Bickel, a Sea Warrior he’d assigned to go ashore in Honolulu to obtain current news. Now, having re-immersed herself in the ocean near Diamond Head, she was reporting that the government of the United States was intensifying its efforts to find and arrest all hybrid Sea Warriors. To accomplish that, the right-wing president had declared a state of national emergency and the imposition of martial law, until all of the “dangerous fugitives” were caught or killed.

In Honolulu, people were being forced to go through military checkpoints, where they were examined for evidence of hybrid bodies, such as the gills that all transformed, front-line Sea Warriors were known to have. Mattie had narrowly escaped the checkpoint, and had made it back into the water. She also said that some of the president’s opponents wanted to criticize these severe methods for their own political advantage, but were nervous about what he might do to them in response.

When she finished, Kimo shook his head in dismay. The right-wing American president had found an excuse to broaden police powers. Kimo had heard that fascists did that historically, taking advantage of an emergency or perceived injustice to advance their own interests.

During the current presidency, Kimo had also come to an opinion that was commonly held in progressive politics, that the President of the United States, Fillmore Vanness, was a right-wing corporate lackey, promoting business and allied military interests while putting on the false appearance of being a common man, feigning concern about the economy, the middle class, the environment, and anything else that would garner the most votes for himself and his cronies.

Kimo supposed that Vanness was like almost every other president in supporting big business over the average citizen, because of corporate influence on the political structure. Big companies did it in myriad ways, through lobbying and campaign-finance donations and personal friendships, getting the ear of the leader of the free world in ways that the average person could not even begin to imagine.

And it was because of a corporate-tainted political structure, Kimo had come to believe, that most environmental-protection measures were only window dressing, and really did not delve deeply enough into the various issues to make any real and lasting difference. He realized after living and working in the ocean for so long, that it was a dumping ground like no other. At least people could see and smell dirty air, and could see trash dumped on the ground. When it came to the seas, however, they were so vast and deep that they concealed much of the junk and industrial waste that had been left in them, either intentionally or carelessly, or through accidents. Nowadays, for companies and individuals who polluted the water, it was like sweeping dirt under the proverbial rug, putting it where it would not be seen easily. Centuries and centuries of trash were under the water and immersed in it.

With all that in mind, Kimo had been delighted at the initiative Gwyneth McDevitt and J.D. Watts had taken on the California coast, tossing the oil rig, a boat wreck, and other trash back onto the land, where people could not avoid having to look at it. For a moment he considered doing something like that in the Hawaiian Islands, because wrecked boats and other trash were in the water, and could be brought ashore. But Hawaii was so incredibly beautiful that he didn’t have the heart to litter it. Hawaii had been the home of his family for generations, and he didn’t want to dishonor the sacred land that had nurtured them. Maybe he would consult with Ealani, to see if she could come up with another solution.

Now Kimo was looking forward to hearing from Dirk Avondale about the results of his mission to push the floating plastics and other debris onto the mainland of the United States, ejecting it from the sea. 

As he and Alicia were swimming back toward their remote islet headquarters, Mattie Bickel came back on the molecular connection, transmitting her thoughts hesitantly, reluctantly: “Please tell Alicia that her grandfather has been seriously injured by a gunshot wound to the head, and is in the hospital. I heard it on the local Hawaiian news. They say he’s recovering, that he just came out of a coma.”

Looking over at Alicia, Kimo saw that she had heard. She looked shocked, transmitted her own response to Mattie: “Which hospital?”

“The one in Wanaao Town. I’m not sure why they didn’t fly him to Honolulu, but expensive specialists are reportedly with him, and he has a chance of recovering.”

Mattie closed the connection, and Alicia sent her own message to Kimo: “I must go to him. Is a jetfish pod available for me? It would be faster than swimming or riding a wave.”

“Not yet. It will be a couple of hours more before the jetfish could arrive, and the conglomeration process would take a while after that.”

“I can get there faster on my own,” she said. “But if you can have that pod ready for me as soon as possible, waiting for me by the Wanaao Town dock, I’ll take it to the West Coast, as you instructed. First, though, I must see my grandfather.”

He nodded sadly, and watched as she returned to the grotto to pick up a waterproof pack with a change of clothes in it, which would enable her to go ashore more easily.

A short while later, he saw her generate a wave to carry her south to Loa’kai Island faster than she could swim.

		

For more than two days, Jeff had been staying with Ealani Pohaku, but not through any force or threat, because he had told her he would leave her alone if she wished, and go away. To his surprise she had graciously invited him to stay, and had shown him every kindness. Sometimes when she thought he was not looking he’d seen her performing healing rituals, and he’d heard his own name mentioned. Ealani had also helped him conceal the Jeep where no one would find it.

All the anger he’d felt against her family had dissipated after he’d gotten a chance to know this remarkable woman, and after he’d seen that his grandfather was alive and likely to recover. Jeff’s reasons for hating the Pohakus had been confused anyway, he’d come to realize when he listened to Ealani telling him the story of her family. The Pohakus were just a native Hawaiian family trying to cope with the intrusion of western civilization, an invasion that disrupted native land-use practices and changed their centuries-old way of life. 

Ealani Pohaku had put it best, in asserting the situation was not the fault of her family, and not the fault of Jeff’s grandfather, either. “We have all been caught in a clash of cultures,” she’d said the night before, as they sat on her screened porch and drank mango tea. “We are all victims of circumstance, Jeff.”

It was late morning now, and Jeff was preparing to go and see his grandfather again, to ensure that the old man was continuing to improve. Ealani would take him there, leading him along back trails where the police were not likely to see him. 

When they emerged from a trail and were within view of the hospital, however, Jeff was shocked to see his sister walking across the grounds not far from him, heading for the central of three hospital buildings, none of which were large. She wore shorts, sandals, and a khaki blouse, and carried a small backpack.

“Alicia!” he called out, motioning to her. “Over here!”

She saw him and hurried over. “Is Grandfather all right?” she asked, appearing uneasy when Jeff hugged her.

“He came out of a coma two days ago.”

“I heard that, but he’s still OK?”

“I’m just going to check on him myself.”

“You must both be careful,” Ealani said, urging them back into the cover of the jungle. “The police are looking for you.”

“For both of us?” Alicia said, looking at Jeff. “But my brother is not a Sea Warrior.”

Jeff told her briefly, tearfully, about the man he had killed on the boat—in self-defense, he assured her—and about his own role in their grandfather’s nearly fatal injury.

“I will go ahead and make sure the way is clear,” Ealani said. “Wait here, and watch for my signal.”

#

Preston Ellsworth had not slept well the night before, lying awake most of the time, afraid he might slip back into a coma. Today his headache was not any better, and he had not felt like eating much of his lunch. He pushed the rolling tray-table away.

Later this afternoon, several people were scheduled to visit him, friends from Wanaao Town. He wasn’t sure if he felt up to seeing them, however, and didn’t want to ask about Jeff, because he knew the police were looking for him.

The old man had been surprised to see his grandson and Ealani Pohaku together when they visited him earlier, but they’d left before he could ask them any questions. After Dr. Chandrapur examined Preston and gave new instructions to the head nurse, she’d remained in the room. While entering notes in a handheld computer, she’d asked him, “Who was that young man?”

“Just a friend,” Preston had said, lying.

“Ealani has been coming to the hospital every day,” the nurse told him again, as she darkened the computer screen and slipped the device into a pocket of her smock. “Sometimes she comes by herself and sometimes with other healers to perform rituals on your behalf—summoning the spirits to make you well again. And it seems she is succeeding!”

He considered this for a moment. “Perhaps you are right, and her kindness will put an end to the bad history between our families….”

		

Alicia saw a nurse leave the room where Ealani had said her grandfather was. The nurse turned down another corridor, disappeared from view. Anxious to confirm that the elderly man was all right, Alicia hurried forward with her two companions behind her, and all of them entered the room. She saw him arranging his pillows, preparing to lie on his side, with his face turned away from the doorway.

The Hawaiian woman closed the door behind them, a sound that caused Preston to look. Surprise registered on his creased face. Alicia saw a clean bandage on one side of his head. His blue eyes were alert.

“I came the minute I heard you were hurt,” she said.

The old man scowled and stared hard at her, then at Jeff. “You shouldn’t have come. Neither of you.” He grimaced, held a newspaper up, and then slapped it down on his own lap. “There’s a front-page story here; the police are after both of you.”

Speaking up, Alicia said, “Jeff killed the man in self-defense, and the warrant for me is unjustified. It’s a political matter, a Sea Warriors matter.”

“The Sea Warriors have killed U.S. Navy personnel,” Preston said, “frogmen at Pearl Harbor, a helicopter crew, and more than six hundred sailors massacred on a guided-missile cruiser. Your organization is nothing but a gang of thugs, trying to keep people out of the water by terrorizing them.”

“The frogmen and helicopter crew died in battle, while we were trying to protect the lives of whales and other animals in the sea barricade. As for the massacre, it was committed by two rogue members who have since been turned over to the U.S. government to face justice.”

“And the authorities want the rest of you to face justice, too,” he said.

“I can see that you’ll never understand,” Alicia said. She went to the door, looked back at him with a gentle expression. “But I am glad you’re getting better, Grandfather.”

“So am I,” Jeff said. He joined her.

Looking at Ealani, the Ellsworth patriarch smiled and said, “Thank you for what you did for me. I’m … I’m deeply sorry our families have had the misunderstandings.”

“So am I,” she said.

With her face full of emotion, Ealani turned away and hurried out into the corridor. She directed Alicia and Jeff to a back door, and they slipped out into the intense tropical sunlight. Taking a different route than the earlier one, the Hawaiian woman led the way behind buildings, saying she was going to show them a different trail. “I assume you wish to return to the sea?” she said, looking over her shoulder at Alicia.

“Yes.” Alicia could not see the water from here, but knew which direction it was, beyond a thicket of jungle at the bottom of the gentle, grassy slope of the hospital grounds.

“This will take us along the outskirts of Wanaao Park,” the older woman said. “I will show you the way.”

Just then, Alicia saw a uniformed police officer on the trail. The three of them turned away, and walked quickly toward the parking lot, where Ealani said there was another way out. 

When they were almost to the lot, Alicia heard the officer shout from behind them, “Halt! Police!”

A man was opening the door of a white pickup truck, and was about to step in when Jeff shoved him aside, saying, “I have a gun. Give me your keys!” He didn’t show any weapon, but the man handed over his keys nervously, then turned and ran.

“Get in,” Jeff said to Alicia, as he started the truck.

She hesitated, looked at Ealani. “You’d better go,” the Hawaiian woman said, looking back at the police officer, who was running toward them, shouting.

Alicia jumped in the passenger seat, and Jeff accelerated out of the parking lot. Tires skidding, he turned onto the road and sped away from town. Alicia couldn’t find a seat belt, so she held onto a ceiling strap as Jeff skidded around turns, throwing up clouds of dust behind the truck.

“I’m going to stop at the Okawa trailhead,” he said, pointing ahead. “Run down the trail and you’ll be in the ocean. I assume you know what to do from there.”

“What about you?”

“I’ll be fine; I know a side road that will take me to safety in the jungle. I love you!” He skidded to a stop. “Now go, Alicia! Go!”

She kissed him on the cheek, then jumped out and ran down the rocky trail. Behind her, she heard the pickup accelerate, and saw it speed around a turn, with a police car chasing, its blue lights flashing and siren wailing.

But just before jumping in the water, she heard gunshots, and then to her horror she saw the pickup truck plunge off a cliff and explode on rocks at the edge of the sea. A fireball rose up the steep rock face, sickening her. No one could survive that.

Crying, she stripped down to her swimsuit, dove in the water and swam away. Alicia grieved for her brother, and would always remember that he died trying to save her life. Despite any crimes he may have committed (and she was uncertain of that), he was still her brother, and she loved him.

She worried about her grandfather, how he would take the terrible news.  But she could not go to him now, not with her obligation to join Gwyneth on the West Coast. Alicia swam underwater, making her way toward the Wanaao Town dock, where the trans-ocean jetfish pod awaited her.


Chapter 5

As Alicia crossed the Pacific Ocean inside the high-speed pod, she had a few hours to think, and recalled something Gwyneth had once said, that she had become more a creature of the sea than of the land, and that she owed no allegiance to humans. Although Alicia had not metamorphosed so far in her own appearance as the British teenager had, she now thought she understood more than ever what Gwyneth had meant.   

It was something Alicia had been feeling herself for a long time, a deep and abiding love for the ocean, an emotion so deep that it ran beyond anything she could possibly put into words. She felt an essential, primordial connection with the water, and an increasing need to not only be in its presence, but to be completed immersed in it, enveloped by the nurturing presence of Moanna.

A thought came to Alicia that the sentient ocean was the pulsing heart of the planet, circulating enormous amounts of oxygen between its waters, the atmosphere, and the land.  Kimo was worried about an intermittent weakness and dimness he had noticed in Moanna whenever he went to visit her, and Alicia wondered if any debility in the deity explained why she was unable to deal with all the ongoing, increasing problems in the ocean. 

She wondered as well what cosmic force had intercepted her life, and the lives of the other Sea Warriors, a paranormal power that enabled them to be converted into super-swimming hybrids by Moanna—into amphibians, essentially—and giving a number of them special talents beyond that. Some of the special abilities seemed tailored to the lives that the various individuals had led before becoming involved with the group, such as Dirk Avondale’s career training dolphins for the U.S. Navy—and his affinity for dolphins now—and Foley Johnson, who had been a self-taught expert on turtles and tortoises, and now had a checkered green tortoise shell on his back and torso, so that he resembled the creatures that followed him so willingly in the water. 

It occurred to her as well that Professor Marcus Greco, while he had not morphed beyond the original transformation from Moanna, had spent a career as an oceanographer before joining Kimo and Alicia, which gave him a broad range of knowledge, and made him a valuable contributor of information for his fellow Sea Warriors—and it was to him that two purportedly extinct species of fish had appeared, ichthyosaur and roifosteus.

Sometimes the connections between Sea Warrior hybrids and marine animals were not so obvious, yet might be there, nonetheless, with some digging. But Alicia was pleased that every member of the organization was now an active contributor to the cause, especially since the two very bad apples—Chi’ang and Talbot—had been removed.

Her own ability with waves was a little hard to figure out, though she had been a casual surfer, and had been fascinated by the sea from an early age. Even with her work at the aquatic park, her interests in the sea had been more generalized than specialized, she thought, and maybe that was what gave her a special talent with generating ocean waves—because nothing in the sea was more general than waves; they were everywhere all the time, constantly in motion. 

She loved her unique skill, and fully intended to improve on it. Her last effort had been to generate a twelve-foot-high tidal wave, fifty feet across, and she focused her mind now, envisioning a future time when she was back in the water creating an even bigger one, perhaps thirty, or even fifty feet high. It would be a tremendous power to have, and it occurred to her now that perhaps her mind was not ready for that much responsibility. She didn’t want to be changed fundamentally by her power; she wanted to remain the same Alicia that she’d always been. She wanted to retain a link to her own human side, for better or for worse—and perhaps that was why she had not metamorphosed further. 

Maybe I can be balanced, she thought, balanced between the land and the sea, able to function equally well in both realms. 

And as she visualized a larger tidal wave, she felt a change in motion of the jetfish pod, as the water became turbulent and the craft lifted higher in the water while still remaining just beneath the surface. She took a deep breath, felt the sea grow calmer around her, and settle down.

Alicia thought she had discovered an important key to her own personality and her future. Now she was going to join Gwyneth, who claimed she was more of the sea than of the land, and looked that way, with few aspects of her former human appearance remaining. Alicia found it all fascinating, but frightening. Though Gwyneth had been cooperating with Kimo lately, she had earlier shown her rebellious and independent nature, her willingness to take drastic actions if she didn’t think things were going fast enough to suit her. While Alicia could sympathize with that view, she felt strongly that she needed to manage the British teenager with extreme care, getting her to cooperate instead of going off on her own. No matter how much Gwyneth thought she could see something that others did not, she needed to work inside Kimo’s system so as not to disrupt it, so as not to cast a bad light on his own efforts and on the entire organization, as she had done when she cordoned off the Hawaiian islands and then found herself unable to reverse the action.

Yet, Gwyneth had an incredible mind, one that might contain as much information about the sea as there was to have. She almost seemed like a corporeal version of Moanna herself, a vast repository of data. And just as Gwyneth had flaws, so too did Moanna—such as her immense oversight in allowing Vinson Chi’ang and Emily Talbot to become Sea Warriors. Though Moanna claimed to have a discerning power, and had demonstrated it by rejecting some of the would-be members, she’d had a huge blind spot with it came to that pair. And she’d admitted her own flaws in ancient history, which made Moanna worry about even attempting to use some of her powers now—though she did seem to be in a weakened state. 

Alicia could tell from her own internal navigation system, in which she detected variations in the Earth’s magnetic field, that she was drawing near the California coast. Moments later, the jetfish pod slowed and then began to separate, so that water entered the passenger compartment. She swam out, and on the surface, she saw the shoreline, littered with the rusted, broken hulks of ships and boats, along with the oil derrick that Gwyneth had toppled.

She became aware of movement beneath her, and peering into the water, she saw Gwyneth ascending toward her, a hulking, amorphous shape with large eyes, a flattened face, and remnants of her hair trailing backward on her head as she swam. J.D. Watts, flat-bodied and blue like a bubblefish, but retaining his human face, swam just behind her.

“I see the two of you have been busy,” Alicia said, in a projected thought.

Gwyneth smiled slightly with her small mouth. “We look forward to your input, comrade.”

“And you shall have it!”

Alicia surfaced, and saw a large dock on the shore by the city of Santa Barbara, with restaurants and other commercial establishments on the structure. Concentrating, she summoned the largest tidal wave she could, and it was taller and wider than anything she’d attempted before, rising higher than the surface of the dock—perhaps thirty feet. Like a living creature summoned from the deep, the water rushed toward the shore and slammed into the dock and its buildings, ripping the dock from its pilings and scattering pieces onto a grassy, palm-tree lined park beyond. 

When the water receded, only a few of the original pilings remained, looking like trees that had been bent and topped in a great windstorm. She heard emergency sirens, could only hope that people had heeded Kimo’s warning and evacuated before the wave hit. But his warning had encompassed hundreds of miles of California coast south of San Francisco, not just the Santa Barbara area. Looking around, she saw a U.S. Navy warship four or five miles to the south, turning around and heading directly toward her. She thought it might be a destroyer, but at this distance she could not be certain.

With Gwyneth and J.D. trailing her, Alicia swam a short distance north, getting herself into a good position to strike a marina. Again she caused a wall of water to rush toward shore, as high as the first one. When it hit the marina, it ripped boats loose from their moorings, along with the piers and floating docks, and shot them hundreds of yards up onto the shore, onto streets and into commercial buildings. This time when the water receded, Alicia saw boats stranded impossibly on the tops of buildings, along with automobiles and trucks. Though the two waves had been approximately the same size, the power of the second had been greater than the first. This frightened her, and she wasn’t sure if she wanted to do it again. 

But Kimo had told her to make exactly three strikes, as specified in the warning he’d made to the American government. The Navy ship—a destroyer—had almost closed the distance between them, and was bearing down on her.

Just north of Santa Barbara, she noticed a southbound freight train stopped on the tracks, apparently unable to proceed because of the damage ahead. Looking closely, she saw the crew abandoning two engine cars, and running away.

She waited until she saw that they were clear, and then summoned the next wave. The destroyer fired at her, a projectile that splashed just beyond her.

With the wave still visualized in her mind, and accumulating on the surface, Alicia dove underwater. Looking up, she watched as the destroyer steamed over her position, apparently without seeing where she had gone. She surfaced again, and focused harder on the third wave. This wave was similar in structure to the two earlier ones, but it seemed to have a mind of its own, an eagerness to attack. Almost without her volition, it accelerated quickly and raced toward the shore, faster than the previous two. And as it rushed toward the land, it grew even larger, finally slamming with tremendous force into the stalled train, knocking the heavy engines and cars off the tracks and lifting them up on the wave as if they were toy boats, finally dropping them in tangled disarray on the ground, hundreds of feet from the tracks.

The destroyer was coming around again, firing at her. She dove and swam fast underwater, heading out to sea, to the rendezvous point where Gwyneth and J.D. awaited her. Alicia prayed that no one had been injured or killed by the three waves—but no matter what, she realized that she’d only done what had to be done, for the sake of the ocean. No one in the Sea Warrior leadership—including herself—expected the war against human beings to proceed without bloodshed. There had already been deaths, and she expected more before it was over. She only hoped they could be kept to a minimum. 

She hoped, too, for victory. She could not bear to think of the consequences of failure. 

		

In Hawaii, Kimo received word that his team on the West Coast had been successful in the latest segment of their mission, Alicia’s three destructive waves, which followed Gwyneth’s successful blockade of San Francisco Bay and her demolition of the oil derrick. The new message did not come to him over the molecular communication system, though he knew Alicia and Gwyneth must have already transmitted to him, and their communication had not yet arrived. Instead, he had learned the news from his cousin, the newspaperman Jimmy Waimea. Three tidal waves had struck Santa Barbara, each one more powerful than the previous one, inflicting millions of dollars in damage and—unfortunately—killing two people at the marina, live-aboards on an old fishing boat.

Kimo and Jimmy sat on an isolated Kauai beach late in the afternoon, where Kimo had arranged for the meeting. Jimmy had not hesitated to enter the jetfish pod that brought him there from Oahu.

“I’m beginning to feel like an honorary Sea Warrior,” Jimmy said.

“We appreciate everything you’ve done. You’re an essential lifeline for us, getting our message out in a coherent manner, keeping us from looking like crazed radicals, as our enemies try to portray us.”

Jimmy smiled. He sat cross-legged with Kimo on the sand, used a sharp pocket knife to open a coconut. Letting the milk drain onto the sand, he cut a piece of white coconut meat and extended it to Kimo.

Kimo nibbled on the sweet fruit, said, “I want you to inform the President that if he doesn’t capitulate, I’m going to escalate the threat.”

“In what way?”

“Tell him we’ll broaden the attacks against American coastal structures and ports. We’re also considering targeting other nations in this, not just the United States. We can send tidal waves against any of them that front the ocean, overturning oil rigs, beaching ships, stopping all ocean commerce. One way or another, we will prevail.”

“I’m sure you will. But are you sure you want to increase the opposition? Wouldn’t it be wiser to solicit the support of other nations, instead of just attacking them?”

Kimo shook his head. “This is not a time for negotiation with anyone. It is a time for us to show our power, to show that humans must change their behavior! If we negotiate, we lose. Lawyers will get involved, and there will be loopholes in any agreement—tricks that enable people to continue variations of their past bad behavior, or to delay correcting it. We need to end that behavior, and we need to end it fast!”

“I can appreciate that, and I’m on your side. You know that. But Cousin, you must be cautious of world politics. You don’t want to go too far, or public opinion will turn against you. Right now, it’s slightly in your favor in the U.S. and trending upward again, and it’s even more in your favor worldwide. International news outlets have been running stories that are sympathetic to your cause, emphasizing the abuses being committed against sea life, including the marine species that are in danger of becoming extinct, the sewage that is being dumped in the seas, the continuing oil spills, and all the garbage of human civilization that seems to end up in the water.”

“I appreciate your help and advice,” Kimo said, accepting another piece of coconut meat from Jimmy. “You’re giving wise counsel.”

“It’s not just my opinion. As you know, I’ve been in close contact with the first lady of our state, Fuji Namoto, and she has the ear of her husband, the Governor. Being a retired military man, Governor Churchill has not been overly happy with the aggressive actions you’ve taken, but his wife has been bringing him around gradually, getting him to listen. And she has said the same thing to me that I’m saying to you now. You don’t want to go too far, Kimo. You don’t want to become the bad guy here—at least not to most people. You need to be the sympathetic, altruistic character, representing helpless sea creatures who are unable to speak for themselves.”

Kimo nodded. Fuji was still an associate Sea Warrior, and he appreciated everything she did for the organization when she ran their office in Honolulu, until the authorities used a lame excuse to shut it down. He was glad that she had not been placed under arrest, nor had any of the other associates. So far the government was only after the physically transformed hybrids, whom they considered to be radical, but they had not been successful in their pursuit. And Kimo planned to keep it that way if he could.

“All right,” he said. “We’ll continue to focus on the United States, because, as you point out, we are gaining in public opinion polls, and we don’t want to lose that important part of the war.”

“No, you don’t.”

“Tell the President that if he doesn’t capitulate immediately, we’re going to escalate our attacks against coastal facilities, including the blockading of more ports.”

“You don’t want to give him forty-eight hours like the last time?”

“Talk to Fuji about it. I’ll let the two of you decide on that, but no more than forty-eight hours. Just in case we can’t reach you before then, I at least want to have a time in which I’m going to take the next step. That will be forty-eight hours from noon tomorrow. Remind them that I don’t make idle threats.”

“I will.”

“Just don’t reveal too much about how we get around, the jetfish pods or our other methods.”

“They already know some of it, such as the waves Alicia can generate, but most of it is still a mystery to them.” 

		

To the north, Dirk Avondale led more than a thousand dolphins as they pushed a sea of floating garbage—most of the Great Pacific Garbage Patch—toward the mainland of the United States. It was nighttime on a calm sea, and they were making better time than he had anticipated. As soon as the dolphins had the floating garbage corralled and in motion, getting it out of the region in the North Pacific where it had been circling in currents and accumulating more debris from around the ocean, the animals seemed to get a boost of energy. The accumulated trash was moving along at a good clip now, boosted by favorable winds and ocean currents. It was as if the gods and goddesses of the sea could not wait to get rid of this junk.

A plane and a noisy U.S. Coast Guard helicopter appeared overhead, as they did regularly, to observe the progress and report on it to military authorities. When powerful spotlights played over the water, Dirk dove under, to keep anyone from seeing him. Unlike some of the other Sea Warriors, he still remained human in his appearance, albeit with enhanced swimming and sea-survival capabilities in his body.

He presumed that the scouts would see him eventually in daylight hours no matter his efforts, with long-range camera lenses, and perhaps with satellites orbiting the Earth. To his knowledge, Kimo had not publicized this particular mission; had issued no threats. It was just happening.

The American government could certainly make an educated guess about where the garbage was headed and who was responsible for it, because the Sea Warriors were at war with them. But Dirk doubted if they knew what to do about it. There were no instruction manuals for this scenario, nor, for that matter, for any of the other situations the government faced now that advocates for the ocean were not only speaking up—they were taking strong and aggressive actions.


Chapter 6

Jimmy Waimea would never reveal anything he knew about the whereabouts of Kimo Pohaku or the rest of the Sea Warriors, or anything about their weapons or tactics. The U.S. had pieces of information about a lot of things, based upon what had been used against them and upon reports prepared by investigators. Ever since the blockade of Pearl Harbor and the main islands in the archipelago—Kimo’s Battle of the Hawaiian Sea—government agents had been snooping around the high school campus, digging up whatever they could. One of them, a determined man with a shaved head, had been to Jimmy’s news shack several times, and had spoken with students who worked with him on the Honolulu Mercury News, the school newspaper that looked more professional than some of the big-city dailies.

Jimmy had a strong moral tradition behind him, in which a reporter never revealed his sources, no matter the pressure put on him by authorities, no matter the threats. Throughout American history, many brave journalists had gone to jail for taking this stance, and it was always a tense standoff between a newsman’s legal rights and moral beliefs, on the one hand, and the needs of the society to obtain certain information on the other. 

In such conflicts, the government was supposed to protect the integrity of society by arresting and prosecuting criminals, but American governments also were whipped around by the will of the people—and in this case, most of the citizens were not agreeing with their own leadership. More than fifty-five percent of the people polled were siding with the Sea Warriors. That gave Jimmy additional strength, and thus far the persistent government investigator had only issued subdued threats against him for not cooperating, threats that did not intimidate the veteran newsman in the least. He was deeply troubled, however, that the Sea Warriors had been formally declared a terrorist organization, and an enemy of the United States. That made his own activities more dangerous.

And now, the stakes had been raised even more. 

The President of the United States had summoned Jimmy to Washington, D.C., along with eleven other people who knew Kimo Pohaku, both before he began his public campaign for the ocean, and afterward. The list of people knowing him afterward was limited to his own companions in the Sea Warriors and to a handful of people he’d remained in contact with on the land—such as Jimmy Waimea, Fuji Namoto, Jiddy Rahim, and his adoptive mother, Ealani Pohaku. All eleven had been summoned to the White House, including Jimmy, and now they waited in the East Sitting Hall.

Sunlight entering through a web-shaped window gave the room a cheerful cast, accentuating the ochres and yellows of the décor. Yet, Jimmy did not feel cheerful. One by one, the President was seeing each of them, having them escorted individually into the Oval Office. So far, everyone had been seen with the exception of Jimmy, and now it was his turn, as an aide in a dark suit escorted him through the historic building to the legendary presidential office.

Jimmy felt so nervous that his stomach roiled, and he could see his hands shaking slightly. His mouth had gone dry, and he knew from his own investigations that it was from fear. Though he wore a suit and a colorful Hawaiian tie, and would be quite well-dressed by the standards of his home town, he felt under-dressed here, and very much out of his element.

As Jimmy was escorted into the Oval Office, he saw the President sitting on one of two sofas that faced each other, not far from the immense Presidential Seal on the deep blue carpet. He motioned for Jimmy to take a seat on the other sofa, which he did.

The President looked younger in person than the news images of him. He had jet-black hair, combed straight back, a muscular jaw and a prominent nose. The eyes were small and blue, with a probing, penetrating intensity to them. Although Jimmy’s politics were the polar opposite of the President’s right-wing policies, he didn’t find his demeanor particularly threatening. 

“This is an informal talk,” the President said, “but your very presence here places an immense responsibility on you to tell the truth. You do understand that, don’t you?”

“Sir, I realize that I am not formally under oath, and that I am not testifying before Congress, but I understand the gravity of what you are saying, and I consider myself a loyal American citizen. However, as a journalist I have other obligations as well.”

The dark eyebrows arched. “Higher obligations than the security of this nation?”

“Sir, you must know what I’m talking about. A newsman cannot discuss certain details of his sources. It is a matter of journalistic honor.”

“The Sea Warriors are a terrorist organization.”

“I don’t agree with that designation, sir. And I’m not alone. I’m sure you’ve seen the public opinion polls, how much support there is for the Sea Warriors.”

With a scowl, the President asked, “What is it you don’t want to tell me? What do you know about that tattooed Hawaiian, that Lawrence of the Ocean?” 

Jimmy smiled, just a little. “Sir, I realize you brought me here to discuss my cousin, Kimo Pohaku, and I will be happy to do so—subject to my moral constraints. Of course, you realize he is not technically my cousin, because he was adopted by Tiny and Ealani Pohaku when he was very young.”

“Who were his birthmother and natural father?”

“I’m not sure if Kimo even knows that, or Ealani. You have already spoken with her of this, and she knows more about it than I do. But it is common knowledge that the boy-child was discovered in the sea by a fisherman, Tiny Pohaku, and brought home. When Kimo was a teenager, he began having the tattoos of sea creatures inked onto his body. Truly, Mr. President, he loves the ocean and all the things that live in it.”

“Such an interesting, strange background,” President Vanness said. He leaned forward. “I am informed that Kimo came to your home, accompanied by Alicia Ellsworth?”

The question surprised Jimmy, because he didn’t recall revealing that to anyone. Had he mentioned it to Fuji, or to Ealani? He wasn’t sure, but didn’t want to be caught in a lie. “That is true, Mr. President. They wanted me to publicize their message, describing the plight of the sea and the creatures that live in it.”

“And a worthy cause that is.”

“Yes it is, Mr. President.”

“But, you see, I have my own priorities. While I can see that more needs to be done to help the ocean—a great deal more, I will admit—we can’t have the Sea Warriors interfering with national security. And they have been doing exactly that, blockading both Pearl Harbor and San Francisco Bay and all the naval installations in them—interfering with military operations, as well as commercial shipping, and pleasure boats. That oil derrick incident is another direct attack on American security interests, adversely affecting our oil supply, which is a strategic resource with military implications. We cannot allow any of that, don’t you see?”

Jimmy pursed his lips, didn’t respond. 

A female aide entered the room, whispered something in the President’s ear. 

He scowled, then smiled stiffly. “It seems that you have a cell phone call, Mr. Waimea. The caller identifies himself as Kimo Pohaku.”

“Sorry, sir. I left my phone in the sitting hall, didn’t want to disturb our meeting with it.”

“But you left it on.”

“Yes, sir. Do you want me to take the call?”

The President nodded, and the aide handed the phone to Jimmy. It was an exceedingly embarrassing situation. “Yes?” Jimmy said.

“I’m using a calling card,” Kimo said, “so they’ll have trouble figuring out where I am. Only six hours remain on the latest deadline I gave. Is there anything new?”

“I’m sitting with the President at this very moment.”

There was a long silence on the line. Then: “The President?”

“That’s right, President Fillmore Vanness. I’m with him in the Oval Office.”

“You’re kidding.”

“I wish I were.”

“They must have all kinds of ways of locating me, so I need to get off this line. Well? Do you have a response from him?”

“I’ll ask him. Can you call back in say, half an hour?”

“Make it two hours. I’m going to change cards, and locations.” Kimo hung up quickly.

Another aide entered, and handed a printed transcript to the President, which he read. “So, the Sea Warriors want my response?”

“Yes, Mr. President. I make no pretenses, sir, but I seem to be in the position of intermediary.”

“Or the representative of a dangerous terrorist organization. I’ll have an aide take you to the Map Room, where you will await my response.”

		

Before the ocean crisis, President Vanness had been the most powerful man in the world, in charge of the largest economy and the strongest military force the Earth had ever seen. Now he felt like a lot less than that, and that he’d been put in a no-win situation, with limited options. Pro-ocean demonstrators were marching in all of the major cities in the United States, and the actress, Monique Gatsby, seemed to be on every cable news channel with Professor Marcus Greco, asserting that the Sea Warriors were selfless and heroic, while the President was the reincarnation of Satan because he allegedly represented the greedy corporations who had fouled the seas in so many ways.

As he paced the Oval Office, it irked him that Kimo Pohaku had issued another threat, while omitting details on the next target, and that he’d done it through a lowly news mouthpiece, the Honolulu Mercury News. A high school newspaper! 

The President didn’t want to blink in this confrontation, but didn’t see how he had any alternative. Multiple cordons of large-bodied sea creatures remained in place, blocking commercial shipping and military activity in the Hawaiian Islands and at the entrance to San Francisco Bay. An oil drilling rig had been destroyed off the California coast and driven up on the land, along with boat wrecks and other junk from the water. Three tidal waves had slammed into the Santa Barbara area, while in the North Pacific, a sea of floating garbage was being directed toward the west coast of the United States. And reports were coming in from the Pacific Ocean that pods of huge whales were forcing container ships to turn around, preventing them from delivering their cargoes.

So far, the fanatical Kimo Pohaku had carried through on every one of his threats. What did he have in mind next? Vanness didn’t want to think about it, but he had to. He was on the hottest seat in the world, facing an enemy who used highly unconventional weapons—weapons that American military leaders didn’t know how to counter. To make matters even worse, the Sea Warriors kept producing new weapons and tactics—needlefish that impaled Navy frogmen, stingrays that shot poisonous barbs, squids that could rip humans apart, whales that beached a submarine, shorebirds that brought down a helicopter, and tidal waves. What else did they have in their extraordinary, dangerous arsenal? He sensed that they had a great deal more than he’d already seen. The ocean was full of mysteries, and so were the Sea Warriors who roamed it. 

Hybrid human beings, sea monsters, and a goddess holding dominion over the oceans of the world. The whole thing sounded like fantasy, not reality, something magical rather than anything explainable by science. He’d been reading the reports from government oceanographers and other experts, but the pages had been filled with questions, and there were hardly any answers. Was this ocean revolt the work of a sorcerer? Was it President Vanness’s misfortune to be brought down by witchcraft and incantations? He could hardly believe that might be true, and yet, the strangest events in history were actually occurring, and he had to deal with the crisis. 

This was beyond politics, way beyond it. This was about the fate of the United States of America, with a domino effect far beyond that.

On one level, President Vanness could sympathize with the viewpoint of the radicals, their righteous anger about the abuses people had inflicted on the world‘s ocean. But the Sea Warriors were only targeting the United States, as if no other nation in the world was at fault. Yet the floating garbage that was being pushed toward the west coast was mostly plastics and other trash that other nations had dumped, not the United States. The Sea Warriors were completely ignoring the fact that years ago the U.S. outlawed the dumping of plastics in the ocean, a practice that other countries continued anyway, ignoring the environmental damage it caused.

President Vanness felt victimized, didn’t see why his country was under attack like this, or why he was being smeared personally. He certainly didn’t visualize himself as Satan, and yet, his foes were successfully portraying him in that light. He needed to find a way out of this mess.

He looked at his watch, an expensive gold timepiece, inset with diamonds. It made no sound as the second hand circled the dial. Even so, he heard a ticking noise in his head, growing louder and louder.

He summoned Jimmy Waimea, and gave him an answer, the new position of the American government….

		

Kimo had changed locations. He was on the same island where he’d made the earlier call, Kauai, but miles away in another town. A friend, Greg Layne, had driven him to the second location in a boxy old off-road vehicle, and now Kimo had another calling card. He used a public phone, on the side porch of a general store.

He half-expected the President to answer instead of Jimmy, or to see federal agents roaring down the road to capture him, or flying overhead. He could see the ocean from here, only a hundred yards or so away, and he had a contingency plan to run for it if he had to.

Jimmy answered. “I have the President’s response, Kimo. He’s offering a cease fire, but only if all the whales and other marine animals leave the blockades, if they go home and allow ships to get through again. He also wants you to recall the blue whales that are preventing container ships from crossing the Pacific.”

“I sent out three pods of blue whales,” Kimo said, nodding to himself.

“There are a lot more pods than that in the Pacific shipping lanes—more than twenty, from what I hear.”

“Twenty pods! Blue whales communicate across long distances in the ocean, so they must have transmitted information on what I want to other pods.”

“Anyway, if you do what the President wants, he promises to have the U.S. Congress deal with the valid points you’ve brought up about harm that’s been done to the ocean, harm that he admits is ongoing. It’s progress, Kimo.”

“Maybe, but not enough. I don’t know why there are more than three pods of blue whales disrupting the shipping lanes, but I do know that none of us can break up the Hawaiian or San Francisco barricades. After putting them in place, we can’t get the whales and other animals to cooperate. They’re there, and won’t move until they want to move. The animals have even developed their own ‘work shift’ system, in which the ones in the cordons are regularly replaced by other animals, so that all of them can go about their feeding and other operations.”

“I don’t think the President believes anything you say.”

“Well, he needs to believe it, because it’s the truth. The U.S. doesn’t want another bloodbath of marine animals; public opinion won’t stand for it. If President Vanness keeps killing the species in the blockades and they keep replenishing themselves, they’ll eventually go extinct. Is that the legacy he wants for his presidency?”

Jimmy did not answer.

“All the U.S. can do,” Kimo said, “all any of us can do, is to wait for the whales and other animals to leave on their own. Tell the President we have the leverage against him, and tell him he needs to back off unilaterally, calling all warships back to available ports, taking no aggressive actions against the cordons at all. Either that, or we intend to take additional measures against American interests—both commercial and military.”

“You should concede something, Kimo. Can’t you offer anything for me to take back to the President?”

“Twenty-four more hours. That’s all I’m going to give him. Exactly one day from now, I’ll find a way to send you an e-mail from an untraceable account.”

He ended the connection before Jimmy could say anything further.

After making the call, Kimo declined another ride from his friend. Instead, he walked down to the sandy beach, and was about to dive in the water when he noticed that the beach to the north was littered with debris. This surprised him, because he’d been here only a few months ago, and the shoreline had been spotless, one of the prettiest he’d seen in the islands. He walked up the beach, and saw the hulks of wrecked fishing boats and pleasure craft, a large rusted ship’s hull, a rusted automobile, a bent bicycle frame, a motorcycle, torn fishing nets, chunks of dense foam, broken crab pots, and old appliances—all scattered on the shore. 

Examining the sand, he saw scrape marks where the old car body had been dragged ashore recently, before the tide could clean away the marks. A rusted emblem on the back read, “Hudson.” He paused. Maybe it had been pushed ashore.

But Kimo had not given any command to do this in the Hawaiian Islands.

Perplexed, he waded into the water and broadcasted a molecular communication to the Sea Warriors in the islands, asking if they knew anything about this. In a few minutes, replies starting coming in. No one had any answers.

Then, as Kimo swam just offshore, looking at the debris on the beach and trying to figure out what had occurred, he saw a pair of orca whales swimming toward shore, pushing a piece of a floating dock that had many of its planks missing and only part of its white-foam flotation system intact, as if the dock had been ripped loose in a storm. The animals shoved it up on the beach, and even after they swam back out, the dock kept moving forward on the sand, and up a slight slope.

This piqued Kimo’s curiosity even more, so he swam closer, and saw dozens of green turtles under the dock, transporting it above the high tide line on their backs. When it was in place, the turtles scurried out from underneath, and reentered the water.

Kimo tried to make molecular contact with the whales and turtles, but got no response. He saw the turtles gathered in shallow water, as if awaiting the next delivery of human-civilization’s garbage….


Chapter 7

Early that afternoon, Kimo organized a meeting at the volcanic isle, gathering his Sea Warriors to discuss the strange behavior of the whales and turtles at Kauai, as well as additional scattered reports of similar beachings of junk at other places in the Hawaiian Islands. No one seemed to have any idea why it was occurring.

He also transmitted questions about this to Gwyneth, Alicia, Dirk, and the other Sea Warriors who were away on missions, but due to the distances involved there would be a delay hearing back from most of them.

After Kimo sent the transmission from shallow water, Pauline Deveaux swam up to him, and provided a theory.

Pauline, with some of her human facial features and the bright coloration of a rainbow-hued fish, kept her face out of the water and said, “I’ve been thinking about how the whales and other creatures followed Gwyneth’s instructions at first, creating the barricades, and afterward they refused to disperse. It was as if she energized them to take action against human abuses, and then they did something on their own, no longer heeding her commands.”

“You think the sea creatures are cleaning up the ocean on their own now?”

“It’s possible. Due to their distance from Hawaii, I doubt if Gwyneth or any of the remote Sea Warriors did this. At least, not knowingly. Remember, though, that the idea to dump human trash back on the beaches was Gwyneth’s; she did it in the Santa Barbara area. What if the whales and other animals she used for those efforts transmitted messages to others of their kind, even across great distances in the sea, causing them to go on litter detail?”

“But they’re only doing it on their own in Hawaii.”

“That’s all we know about so far. I think we’d better send someone ashore to find out what’s being reported in the news.”

He paused momentarily, noting how the glow of sunlit waters highlighted the colors of Pauline’s skin, making it even more strikingly beautiful than usual. And he thought back to the conversation he had with Gwyneth in the grotto, before the capture of Chi’ang and Talbot. She had pointed out that box jellyfish and stonefish began the ocean protest by acting against swimmers on their own, while dolphins and porpoises were also resisting both military and commercial training. Afterward, with the formation of the Sea Warriors, Gwyneth had been at the heart of a big problem—leading whales and other large marine animals to form cordons, and then being unable to get them to disperse. With the latest episode involving trash in the ocean, a pattern was emerging: the large creatures did as a hybrid Sea Warrior instructed at first, but then learned that these were effective ways to fight humans, and did the same things on their own, without any further instructions.

“I’m not sure what’s going on,” he said, “but I agree with your idea of going ashore to find out how widespread the cleanup efforts are. I’ll have one of our lesser-known members dress and do the checking.”

“I hope you don’t mind that I spoke out,” she said.

Kimo smiled briefly. “Not at all.” He then selected one of the newer recruits, Waylon Jaffe, and sent him toward Kauai with a waterproof pack containing clothing.

Later that evening, Kimo received a molecular communication from Jaffe, sent from the waters off the island. “There are beachings of junk all over the world, sir, in every country fronting an ocean, and even on the banks of rivers that empty into the ocean. All kinds of things are being hauled up by sea creatures, even Spanish galleons and piles of treasure in some cases. The animals don’t recognize gold coins or jewelry as having value; to them the objects are like any other human junk that’s been left in the sea over the centuries. In contrast, people are killing each other to get what’s valuable, literally killing each other. The police and armed forces are everywhere, trying to control crowds and criminal behavior.”

When the news came in, Kimo and the rest of the Sea Warriors were in the water, and all of them heard it. Pauline didn’t say anything, but Kimo was impressed with her mind, and thought he might add her to his leadership circle in the future.

“Do you know what this means?” he said to his followers. “It means the ocean is fighting back on its own—it’s really fighting back!”

“Maybe the marine animals can do it by themselves now, and we aren’t needed anymore,” someone suggested, a man’s voice from the nighttime shadows.

“I doubt that,” Kimo said. “We still need to do our part. There is a lot of work to do. Remember, too, we’re part of the ocean now, ourselves.”

		

Dirk Avondale received a message from Kimo just as the garbage he was shepherding reached the Strait of Juan de Fuca, the wide channel of water separating Canada from the United States. On the way here he had considered spreading the garbage along the Pacific coast of Washington State or Oregon, but that would have risked letting the trash go back out to sea with the tide.

To avoid that, he’d come up with the idea of heading for the strait instead, timing it so that the tide was going in when he arrived, to make it easier for his dolphins to guide the garbage into the large inland sea of Puget Sound. If he managed to get it all in there, and spread the trash around, it would take longer for it to wash away. Then he was going to set up a patrol of dolphins to make certain it didn’t leave the sound, forcing people to clean up the mess themselves.

Before answering Kimo, Dirk needed to pay close attention to guiding the floating garbage into the strait (while keeping the trash near the American shore and away from Canada). As he did this, he thought about the status request he’d received from Kimo, along with a strange additional question—a question that became even more intriguing when he noticed the American shoreline cluttered with the rusting hulls and superstructures of ships and derelict pleasure boats, along with old automobiles, an airplane, a helicopter, and truck tires, all encrusted with barnacles and green seaweed, and appearing to have been dredged up from the water recently and deposited on the land. The reason for this was exactly what Kimo was asking about, but Dirk had no more idea of why it was occurring than the Sea Warrior leader did.

On the shore, Dirk recognized the broken half-hull of a World War II cargo ship, and thought it might be one of the early-war vessels he’d read about that had faulty welds and broke apart in stormy seas—before the construction quality improved. A spectrum of human history was represented on these shores, thousands and thousands of stories behind the objects that had been left in the sea. 

As he passed Port Angeles he saw a number of giant octopuses gathered near the shore. Working together, they lifted a long steel beam, swung it around and hurled it ashore. The animals went underwater, and moments later four giant squids surfaced, carrying chunks of concrete that they tossed onto the land, before going out and diving underwater.

When Dirk’s sea of floating plastics and other garbage rounded Port Townsend and turned south toward Puget Sound, he sent a reply to Kimo with a status report on his mission—while also saying he didn’t know why junk was being coughed up on the shores, along with information on what he was seeing here. 

Then he swept southward, spreading trash on the shores of Everett, Seattle, Tacoma, and Olympia, and all the shoreline communities near them. Before leaving, Dirk left a hundred dolphins to patrol the waters on the north end of Puget Sound, ensuring that the garbage did not wash back out to sea.


Chapter 8

The following day, Kimo swam to the island of Molokai to see Ryk Mahana, a former student of Jimmy Waimea. A technology whiz, Mahana owned a computerized, fully-automated pineapple farm. He had spoken with Jimmy in recent weeks, offering to help the cause of the ocean in any way possible, and said he had a secure computer available, with internet access. Apparently, Mahana knew how to send e-mails through a maze of overseas routers, so that it would be time-consuming and nearly impossible to trace where a user was when he transmitted messages, or when he received them. That should enable Kimo to communicate with the U.S. government, and then make good his escape into the sea.

Jimmy knew Mahana well and trusted him implicitly, so Kimo had full faith in him too, and no concern that it might be a trap set for him. Even so, he needed to be exceedingly careful, because of the terrorist designation of the Sea Warriors, and substantial rewards that had been posted for them.

For the underwater swim to Molokai, Kimo took Pauline Deveaux with him, and a couple of ichthyologists in the membership, Bruce Pleiades and Natasha Medvedev. Just as Pauline had become a colorful, human-sized reef-fish, these fish experts had morphed into exotic-looking sea creatures while retaining aspects of their original appearances—Pleiades looked like a humanoid mahimahi fish with a blue stripe from head to tail, while Medvedev was long, yellow and slender, like a banana trumpetfish with human facial features on her snout.

The four of them communicated underwater on the way, discussing what Kimo was going to do next. There were certain complications. Kimo had put the President of the United States on notice that he had twenty-four hours to cease all hostile actions against sea-creature blockades, or the United States would suffer additional attacks. During that period, however, the creatures of the ocean appeared to have taken it upon themselves to go on a massive, worldwide “litter detail,” moving junk onto the land that humans had dumped in the ocean and connecting rivers.

Yet because this marine-animal activity was worldwide, and not directed solely at the United States (and because it did not interfere with any military operations), Kimo intended to insist that he had not taken overt action against the United States during the deadline period. It would be walking a fine line, and as part of it (Pauline’s suggestion), Kimo could not admit he had no responsibility for the massive ocean cleanup operation, because that would only weaken his position. Instead, he had to bluff his way through, acting as he had orchestrated the huge effort, and as if he had many more Sea Warrior members than there actually were, which was almost seven hundred.

He waded ashore on the south side of Molokai, not far from the town of Kaunakakai, leaving his companions in the water to await his return. Changing quickly into khaki shorts and a Hawaiian shirt, Kimo walked a mile outside of town and located Mr. Mahana’s modest, metal-roofed home just off the main road, at the edge of the pineapple farm.

Ryk Mahana opened the front-door screen, just as Kimo reached the porch. Coming out with a smile, the young man had a scholarly appearance, with round spectacles and intelligent eyes. He spoke in a cultured, sonorous voice. “So pleased to be of service to you.”

“The ocean is most grateful to you,” Kimo said.

“Yes, a terrible injustice has been done to the seas, but I am pleased that you and your brigades are turning things around. I absolutely love the idea of hurling humanity’s trash back at them and making them choke on it! Was that your idea?”

“It was not my idea, but that doesn’t matter, one way or the other. Sea Warriors should not think in terms of individual achievements and credits; rather, we need to think more in terms of community—in this case, the ocean community.”

“Yes, very laudable.” Slightly taller than Kimo, Mahana held the screen door open. “Come in, please come into my humble home. Would you like some cold mango juice?”

“That sounds nice. Yes, please.”

Mahana smiled. “Of course, I can make pineapple juice as well, but I get a little tired of it.”

“I understand. Mango will be fine.”

While Kimo waited in the small living room, he looked around and saw Mr. Mahana’s desktop computer on a table. It had two oversized flat screens, side by side. A printer and backup hard drive sat next to the computer modem.

As the young man returned from the kitchen, carrying two tall glasses of juice, he motioned toward the computer. “Please, I know you must be anxious to send your message. I read in the Honolulu Mercury News that you’ve been giving the President deadlines and ultimatums. It’s about time someone did that—other than his wife!”

Kimo took a long sip of the cold juice, savored its fresh sweetness. It had been some time since he’d tasted something so delicious; it certainly was more flavorful than the plankton, urchins, and shrimp he’d been eating while in the sea.

Placing the glass safely away from the computer to keep from spilling juice on it, Kimo sat down at the keyboard. As he made contact with the cushion of the chair, the screen lit up.

“It’s butt-activated,” Mahana said with a giggle. “Your weight sent a signal to the machine. It’s ready for you to type a message to Jimmy Waimea. I even have his e-mail address ready for you, and all of the circuitous routing is set up, going through Australia and Eastern Europe, then through Iceland and Uruguay, to prevent anyone from figuring out where you are.”

“Very good. I appreciate that.” 

As Kimo typed slowly, using the hunt-and-peck method, he saw many words change spelling immediately, as the word-processing program corrected him. He’d never been a good speller.

“Hey, Cousin Jimmy,” he wrote. “It’s Kimo, on the internet connection we discussed. What have you heard from the President?”

Two minutes later, a reply appeared on the screen: “Hey, right back at you, Cousin Kimo. I’m in a Washington, D.C. hotel, waiting to catch a flight home tomorrow. President Vanness has not returned my calls, but he delivered a major speech to the American people today. Presumably, that includes you. He says that he has no choice except to cease all aggressive operations against the cordons of sea creatures and the Sea Warriors, and to show his good faith, he’s taking the further measure of removing your organization from the list of terrorists, and is dropping all charges against you and the other members. It looks like a complete victory, Cousin!”

Kimo typed back: “If he can be trusted.”

Jimmy: “You’ve got public opinion on your side, more than sixty percent favorable now. You could run for President and win!”

Kimo: “I doubt that. It’s not what I want, anyway. All right, you can print my response in the paper. Let the President know we appreciate his gesture, and in the next few weeks we’ll be in contact with him, specifying a new international law of the sea, which will stipulate the very limited circumstances under which the United States—and the other nations of the world—may and may not use the ocean. We will prepare a formal document that all nations must accept, the Declaration of Ocean Independence.”

Jimmy: “Bold move, Cousin. Keep pressing ahead while you have the advantage. Great job! The family is proud of you!”

Kimo: “Thanks, Jimmy. Signing off now, with gratitude for your important contributions. Tell Ealani I’ll be in touch with her after the first edition of the declaration is completed.”

		

Since hearing about the death of his grandson, Preston Ellsworth had been grieving. The young man’s life, once so full of potential, had been utterly wasted, lost in a storm of bad decisions.

Yet the old man knew he had made a lot of his own bad decisions—and the realization had caused him to rearrange his priorities. Much of his thinking was wrong before, and now he wanted a second chance at life, a second chance to do what was right. Jeff could no longer correct his own bad decisions, but maybe Preston could.

Up until now he had held many beliefs that seemed to conflict with one another. For one, the logical side of his brain told him that the native Hawaiian spirit world—the volcano-goddess curses and all the rest of it—was pure bunk, while the emotional side told him that it could actually be true. Now he felt his belief system shifting, away from his western prejudices. Maybe Ealani and her companions actually had done something extraordinary to save his life, tapping into the power of their spirit world.

And if she had helped him in that way, what should the purpose of his life be?

Hesitantly, feeling ill at ease but pressing ahead anyway, he stepped out of his Jeep and walked slowly toward the front door of the simple Hawaiian shack, made of scrap wood and lava rock, with a patched metal roof. He’d seen hundreds of similar structures as he drove by them, but had never come this close to one. It was mid-morning and he had not slept well; he had not shaved, so a gray stubble of beard remained on his face.

Half hoping no one was home, he walked onto the creaking wooden porch and rapped on the front door. He heard someone inside, and a woman’s voice, in a Hawaiian accent. “Just a moment, please.”

When Ealani Pohaku opened the door and stood behind the screen, she looked surprised at first. She wore a floor-length muumuu with colorful flowers and birds on it. After a moment, a gentle smile warmed her face, and she said, “Mr. Ellsworth! Please come in. I just made a pot of strong Kona coffee. Would you like a cup?”

He felt tears welling in his eyes, and nodded.

She led him through a small front room to the kitchen, and motioned toward a tiny table that had two chairs. The coffee smelled good.

“I doubt if you ever expected to see me here,” Preston said, looking at a mat that only partially covered the dirt floor.

She poured the dark beverage in a mug that had the image of a humpback whale on the side. “I wouldn’t say that,” she said. “If you had not come here on your own, I would have invited you.”

“Dr. Chandrapur says I made a miraculous recovery from a serious head wound that would have killed most men my age.” He slid the mug toward himself, but didn’t lift it. Then, looking at her intently, he said, “My injury should have been fatal, and I have a feeling that my high-priced doctor didn’t have a prescription for what really cured me. Thank you for caring so deeply, Ealani. Thank you for saying blessings over a man who did not deserve them.”

“We are all products of our cultures, and our backgrounds. You are not a bad man. Not at all. I understand you only did what you thought you had to do.” The large woman took a sip of coffee, looked at him pensively.

“I don’t think your husband would have agreed with that.”

She nodded, and smiled ruefully. “Maybe not.”

“Your son has made quite a—pardon my pun—quite a splash in the world. He’s accomplished so much that I can’t help being impressed. He’s a remarkable young man. You must be very proud of him.”

“I am. And your granddaughter has been with him all the way. Come to think of it, she’s been making waves herself!”

The old man chuckled, and imagined his eyes must be twinkling with delight. “Mmmm, yes. A rumor reached me that they plan to marry one day, a unique ceremony held in the water, attended by their special friends.”

“That would be nice.”

He smiled warmly. “I hope we’re invited!”

“So do I. Maybe we could be there in small boats.”

Preston took a long sip from the mug. “This is very good coffee.”

“Thank you. My husband always rose early to go out fishing, and he liked a good strong cup of kope before going out the door, and more in his thermos.”

“I’m sorry that Tiny and I had our disagreements. I deeply regret that I could not see the merit of his claim. Just because my lawyers were relentless in my defense does not make my stand right. I see that now.”

“Thank you for saying these things. I want us to be friends, good friends.”

“So do I.” Preston hesitated, wanting to say more but afraid to do so. She waited, seeming to sense that he had something more to tell her.

Finally he said it, an idea that came to him in the middle of the night as he lay in bed. “I’ve spent my life accumulating things, including land. Now I would like to put my assets to better use. I want to return my entire ranch property to the Hawaiian people—the hotel, the aquatic park, the beaches and grazing lands, all of it. It is Hawaiian land, and should be for the native people.”

The woman looked stunned. “I am overwhelmed.”

He wiped tears from his eyes, took a long, deep breath. “My wife Hermione once suggested that I set aside at least a hundred acres as a preserve for the old Hawaiian families—something they could put to good use, their own use. I disagreed with her at the time, but a lot of things have happened since she died, and I’ve changed my mind. Now I’d like to go even farther than she envisioned, donating the entire Ellsworth Ranch, amounting to tens of thousands of acres, the largest property on Loa’kai Island. I want to place it in an irrevocable trust, and appoint you as trustee, with all of the income going to native Hawaiians. Perhaps you can organize them to take a vote on what should be done with the property. If they want it to continue as a tourist hotel –“ He smiled. “A haole tourist hotel, all of the income should go to native Hawaiian causes. If they want the buildings torn down and the property put to other uses, I will not oppose that, either.”

“Are you sure you want to do this?”

“I’m sure.”

Her eyes misted over. “Tiny would appreciate this fine and generous gift. Thank you very, very much.”

“I also intend to put my media empire to much better use, publicizing native Hawaiian issues, and promoting the welfare of the ocean. I’ll donate the profits for environmental purposes—Hawaiian parks, ocean protection, and the like. I’d like you to serve on a board to make those decisions, too.”

Now she looked at him as if she was having trouble believing him, as if she was wondering if he had lost his mind and wouldn’t really take all those radical actions he was promising.

“I’ll have my attorney contact you,” he said, rising to his feet. “He’ll work out the details to your satisfaction.”

“My satisfaction on behalf of the native people,” she said, “and the ocean.”

“Of course.”

She led him to the door, where he reached out in a very dignified manner to shake her hand. Instead of accepting his hand, though, she gathered him close and gave him a strong hug. “You are a good man,” she said. “A very good man.”


Chapter 9

Early in the afternoon, Alicia stood at the podium of a university auditorium in Honolulu, gazing out on a sea of faces. Every seat was filled, but not with students. These were all experts in the science, politics, and laws of the ocean, gathered from the ranks of Sea Warriors (including associate members), and from non-members around the world. Adding to these leading authorities, there were others involved in the proceedings as well, though not physically present—Gwyneth, Pauline, and thirty-seven other Sea Warriors who had metamorphosed too much to walk upon the land. They were gathered in the water off Diamond Head, and would be kept advised of the discussions through a relay system—other Sea Warriors who went back and forth regularly, to obtain comments and suggestions from those who could not easily go ashore.

She glanced down at Kimo and his cousin Jimmy, sitting together in the front row, wearing short-sleeve Hawaiian shirts. Jimmy had obtained the use of the auditorium from the university at no charge—donated by educators who were interested in the welfare of the ocean. Kimo had moderated the proceedings all morning, and had asked her to lead the discussion after the lunch break. Fuji had arranged for tight security for the meeting, because of all the curiosity about what would be included in the revolutionary new Declaration of Ocean Independence.

Looking at the main door, Alicia saw two men enter the chamber, carrying cardboard boxes.

“Ah,” she said, “here are the printouts now. They will be handed out to each of you, so that you can review the concepts we discussed this morning and see how they’re taking shape. So far, we have a preliminary outline of the declaration, and some suggested language. Kimo and I think it’s a good start, but we have a lot more work to do. Some people might think the measures are draconian, but they are necessary until humans learn how to behave properly, and then perhaps some of the controls can be eased off—but never completely. We must always have a system of strict inspection and enforcement, and violators need to be punished severely.” 

Alicia received her own copy and perused it, noting the opening Statement of Purpose for the meetings, stating that the experts were gathering in order to come up with “a legal document that will forever protect the interests of the worldwide ocean, and the living organisms that inhabit those waters.”

In the body of the outline she noted another heading, Dumping at Sea and Carelessness, and draft wording that banned the dumping of garbage, plastics, sewage, industrial chemicals, nuclear materials or by-products, or any other materials foreign to the ocean. Notes indicated that some of these items—such as sewage, industrial chemicals, and nuclear materials—might be moved into a separate Marine Pollution heading.

Another heading—Damage Caused by Ships and Boats—would cause an even more monumental change in human behavior, because it would eventually prohibit all motorized vessels in the water, even banning backup motors for sailing vessels. The prohibition would be completed under a timetable of a few years, and would affect not only private vessels and commercial cargo ships, but military vessels as well, including submarines. All would be banned, if they were motorized. Only approved watercraft would be permitted to use the sea—sailboats, windsurfing boards, human-powered craft (such as rowboats, kayaks, racing skiffs, and paddleboats), and the like. There would be no more greasy, leaking cargo ships or oil tankers, no more radiation-saturated nuclear-powered submarines, and no more massive, fast-moving container ships or aircraft carriers running over northern right whales, finbacks, humpbacks, and other large animals on the surface, killing them.

Dirk Avondale expected a lot of pushback from the military and commercial interests on the engine ban—as they would argue that gasoline, nuclear-powered, and diesel engines could be banned to avoid the danger of leaks, while allowing solar- or steam-powered engines. That might be acceptable if there were meaningful controls on noise and other problems, but both Kimo and Dirk felt it was important not to provide human beings with any loopholes, or soon they would attempt to enlarge them into something big enough to drive a hundred battleships through, eventually destroying each prohibition entirely. As Kimo put it to the attendees that morning, “Our new regulations must have teeth. They must be strictly enforced.”

There would be restrictions on cargoes that could be hauled as well, preventing the movement of any petroleum products or other hazardous materials over the water. As one example, no oil tankers of any kind would be allowed, even if they were wind-powered.

A large portion of the declaration would be dedicated to dealing with the problem of overfishing, a practice that had depleted so many species of marine life. There would be a prohibition against commercial, private, and sport fishing, whaling, tuna-seining, crabbing, lobstering, and any other endeavor that involves the removal of living organisms from the ocean, including bans on the collection of sea cucumbers and seaweed, and prohibiting the collection of shellfish by any means. No more abalone, clams, oysters, mussels, or geoducks would be taken from the wild. Some fishing by native peoples or the residents of seaside villages might be allowed under close supervision, but only if they used traditional, low-tech methods. 

Yet another section banned mining operations of any sort, including the removal of manganese nodules, copper, and other minerals from the ocean floor.

Diving in the ocean, snorkeling, scuba diving, and swimming would only be allowed with special permits from the Sea Warriors, and there would be a means of verifying who had permits and who did not. Even beach sands would fall under the jurisdiction of the new declaration, as would sensitive coastal ecosystems around the world, such as mangrove forests, salt marshes, and estuaries. Just walking on beaches would be subject to the permit process, due to past abuses by human beings, including leaving bottles, cans, and other trash behind them. Beachcombing would not be allowed under any circumstances.

Travel by aircraft over the water would be strictly regulated, so that airborne vessels crossed the world ocean over the poles, or by the shortest routes separating continents, and prohibiting the dumping of fuel in the water, except in certain emergency situations. Seaplanes or other aircraft with pontoons would not be permitted to land on the ocean, or even fly over it.

There would be limited exceptions to some of the categories, such as allowing approved companies or individuals to obtain organisms from coral colonies for medical purposes, allowing swimming and diving in emergency situations, and allowing air rescue operations for boats or ships that were endangered in the ocean. Some electrical-energy generating projects might be permitted as well, involving waves, tides, thermal energy, or currents—but only if they could be demonstrated to have no adverse effect on sea life.

In addition, some aquaculture and mariculture operations could be allowed, including the farming of salmon, oysters, mussels, and squid—but under strict controls to avoid contaminating wild stocks.

These and other restrictions against human abuses would involve a massive worldwide bureaucracy, but this was unavoidable, a necessary price to pay in order to get things straightened out, to restore natural environmental balances. It would all be announced at the United Nations building in New York City. The various national representatives would then be permitted to make suggestions, but only in a very narrow range, and then the decisions of the Ocean Management Authority would take effect. Every nation, company, and individual would need to comply with the edicts or face severe reprisals—including the institution of long-term bans against even using sailing vessels on the ocean.

From the podium, Alicia said, “Now we will break up into individual study groups to focus on improving the various sections of the document. For one thing, I think we might consider a new category, a system of rewards for individuals, companies, and governments that show the most concern for the ocean. We could develop a scoring system, for example, and list a number of rewards that would be granted. In addition to the prohibitions and punishments, it might be a good idea to provide some incentives. We can’t just hope that scolded people will suddenly become environmentally conscious.”

She saw some people in the audience nodding their heads in agreement with her, but she also heard a murmuring of disagreement in the audience. On the way to one of the study groups, a woman with short gray hair—a maritime lawyer—said, “I don’t recommend rewards, at least not yet. We want to shake up the world, and don’t want to appear soft.”

Alicia nodded. “I’d still like to discuss the idea, and see where it goes.”

They met in study groups for a couple of hours, then took a short break and resumed. Alicia and Kimo moved between the separate sessions to answer questions and make their own comments, and before the groups broke up they put their comments in electronic format, for inclusion in the next draft of the declaration.

Just before concluding the first day of discussions, Kimo and Alicia called everyone together in the auditorium, and went to the podium. He put a tattooed arm around her shoulders and said, “The idea for the Declaration of Ocean Independence is Alicia’s, and I can see this whole approach really taking off, catching fire with all of us who care so much about the ocean.”

The participants clapped. When the applause began to subside, Alicia said, “I’m glad everyone likes the idea, but it still needs a great deal of work, a great deal of fleshing out.”

She was right. This was only the first day. They would work for three more weeks before a document was ready to submit to the world.


Chapter 10

The Declaration of Ocean Independence was unlike any document about the seas ever produced. Finally, after weeks of comprehensive meetings with experts, Kimo and his advisers had the first edition of the monumental, historic text completed—and he was about to present it to the nations of the world, with a demand for their compliance. The detailed declaration would be distributed in hard-bound copies, and would also be available in electronic versions. Fuji Namoto had personally supervised the delivery of these items to the United Nations building in New York City, accompanied by her own hand-picked guards. She should be waiting for him there now.

Taking around half of the hybrid Sea Warriors with him—as well as many associate members—Kimo led a large fleet of jetfish pods across the Pacific Ocean from Hawaii to Central America, then through the Panama Canal, and north in the Atlantic Ocean to New York City. Inside the lead pod, Kimo thought back on the detailed meetings, the long hours, the hard work. It had been exhausting, but exhilarating, a truly pioneering effort for the fledgling organization. 

Gwyneth rode in a water-filled tank now, forward in the passenger compartment of this pod, and there were similar tanks in other pods to hold any other Sea Warriors such as Pauline who needed to remain in contact with seawater at all times. Some of the long, sleek pods were filled with nothing but such passengers, in tank after tank—some of them sharing larger tanks.

In Lower Bay, just outside the harbor of the metropolis, most of the pods opened up as the individual jetfish parted, allowing seawater to enter the conglomerated interiors, and enabling the Sea Warriors to swim out into the water on their own. Some of the other pods remained intact, because they carried associate members, and other supporters of the organization, who had not undergone the transformation to receive gills and other physical features. The incredibly supportive newsman Jimmy Waimea was among those people, along with a number of university professors, oceanographers, maritime lawyers, and environmental activists. All had made major contributions to the new Declaration of Ocean Independence….

“My special friends are waiting for us,” Gwyneth said as she, Kimo, Alicia, and Dirk swam ahead of the others on the surface. They passed under the Varrazano Narrows Bridge, continuing into the large harbor. A blanket of gray sky lay over the city.

Though Kimo could not see what she was talking about yet, he did not dispute her assertion, because she always knew when her whale friends were nearby. Presently, Kimo saw their hulking shapes coming from the depths and the sides, joining the swimming Sea Warriors and spouting water from blow holes. He thought he noticed a joyous energy in the movements of the whales as they swam with the human hybrids and the remaining jetfish pods, as if the large marine animals knew that a great deal of progress had already been made in restoring their ocean realm to what it should be, and that more successes lay ahead.

Gwyneth had determined, based upon her powerful connectivity with the ocean, that whales of all species had been the leaders in the massive worldwide cleanup operation, a herculean effort that regurgitated all manner of wrecks and garbage from the ocean floor and tossed it back on the land. In some cases, such as the Puget Sound in the west and Chesapeake Bay in the east, floating plastics and other garbage had been dumped into the huge bays, and then the whales had positioned schools of dolphins or porpoises to keep it all from floating back out to sea, thus forcing humans to clean up their own disgusting messes and process the junk on land. 

“Look at the shore there,” Kimo said, as he climbed atop a massive blue whale with Gwyneth and his other core members. “And there.” He pointed left and right, to the shores of Staten Island and Brooklyn. Human cleanup crews were removing huge piles of garbage from the beaches and roadways where it had all been regurgitated from the sea, using litter crews, heavy equipment, and dump trucks.

“They don’t seem to like looking at their own garbage,” Alicia said. “What made people think the creatures of the sea wanted to live with it?”

“For land-dwellers, it was out of sight, out of mind,” Alicia said, “but those days are gone.”

“Gone forever,” Gwyneth said, in her unusual, throaty voice. Kimo noticed that it had a new garbling effect in the open air, as if she were speaking underwater. Though in her lumpy gray appearance she may have done all of the changing she was going to do, perhaps she was continuing to metamorphose in other ways. Her original British accent, remnants of which she had retained for a time, seemed gone now.

All of the swimming Sea Warriors climbed atop whales and formed a procession on the surface of the water, with Kimo and his entourage of leaders onboard the lead whale and others behind him, with the remaining jetfish pods bringing up the rear.

A chill of pleasure and anticipation ran down Kimo’s back as the flotilla entered the heart of New York harbor, passing Ellis Island and the Statue of Liberty. Ahead, two city fireboats were off Battery Park, shooting chandeliers of water from their hoses. High-speed police boats appeared on either side of the procession, manned by armed officers and men with machine guns, but Kimo was not afraid. Police and news helicopters flew overhead.

		

On shore an hour later, Kimo, Alicia, and Dirk strode into the immense General Assembly Hall of the United Nations, accompanied by eleven other Sea Warriors. All of them wore business attire over their already-dry swimsuits—in Kimo’s case a white suit with a Hawaiian dress shirt, while Alicia had on a gray-tweed dress. Also fully clothed, other members, associates, and friends of the ocean-rights group congregated in the main lobby and outside in the plaza, while Gwyneth, and others who needed to remain in seawater, gathered just offshore in the East River with the whales, jetfish, and other marine life that had joined them, all within sight of the United Nations buildings.

The delegates of various nations were filing into their seats, in preparation for today’s special session. Kimo heard the tension in their voices as they spoke many languages, and saw it on their faces. They were all worried about what he would say to them, and with good reason. Many of them would not like the new declaration.

Near the curvature of steps around the raised stage, Fuji Namoto greeted him. “All is in readiness,” the slender woman said, with a businesslike smile. Bound documents and computer discs were piled on tables behind her.

Kimo picked up one of the bound copies, thumbed through it. Then he took a disc as well. Nervously, he watched as the national delegations continued filing in. The Declaration of Ocean Independence was only possible because of perceived Sea Warrior strength, stemming from their special abilities with creatures of the sea. But the document also had a large portion of bluffing mixed in, because Kimo did not know why the whales and other creatures sometimes acted on their own, and why they sometimes followed the commands of his hybrid humans. 

To pull this off, to really intimidate the nations of the world into complying with the new rules, he had to make people believe that any one of his followers commanded all living things in the sea—so that there would be no advantage to arresting him and his entourage and taking them into custody. These were major points that he had already emphasized in information he’d passed on to Jimmy Waimea, for dissemination to news outlets all over the world.

Obviously the nations believed him, or he would not be standing here today. And yet, he was confident as well that if it came to an all-out world conflict, the Sea Warriors and the millions and millions of dangerous marine animals in their ranks would win the day. He just wanted to avoid all that bloodshed. The world would discover the broad range of Sea Warrior power in due course anyway, when any humans violating the rules were discovered by inspectors stationed around the world, or by marine animals reporting to the organization. So, he was not bluffing entirely.

Finally, when the delegates were all in their seats, the UN Secretary-General went to the large, elaborate lectern and opened the session. A black man from one of the African nations, he spoke briefly of the agreed-upon need to treat the ocean with more respect, and said that the United Nations had already appointed a special committee to deal with the crisis.

After he was introduced, Kimo went to the lectern, and set the bound copy and the disc on the surface in front of him. For several long moments, he gazed around the immense chamber, focusing briefly on some of the faces. The representatives had grown very quiet, except for the occasional sounds of coughing, or of shifting in their seats.

He adjusted the microphone, said, “In a few minutes, all of you will receive copies of the Declaration of Ocean Independence. Many of you have already received purported information on the contents of the document, from things that may have leaked in the last few weeks, some of it finding its way into news reports. A great deal of that is erroneous, or has been amended by our continuing meetings. The declaration is the new law of the sea, replacing all prior international agreements and proclamations of nations. Nations no longer own any rights to their continental shelves or the territorial waters offshore, or even to their shorelines and beaches. There are no longer international agreements to mine the resources of the ocean, and no right to use the sea for any purpose, and there is a no-tolerance policy on dumping in the water. There is no such thing as ‘freedom of the seas’ for human beings. The Law of the Sea, as you have known it until now, no longer exists.”

Dead silence greeted him.

He raised his voice for effect. “As you will discover in the official documents, from this day forward, there is no longer a planet called Earth, because we have renamed the entire world Ocean.”

A murmuring of discontent moved through the audience, and a few nervous chuckles.

He took on his most stern expression. “The list of transgressions committed by humans against the ocean is long and flagrant, and such acts will no longer be tolerated. As just a few examples among—literally—millions of disgusting acts, so-called ‘sport-fishermen’ catch great white sharks as trophy fish, and hang the teeth-studded heads in their dens and seafood restaurants. Or marlins—among the most graceful, beautiful creatures in the sea—are caught and stuffed, and their entire bodies are mounted on the walls. Can’t you see how grotesque that is? People in some countries kill large turtles to stuff them and sell them. Turtles, by the way, as well as crabs and other marine animals, lay their eggs on beach sand. For that reason, beaches are no longer part of any sovereign nation.

“In a forthcoming appendix to the declaration you will find a list of small islands, reefs, and atolls all over the world that are also being completely removed from any national or international jurisdiction, because they are habitats for seals, shorebirds, turtles, and other creatures that either live in the sea or live in harmony with it. Unlike human beings, who in the industrial age have not even come close to living in harmony with any aspect of their environment, be it land, sea, or sky. People are slobs, leaving trash behind them like the droppings of mice. Human beings are careless, selfish, and greedy, thinking mostly of themselves, and only rarely of others. 

“Hereafter, when it comes to the world ocean, zero tolerance is the rule of the day, and punishments will be severe. With our special linkage to all marine life forms, we have ways of detecting violators, and of taking severe measures against them. Access to the world’s ocean is not a right; it is a valuable privilege, and my Sea Warriors are the gatekeepers. Any privileges we grant henceforth will be far diminished from anything you’re accustomed to.”

He paused, while the assemblage shuffled nervously in their chairs and muttered their discontent. Then he said, “A new day has arrived, a new dawn on the world’s seas.”

Alicia and the other Sea Warriors in the hall began to distribute both hard and electronic copies to each delegate. While this was going on, he said, “This document is only the first edition; there will be future versions, containing reasonable changes. Some revisions will be the result of constructive comments from your various nations, and from individuals and organizations. But no lobbying will be tolerated, and the only suggestions that will result in changes will be those that are not self-serving.”

“What about common products that have been derived from ocean plants and animals?” the French delegate shouted. He had risen from his chair, several rows back from the front. “Not just minerals, seafood, and edible plants, such as seaweed. I’m talking about cosmetics, lubricants, toothpaste, dyes, shampoos, and hundreds of other products.”

“For the most part, you’ll have to make those products with land-based materials,” Kimo said. “Human beings are highly ingenious, so I’m confident you’ll find a way. We will, however, consider legitimate medical needs, such as medicines that can be developed from sea organisms, as well as emergency situations, such as the need to rescue the passengers from foundering vessels or downed aircraft. If you study the Declaration of Ocean Independence carefully, you will see that a number of privileges can still be earned by humans. Swimming and scuba diving in the sea, for example, but only by people who behave like careful, considerate guests in the water, not like people who think they own it. A panel of Sea Warriors and other experts will be the final arbiters. There will be no appeals process.”

He heard the rustling of paper and the murmuring of discontent as delegates examined the provisions, and he saw many people shaking their heads. Some delegates were dismayed, while others were red-faced and angry. One of the latter, a female delegate from the United States, held the bound declaration up and said, “I’ve looked at enough to see that this thing is ridiculous. No motorized vessels on the seas? No mining of manganese, cobalt, or other resources? No fishing for wild species? Are you completely out of your mind?” She waved her hands angrily as she spoke, showing gold bracelets and a glittering diamond ring.

Kimo stiffened. “I’m not surprised by your attitude, because the United States is the worst offender on the planet, committing more offenses than fifty other nations combined. Madame, it is not likely that anything you say will be reflected in future editions of the declaration. You and others like you need to completely rework the way you think. Get this into your heads: The only right you have involving the ocean from now on is to stand somewhere on the land and gaze out upon the majestic, spectacular beauty of the water. You can look, but don’t touch—not unless we tell you how you can touch it.”

The woman sputtered a protest, and sat down indignantly.

“For 30 days,” Kimo said, “we will accept suggestions from national delegates, and will make any changes that we see fit. After we produce the second edition of the Declaration of Ocean Independence, with more detailed timetables for compliance, each nation on the planet will have one hundred and eighty days to get into full conformity with the requirements and timelines. On a schedule that is to be determined by a new Ocean Management Authority—the OMA—there will eventually be no power boats on the ocean, and you will only be permitted to take sail- or human-powered boats on the water, if you receive permits from us.”

“So, Roman galleys with slaves at the oars would be legal?” a man shouted. “And kiddy paddleboats?”

Ignoring the interruption, Kimo said, “Effective immediately, all motorized ocean navies—being hazardous by nature and detrimental to the seas—are declared illegal, and will be destroyed by the Sea Warriors if they are found on the ocean. And in time, there will be no sewage dumping and brown water offshore, no barges of garbage hauled out of big cities and dumped in the ocean, no plastic bottles and bags floating in the water and killing marine animals, no oil spills covering birds and fish in black goo, no dead creatures washed up on beaches….”

Paying little heed to the restlessness in the assembly hall, Kimo continued. “Effective immediately, there will be no fishing, hunting, or gathering in the ocean or on the beaches, and no crabbing, lobstering, or oystering, just to mention a few things. Fish farms will be permitted, but only if strict controls are put in place to contain fecal waste, and to prevent farmed fish from escaping and contaminating wild gene stocks. There will be no more dolphins trapped in tuna-seining nets, because no one will be permitted to fish on the high seas at all, under any circumstances. All of you must and will learn to think differently about this planet, whose health is dependent upon the health of the ocean. Your personal wishes are no longer important. This is not about human wants or selfish interests; it is about necessities—survival necessities for every ocean animal on Earth.” 

The delegate from Japan leapt to his feet, shouting in English. The stocky, irate man waved the bound declaration in the air. “No more whaling factory ships, no dolphin roundups, no tuna fishing or shark fishing? We will not tolerate that! Our people demand the products from these animals!”

“From now on, your people will have to change, setting up OMA-approved fish and other aquaculture farms to serve the needs of your people.”

“We cannot grow whales in pens!” the man shouted. “Or sharks. We have a big business exporting shark fins to China.”

“That is your misfortune. There have been too many abuses, such as cutting off shark fins and discarding the rest of the animal. And for what? A bowl of shark-fin soup? Can’t you see how crazy that is, how wasteful? Can’t you see how abusive and disrespectful that is to the animals of the sea? These are our terms, and you have no choice but to accept them.” 

“This is a radical left-wing document! It is not reasonable!”

“You say it’s left,” Kimo answered calmly, “but I say it’s right. It’s the right thing to do! Do you think we expected human beings to do the right thing on their own, when they have been greedy and careless for so many centuries? We don’t expect some of you to understand the morality or necessity of this document today, but eventually you will, and your nations will come to appreciate that the ocean is a blessing that a higher power has placed on this planet. It is something to be treasured, to be treated with love and respect. It is my fervent hope, sir, that your children and grandchildren will come to understand this, even if you never do.”

The Japanese delegate sat down in a huff, slamming the declaration angrily on the writing surface in front of him. Near him, the Chinese delegate (a tall, elegantly dressed woman) said nothing, but she also looked very unhappy.

“I can put the spirit of this document into a few sentences,” Kimo said. “No harm may be done to the ocean or its inhabitants. Without our permission, you may not touch or tamper with anything to do with the ocean, not even with seawater itself. Until humans treat the oceans properly, you may not even dip your toe in the water without permission.”

Now a number of other national delegates rose to their feet, shouting at the same time, asserting that their economies would be ruined by the severe conditions of the declaration. An elderly delegate from Venezuela said his country would ignore the Declaration of Ocean Independence and would continue drilling for oil offshore, and in Lake Maracaibo, which was a salt water lake connected to the sea.

“Then we will remove your illegal drilling rigs ourselves,” Kimo said, “just as we demonstrated we can do off the California coast.”

“No you won’t, because we will find ways to keep you away, such as at the narrow inlet to Lake Maracaibo.”

“Your methods will not be able to stand the massive tidal waves we will hurl at your entire coast, and at any barricade you attempt.”

The man did not return to his seat. Instead, he tossed the declaration aside and stormed out of the building, pushing his way past other delegates.

“We’re going to sue you!” he shouted at the door, just before exiting.

“Yes, we’re suing the Sea Warriors!” another man shouted, in the Queen’s English of a formal British accent.

“Your courts have no jurisdiction over us,” Kimo countered. “They are courts of the land, not of the sea—and land power no longer extends to the ocean. Your courts seek to drain ocean resources and move them to the land, the same thing that imperialistic, colonial nations have historically done to third-world nations. Your courts are puppets of human business interests.”

“Then we’ll take you into police custody,” the man said. “You and all of the others gathered around this building.”

“But we have many more members in the sea,” Kimo said with a steely smile, “and our operations will continue. The ocean will be cleansed, ships will be sunk, sailors, fishermen, and oil-rig crews will die if necessary. From the smallest creatures in the sea to the largest, we have billions and billions of fighters on our side. You have no idea of the havoc we can cause. You have seen only a sampling of our potential. 

“Try to swim in the sea without proper authorization, and you will be attacked not only by the box jellyfish, stingrays, and needlefish you’ve heard about, but by razor-beaked, hyper-fast squid, by praying-mantis boxing shrimp that can deliver bone-breaking blows with their front claws, by sea spiders that suck blood like vampires, by sea anemones that fire stinging, toxic barbs to penetrate any wetsuit, by lampreys that can attach to a human face with suction and digest it, and by small cookie-cutter sharks that can attach to the skin of the human torso and cut off large, neat chunks of it. We have conger eels, large clams, octopuses, and squids that can clamp onto swimmers and hold them underwater until they drown. We have animals that attack aggressively and savagely in packs, such as killer whales. Our great white sharks, giant octopuses, and other aggressive animals feel little or no pain when they are injured, and will continue to attack, refusing to give up any fight, short of death.

“Make any attempt to put your ships in the water and you’ve already seen what we can do to them with powerful waves and large marine animals; you have no idea how many ways we have to sink them to the bottom of the sea if necessary. All manmade structures on the shorelines of the world can be destroyed by waves if necessary, and human beings will fear the ocean and its ‘sea monsters’ more than ever—because now the stories will not be myths. They will be a horrific reality. You are vastly outnumbered and outgunned, and you cannot win this fight. Imagine the guerrilla strikes we can make all over the world, and the impossibility of hunting us down. Imagine the scale of the environmental protests if you attempt any wholesale slaughter of marine species. All you can do is to accept the new reality, and adapt to it. Human beings are the most adaptable animals on the planet; I’m sure you will find a way to survive.”

“So now you aren’t even human,” the man shouted.

“Oh, I’m still human, but I’m much more than that, too, as are my companions. We have the passion of human beings who care about the environment, but we are also creatures of the sea.” 

“You are hoodlums of the sea!” a female delegate shrieked. With a caste mark on her forehead, she appeared to be from India. “This is blackmail on a massive scale!”

“Call it what you like,” Kimo said. “Your courts, legal terms, and even your insults, have no meaning to us, because they only serve to benefit your selfish business and national interests.”

With that, Kimo turned abruptly and left the podium, then marched out of the building toward the East River, followed by his entourage and then by the other hybrid Sea Warriors in the main lobby and plaza. Several police officers watched, along with a large crowd, but no one interfered with the ocean-rights activists as they stripped down to their swimsuits and dove into the water.


Chapter 11

Just before reaching Hawaii, Gwyneth asked to be released into the water. “I must see Moanna,” the humanoid teenager said. “I hear her calling to me. She wants to see me!”

Kimo and Alicia stood in the passenger compartment of the lead jetfish pod, at the edge of the open tank of seawater that held Gwyneth.

 “I’m receiving the same message,” Alicia said.

“So am I,” Kimo said. “The Goddess of the Sea wants to see all three of us. For what, I don’t know.”

The Sea Warrior leader knelt on the deck of the pod, touched it gently with both hands and murmured as he commanded it to open underwater, along with some of the other pods. Moments later, the reddish, translucent jetfish separated into individual fish, and Alicia, Kimo, and Gwyneth swam out with all of the passengers. 

They went to the surface first, where Alicia saw other open pods and more Sea Warriors swimming freely, beneath a blue, tropical sky. Kimo spoke to Dirk Avondale, leaving him temporarily in charge of the hybrids, associate members, and various experts who were still with them.

Swimming on the surface, Alicia saw a large fishing trawler not far away, with its nets extended. Crewmen were on the deck, using a pair of davits to haul in nets that were full of thrashing yellowfin tunas, along with dolphins that happened to be in the way. She shouted an alarm to her companions.

A fast swimmer, Kimo surged toward the boat, with Dirk and Alicia right beside him. On the way, Kimo summoned a number of longnose sawsharks that were nearby. Five of them appeared quickly, and began ripping into the nets, tearing them open and freeing the trapped fish. Whales surfaced, too, and gathered with the Sea Warriors, as did the freed dolphins and tunas.

On the deck of the fishing boat, men shouted in anger, and one brandished a rifle. Climbing atop a humpback whale, Kimo yelled in return, “We are Sea Warriors, with jurisdiction over this area! We command you to cease this illegal operation immediately, or we will sink your boat!”

The crewman lowered his rifle. Alicia saw the captain on the deck, gesturing and shouting to the pilot on the bridge. The motors started, and the big trawler sped away, trailing fragments of torn net.

“We won’t have to put up with this kind of crap much longer,” Kimo said, bobbing in swells left by the boat.

When Alicia, Gwyneth, and Kimo finally dove underwater and swam toward Moanna’s deep-water domain, Alicia transmitted a message to her companions, “I wonder why she summoned us.”

“I’m sure we’ll find out soon,” Kimo said. 

As Alicia swam beside him, she noticed that he looked worried. “You’re sensing something bad, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” he said. “Moanna is more deeply troubled than I have ever known her to be, but I don’t know why.”

With Kimo in the lead, they located an underwater current of glowing redness, which they followed. It led them to Moanna, who was in the same deep-ocean trench where Kimo reported seeing her the last time he’d called on her, but farther to the west than before—at least a hundred miles, he estimated. 

 “The glow is weaker than before,” Kimo said. Alicia heard the worry in his transmitted voice.

Presently the redness grew brighter, and they saw a glowing orb that marked more precisely where Moanna was. It was not nearly as bright as Alicia remembered, and she shared Kimo’s concern about the condition of the Sea Goddess. He’d told her that Moanna seemed more fragile than usual the last few times he’d visited her. But if she was in a diminished condition, why was she now on the move?

And Alicia wondered, as she had before, what was moving westward in the deep trench, what the essence of Moanna might look like, the source of the radiant energy.

The three Sea Warriors swam near the glowing red orb, which no longer reminded Alicia of an underwater sun. Now it was more like a large light bulb, and only of medium intensity. But it gave off enough of a glow to encompass the trio into it, and Alicia felt the presence of the entity, and a very slight warmth.

Now Moanna spoke, her murmuring voice barely audible over the molecular communication. “I have returned to the place where I first became conscious eons ago, when I realized who and what I was, and the obligations I had.” 

“This is where you were born?” Alicia asked.

“Similar. It is where I first gained consciousness, and it is where I am going to lose it as well, the equivalent of death.”

“Can’t you prevent that in some way?” Kimo asked.

“Oh no. It is my fate, and it’s happening because the ocean is ill, a condition that has built up over millennia, and has accelerated since dense human population and industrialization made my ocean waters so filthy. I’ve had a belly full of sewage, industrial pollutants, and greenhouse gases. The gradual increase in toxicity and acidity is finally doing me in.” The volume of her voice went up and down like a feeble, fading signal. Her light pulsed, in weakening synchronicity.

Alicia felt an overwhelming sensation of sadness, and saw this on the face of Kimo and on the humanoid countenance of Gwyneth as well. Alicia wished she could do something.

Turning to Kimo, she asked, “Can’t you heal her?”

He shook his head. “I don’t think so. I would have no idea how to accomplish that.”

“It is not possible,” Moanna said.

“You have no physical form, then?” Alicia inquired.

The murmuring voice was barely audible. “Wherever the tides lap against the shore, that is me. Wherever the water surges in a hurricane, forming great waves, that is me. Wherever the sea is becalmed, so that there is hardly a ripple on the surface, that is me, as well. I am rogue and tidal waves, whitecaps, and sea swells. I am the sunlit surface of the water and its dark, mysterious depths. I am every spark of life in the sea … I am Ocean.”

Kimo neared the glowing orb, and reached toward it. The brightness increased, and his hand was surrounded by a small area of more intense redness. 

“What will we do without you?” he asked.

Alicia heard the emotion in his transmitted voice, and felt tears coming from her own eyes, even underwater. Both she and Gwyneth swam closer, so that they were beside Kimo, and could immerse their hands in the stronger illumination. The brightness held, and she felt increased warmth. 

“When I am gone, all three of you will be quite busy,” Moanna murmured, and now her brightness dimmed and cooled around Alicia and Gwyneth, while highlighting Kimo as she said to him, “Kimo, since your childhood you have been receiving data from me without always being aware of it, as I taught you how to heal ocean creatures—and only recently you realized that both you and the animal you want to heal need to be immersed in seawater, so that there is a molecular connection between the two of you. I provided this additional information to you, as well as how to direct all the creatures in the sea, and cause them to follow your commands. While Gwyneth can lead whales and other large animals, Kimo, you have overall dominion. Even shorebirds fall under your control, and although you have no experience with this yet, so do sand fleas and other tiny organisms in the beaches of Earth.”

The brightest section of water then shifted to the morphed teenager like a spotlight, and Moanna spoke to her. “Gwyneth, your special talent, even more than your affinity for whales and love of those spectacular animals, is your ability to hold vast amounts of information about the ocean in your remarkable brain. You do not have all the data yet, even though your brain has plenty of additional capacity. I have delayed some of it because I have been so weak, and because you needed to assimilate the huge quantities that I have already given you. This weakness also explains why I have lost control of virtually all creatures in the sea, and why I am incapable of interfering with their independent behavior.”

She glowed brighter. “Now I am making a last surge, Gwyneth, transferring directly to you instead of the way I did it before. Being in the water with you so close, this is actually a more efficient, faster method. The other method, channeling it through Kimo as he dreamed, involved water as well, through a more circuitous route that included moisture in the air.”

As Alicia watched, Gwyneth’s entire lumpy form seemed to absorb the redness and become intensely ruby red, so that she was highlighted in the illumination. She floated motionless in the water and her eyes glazed over, a beatific expression on her humanoid countenance.

The murmuring continued. “Gwyneth has received additional information that she, in turn, will transfer to both Kimo and Alicia, concerning even more abilities that all three of you possess, and which are latent within you now. From Gwyneth’s central storehouse of information, you will learn how to make those talents blossom, so that you can contribute even more to the welfare of the ocean. For example, long ago when I possessed the equivalent of full health, I held dominion over more than the world’s ocean; I also extended my influence up rivers that empty into the sea, and to all of the creatures in those rivers. In policing the ocean against future human violations, it would be handy for you to include in your arsenal all of the aggressive, dangerous fresh water creatures, such as electric eels and piranhas, and adapt them to salt water.”

Moments later, the brightest illumination shifted to Alicia, and the young Sea Warrior felt warm radiance suffuse her while Moanna encompassed her in gentle, comforting sounds, “Alicia, you have already received information from me on how to move the waters, enabling you to generate a useful assortment of waves. There are many more types of water movement you can develop, using techniques that will gradually surface in your consciousness—allowing you to create much bigger tidal waves and whirlpools, as well as vee-waves with massive detonation power in the tips. And, with Gwyneth’s guidance, you will also learn how to direct certain ocean creatures to do your bidding, in combination with waves and ocean currents.”

“It seems that all of us still have a great deal to learn,” Alicia said. 

“So you do, so you do. And with your powers comes a great deal of responsibility.” The brightness dimmed, so that it was homogeneous around all three of the Sea Warriors, and Alicia felt some of the warmth draw away from her. 

A long pause ensued, after which the goddess spoke again, in a weakening voice. “And you will have a long time to learn, for I have extended your lives. The three of you will live for eons, just as I have, giving you time to accomplish a great deal. You will not be immortal in the pure sense of the word, no more than I am. And if the ocean gets healthy, perhaps you will live even longer than I have. Before humans began fouling the waters so heavily in the industrial age, healthier seas sustained and nourished me, made me quite strong and powerful, back in the days when I generated massive storms on the water and flooded the land. 

“It can be that way for you as well, but you will need to be extremely wary and vigilant, to ward off further abuses by humankind. They are a devilishly tricky breed, and I must confess that they have worn me down. Now I am giving the three of you what energy I have remaining, all that I have left. You are a new triumvirate, each of you having equal authority compared with one another, to rule over the seas of the world. Each of you has special abilities, and in some cases your areas of expertise overlap. Together you will also have the responsibility for creating thousands of new Sea Warriors, giving them specialized skills, just as I have done for the ones who are already hybrids. You will discover that you can amend those skills at any time and shift them around as you see fit, whenever you notice talents and knowledge that will fulfill particular needs.”

Again Moanna paused, like an old person catching her breath. This gave Alicia a few seconds to think, as she tried to grasp everything that was being revealed to her. 

Presently Moanna said, “One day, each of you will be able to glow bright red as you have seen me do, and when you draw Sea Warrior recruits into that aura you can learn about them and decide whether or not to accept them into the organization. Never forget the terrible mistake I made in not reading the innermost secrets of Vinson Chi’ang and Emily Talbot. Perhaps it was my weakened condition, or I was too anxious for recruits, causing me to rush, and miss something. Learn from that and take your time with each recruit, and if you work at it hard enough, while immersed in the sea, you can actually read their most secret thoughts, and discern their motivations. 

“Maybe Chi’ang and Talbot changed for the worse after they were recruited, a terrible side-effect of the extreme physical metamorphoses each of them underwent, which upset them a great deal. That is entirely possible, meaning you might not always be able to see the potential for problems in the recruitment process. To guard against any members later doing harm, you must set up a method of monitoring them after they are accepted as Sea Warriors, and reevaluating them—something I failed to do.”

Deep in Alicia’s soul, in the farthest reaches of her mind, in the cells of her body, she felt a new ultra-sensitivity, as if she were far, far more closely attuned to the pulse of the ocean than she had ever been before—a progression that really began in childhood when she loved the sea, before meeting Kimo and experiencing any of the extraordinary events that unfolded after that.

She felt a slight disturbance in the water, and Moanna said, “Go now, my brave and noble Sea Warriors, and heal the waters of the Earth.” Then the illumination dimmed, and abruptly the light went out, leaving the ocean trench dark and cold. 

While hearing a faint, eerie echo that followed Moanna’s voice, Alicia felt terror and sadness, as did her bosom companions. Able to see clearly despite the darkness of the ocean, the three of them swam to the place that had seemed to be the source of the vanished illumination and warmth. They found nothing there, nothing at all, not even the faintest of sounds, which they could have picked up with their enhanced auditory abilities. The place was intensely, disturbingly quiet.

Minutes passed, in which they remained in the depths, as if thinking that Moanna would return and continue to guide them. 

But that did not happen. Filled with sadness, they swam upward, ascending toward the sunlit surface of the sea.


Chapter 12

Alicia found her grandfather on the arched bridge in the hotel gardens. He wore a lightweight white suit, was leaning on the railing, gazing down at the carp pond. 

“Good morning,” she said.

He straightened and smiled. “Alicia!” 

The old man had good color in his face, and she was relieved to see that he looked much better than the last time she’d seen him. She complimented him on his beautiful tie, which had colorful pictures of reef fish on it. 

With all of her responsibilities, Alicia had a great deal on her mind, but she didn’t want to lose touch with her grandfather, especially now that he was giving his ranch land to the Hawaiian people, and directing a large portion of his other business profits to the welfare of the ocean. Before that, she’d thought he would never change, that he would spend the rest of his days being miserly and accumulating as much money as he could. She’d been disappointed in him, and had begun to be ashamed of the Ellsworth name. But no more.

After they embraced, the elegant old gentleman escorted her on a walk through the gardens. Everything looked normal to her in this tropical sanctuary, with the team of Japanese gardeners tending to rare orchids and other exotic plants, and sunburned guests enjoying the grounds.

“I’ve been worried about you,” he said. “I can’t tell you how glad I am that you made it through all the turmoil, and that the result was so favorable for the cause you love so much.”

“Thank you, Grandfather. I was worried about you, too, but you look great now.”

They talked about the business profits he was going to direct to ocean welfare, and the ranch land he was giving away to the native people. Then he said, “For the first time in my life, Alicia, I have something to look forward to each day that does not involve my own selfish interests. I appointed Kimo’s mother—actually, his adoptive mother—as the trustee of this property. She’s working with locals to set up a cultural center on the land, to honor Hawaiian traditions and history.”

“That sounds nice. I’m very proud of you.”

He beamed. “They take ownership at the beginning of next month. It looks like they’re going to keep the hotel and resort going.”

“The aquatic park is a problem,” she said. “Under the Declaration of Ocean Independence, some research operations will be permitted, but only under strict Sea Warrior control. There can be no more dolphin shows, or tanks to hold sharks, jellyfish, seals, and other animals.”

“I’m aware of all that, and there’s no conflict about it. Ealani and her associates are adamant that marine animals should not be kept in captivity, and they don’t even want to do it for any permitted research purposes.”

They followed a cinder path to the beach, and stood on a black lava ledge, gazing out at the glittering aquamarine sea, with incoming waves slapping the rocky shoreline and shooting sprays of white water high in the air. Alicia felt the mist on her face.

“It’s so incredibly beautiful here,” she said, “so spiritual.”

“The Hawaiian people are the best caretakers of this land, Alicia, just as you and your friends hold stewardship over the seas.”

		

Wearing a black Sea Warrior swimsuit, Kimo waded out of the water and stepped onto the sun-warmed cinder beach of Crimson Cove. The beach was empty; no sign of Alicia or Gwyneth yet. They were supposed to meet him here, as they had been doing regularly in the past couple of weeks, to confer and improve their ability to work together.

It was mid-afternoon, and he had just swum here from Honolulu, where he’d met with Fuji Namoto in the resurrected Sea Warrior office that she managed. Fuji was coordinating worldwide fund-raising efforts for the organization, and was arranging with the U.S. Postal Service to have them develop stamps bearing the images of marine animals, as well as picturesque vistas of the ocean and various seashores. Her idea was to add a few pennies to the normal postage rates, with the excess going to the Sea Warriors for ocean-related causes.

More than a hundred associates worked with Fuji in the office, some handling public relations, others coordinating activities with various environmental organizations. Thus far there had been no formal recruitment outreach, because Kimo, Alicia, and Gwyneth were not yet certain how Moanna had handled the process of converting human beings into hybrids that could live in the ocean. 

He saw Alicia approaching now, walking from the trail onto the beach. She wore blue shorts, a white blouse, and sandals. Reaching his side, they sat on a natural lava bench to wait for Gwyneth. Kimo reached out, held Alicia’s hand. Since that magical, moonlit night when they made love here, there had been too little time for their personal relationship. The immense and all-consuming cause of the ocean had come first, and both of them knew that was how it had to be, how it should be.

She looked at him, and they shared a long, tender kiss. Finally, Kimo pulled away, looked into her blue eyes, and smiled. “There will be time enough for us someday. I know this because we’re going to live for a long, long time.”

She grinned, and rose to her feet, pointing out at the water, “There she is!”

		

As Alicia watched, Gwyneth swam in as close as she could. Then, in shallow water, the three of them talked. 

“I’m sorry I’m late,” Gwyneth said, “but I do have some good news. At last, the whales in the cordons around the islands are responding to my commands. They’ve disassembled around the islands of Oahu and Kauai, and other large-bodied animals have scattered with them—with the exception of the plesiosaurs. I intentionally left them swimming around Oahu, and patrolling Pearl Harbor. Our ferocious-looking sea monsters will remind people—and especially the Navy—that we mean business. And if you look out there –“ she pointed– “you can see the barricade around Loa’kai is starting to break up, too.”

Alicia saw several whales turning away from the cordon and swimming out to sea, spouting water through their blowholes….

For some time now, whales, giant octopuses, giant squids, and other sea animals had been removing garbage from the ocean on their own, working in a frenzy with no supervision from the Sea Warriors. They’d been bringing up shipwrecks, plastics, anything they could handle that did not belong in their domain, and depositing it on the shores of every ocean-facing nation. 

The largest sunken ships still remained on the seabed—vessels that the creatures had not yet brought to the surface, possibly because the hulks were too big. These included famous passenger liners, along with oil tankers, cargo ships, aircraft carriers, battleships, and old armor-clad vessels from the numerous, endless wars of humankind.

All the while, human cleanup crews had been working to clear the messes from the shores, hauling everything inland. At most of the major shore sites around the world, police and military forces monitored the activities, in some cases grabbing valuables for themselves, such as rare gold coins, jewels, and antiquities, and occasionally demanding bribes. Some of the metals and plastics were being recycled, and many people were becoming wealthy from the cleanup operations and associated business enterprises.

Around the world, additional species were taking action on their own. In Japan, Europe, and the United States, jellyfish were jamming their diaphanous bodies into the intake pipes of coastal nuclear power plants, preventing cooling seawater from entering the plants, and forcing the operators to take the systems offline. In the tropics, reef animals were stirring up the seabeds whenever glass-bottom boats full of tourists came near, preventing them from seeing much of anything through the murky water. And in the Arctic, walruses were attacking hunters who were trying to kill harp seals, forcing them to give up the effort.

“What about the whales that have been involved in blocking San Francisco Bay, and in ocean cleanup operations around the world?” Alicia asked. “Have you gotten any of them to respond to you?”

“I haven’t made the attempt yet. It’s only in the last few hours that I began to exert some influence over the whales in the Hawaiian barricades, and once they responded to me, so did the other animals, all of them leaving the cordons when the whales did. We know the whales have been leading the cleanup operations, and it looks like they’ve also been the leaders in refusing to break up the barricades, so I’m very hopeful. The animals are doing good work, but it is worrisome when they go off on their own and do such things.”

“Yes it is,” Kimo said.

Alicia scowled. “As I said the last time we were with Moanna, we still have a lot to learn. We also have a great deal of work to do, and need more recruits to help us, but we still don’t know how she accomplished the transformations.”   

Floating on the surface, Gwyneth said, “I’ve been combing through the vast amount of data in my brain, gathering clues and passing them on to both of you, but I don’t think we’re making much progress in figuring out the process she used.”

Thinking hard, Alicia said, “The last time we saw Moanna, she told us we would ‘have the responsibility for creating thousands of new Sea Warriors’.  Some things she said are crystal clear in my memory, the exact words, but I didn’t always fully understand. For example, after I was transformed deep underwater, she said to Kimo and me, ‘…if you bear children they will already be transformed because of the genetic design I have placed in your bodies, and so too with the children of other hybrids’. What did Moanna mean by that? Are we left only with the possibility of creating new hybrids by interbreeding Sea Warriors? Or, can Sea Warriors breed with normal human beings and still produce fully functioning, hybrid offspring?”

Alicia paused, mulling over the mystery. “I realize now that she did not specifically say that a hybrid needed to breed with another hybrid for this to happen, but that was certainly the implication, since she was addressing me and Kimo. It’s strange, very strange. We are left with too many questions.”

“All I see are dead-ends in trying to figure out the transformative process,” Gwyneth said, “and I don’t know what to do next. Moanna does not seem to have passed the technique on to me—a technique that she most certainly had herself.”

“This is all very puzzling,” Kimo said. “I think we should go down to the place Moanna died, and see if we can find some inspiration.”

They all agreed, and swam out to deeper water, then dove straight down.

Reaching the depths of the ocean, they used their magnetic navigation systems, and their ability to see in even the darkest regions, to locate the exact place they’d last been with Moanna. 

On impulse, Alicia suggested that they gather in a circle over the spot. In a gray haze of water, she made out the assorted shapes of rocks, colossal clams, and other objects on the seabed.

“Close your eyes and let your minds relax,” she said, “and we’ll just float here for a while.”

Moments passed, and soon Alicia lost track of time. She felt her mind floating with her body, and became conscious of an increasing synchronicity with Gwyneth and Kimo. They all held hands, and Alicia realized that their thoughts were locked together, and their combined energy was stretching across the ocean, farther and farther.

The sea around them began to glow, softly red at first and then brighter. The water temperature grew warmer against Alicia’s skin, and she realized that she could see a very long distance through the sea, all the way around the planet and back to where the three of them were. They could fan this vision out and look in any direction, as far as they wanted. They could also hear underwater over any distance, any marine noise they wanted to pick up, if they chose to focus on it.

Critical new data flowed into their collective mind and coalesced there, telling them exactly how Moanna had transformed human beings into hybrids. Alicia, Kimo, and Gwyneth felt tremendous excitement at this, and in their expanding awareness they could observe, hear, smell, and touch every molecule of seawater on the planet, and every marine organism that lived in those waters. 

Then another thought formed, a sacred revelation. We are all the seas on this planet. We are Ocean.


APPENDIX I

Declaration of Ocean Independence (1st edition)

As Presented by Kimo Pohaku 
to the United Nations Special Session
August 23, 2024

Statement of Purpose

Under the international Law of the Sea, humankind has traditionally treated most of the world’s ocean as a common area, available to be exploited by all, while continental shelves and other areas have been claimed by specific nations. It is a system that makes an important underlying assumption—that humankind as a whole owns the ocean, and has a birthright to take from it whatever it wishes, while giving nothing in return.

Over the years, a handful of environmental organizations have attempted to speak on behalf of the creatures of the sea and the sea itself, but with minimal success. The usurpation by the greedy has only accelerated, and a handful of corporations and nations have moved to the forefront, using factory fishing fleets, oil rigs, and other highly efficient methods of ocean exploitation that take the lion’s share of the resources. 

Historically, colonial powers have plundered the minerals, plants, animals, and other assets of third world countries, and in parallel fashion certain parties have treated the ocean that way as well, extracting everything they can from it—and even adding insult to injury by using the water as a dumping ground and spillage area for plastics, sewage, industrial wastes, oil, and radioactive materials—and committing a long list of other atrocities.

Because of overfishing, as well as the catching of untargeted species (such as dolphins in tuna nets), and harm caused to wildlife by discarded monofilament nets, lobster traps, and fishing gear, the stocks of many fish have been drastically depleted, and some species have gone extinct. Coral reefs, estuaries, mangrove forests, salt marshes, and wetlands have been destroyed by mankind as well, in its headlong rush to take whatever each person, company, and nation can, without considering the cost.

But the cost of such behavior has been substantial. It has been enormous. This Declaration of Ocean Independence marks a turning point, in which all nations are formally notified that the ocean is not going to accept this pattern of misbehavior any more. The ocean is fighting back, driving humankind back. All nations, all companies, and all individuals must fully accept the terms of the declaration of ocean independence that underlies this declaration. This is the new reality.

No longer will any human being treat the ocean as a common area (or declare national sovereignty over portions of it), to be exploited for deep-sea mining, oil drilling, factory fishing, dumping, the transportation of goods, or any other purpose; no longer will any of you assert ownership over these waters, or the right to use them for any reason, except in very limited circumstances that will be closely monitored by the Sea Warriors. 

As part of the penalty for the terrible damages that have been caused, humans will be required to establish scientific study groups to research problems involving ocean waters and the life forms in them, with the goal of repairing as much as possible. The study of marine microbes is one example of a permitted use, because of the sensitivity of these microscopically small organisms, which are the basis of the entire marine food chain, and are known to have been harmed by greenhouse gases and other human-related factors.

This radical historical transformation is only right, because of the damage human beings had done to the ocean over centuries and millennia. Mankind does not deserve to hold dominion over the ocean.

Should anyone attempt to circumvent the new rules, they will be discovered by inspectors or sea creatures around the world, and this information will reach the headquarters of the Sea Warriors. Penalties will be severe.

Our weaponry is vast, much more than we have displayed in the various battles that the Sea Warriors have conducted against imperialist forces. An appendix to this declaration lists some of the weapons at our disposal—the natural armaments of sea creatures, augmented by the special powers of some of our hybrid Sea Warriors, such as the tremendous and destructive tidal waves that Alicia Ellsworth can generate. 

From this day hence, there is no longer a planet called Earth. We hereby remove the world’s ocean from the control of human usurpers and rename the entire planet Ocean—reflecting the fact that almost 71% of the surface is composed of interconnected seas, forming one great body of salt water. A much smaller portion of the world is land, or earth.

 

—Kimo Pohaku, 
Director of the Sea Warriors, and Administrator 
of the Declaration of Ocean Independence


APPENDIX II

Catalogue of Human Abuses Against The Ocean 
And Its Inhabitants

(Addendum #1 to Declaration of Ocean Independence)

The Sea Warriors and their expert advisers who have prepared this official document are not herein providing an exhaustive list of the transgressions that humans have committed against the world’s ocean. Rather, this is intended to be an overview of a massive ecological crime, with more than enough detail to prove the case that the ocean must be protected from those who have treated it so badly, for so many centuries.

International treaties involving the protection of the ocean, coastal ecosystems, marine animals, and seabirds are filled with legal loopholes, and often provide only bandaids for wounds that require much more attention. One such treaty, involving the international regulation of whaling, took almost 40 years to reach an agreement among nations—from 1946 to 1985—and even then, it was a deeply flawed document. Some nations, such as the United States, have refused to accept major international treaties that involve the health of the ocean, the air, and the land—insisting instead that they have “exclusive economic zones” and the right to harvest whatever they please from the waters, thus maximizing profits.

Hereafter, all previous international laws involving the ocean and any ecological matter pertaining to those waters are declared null and void. There is no longer a Law of the Sea Treaty; there are no exclusive economic zones for any nation, corporation, or individual. The Sea Warriors are setting everything back to zero. From this day forth, human beings no longer have any rights whatsoever involving the ocean, and will only have privileges that they are able to earn from the Sea Warriors, under the close supervision of this ocean-protection organization and the oceanographers and other marine experts associated with it. 
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I. Dumping at Sea and Carelessness. 

Human civilization, overflowing with garbage, has a habit of dumping it from shore, from pleasure boats, from barges that go out into deep water, and into rivers that flow into the sea. Out of sight, out of mind, has been the collective thinking, as many items are carried out to sea by tidal action and dispersed, or sunk to the bottom. But some of it subsequently washes back up on shores all over the planet, and vast amounts of plastics and other floating items form into garbage colonies on the high seas, floating about in currents in full view of any ship that happens to pass that way. Divers can hardly go anywhere without seeing some piece of discarded junk on the sea floor, or snagged on coral, or jammed between rocks, along with sunken shipwrecks, rusted remnants of oil rigs, and other large objects that have been left in place after an accident at sea. There are even a surprising number of junked motor vehicles and parts, such as tires and engine blocks.

Creatures of the ocean and seabirds die regularly from becoming entangled in discarded nets, fishing gear, and crustacean traps, and strangle in plastic rings from six-packs of water and soda, or suffocate when they ingest plastic bags. Even the nets laid to protect swimming beaches from sharks are actually killing those animals when they get ensnared in them, along with dolphins, turtles, and porpoises.

II. Overfishing, Hunting, and Gathering. 

As noted in the Declaration of Ocean Independence, humans have overfished the seas, catching untargeted species (i.e. dolphins in tuna nets), and carelessly killing wildlife in other ways. Factory fishing ships, aided by smaller launches, have harvested vast amounts of fish, keeping them in refrigeration units on the mother ship. Purse-seiners and vessels with even larger nets have also contributed to this problem. As a result, the stocks of many fish have been drastically depleted, and species have gone extinct. 

Some of the abuses have been committed by suppliers of aquariums and tourist gift shops, who strip coral reefs and other regions of the ocean of angelfish, pufferfish, jellyfish, conch shells and shellfish, pieces of living coral, and various other living organisms, along with shells removed from shallow waters and beaches for necklaces, bracelets, and other adornments. In an outrageous action, designed to draw fish out of their hiding places so that they can be captured, explosives have been set off underwater, destroying coral reefs. Sport fishermen catch marlins and sailfish, and stuff them as trophies to hang on the wall. In some third world countries, people kill large turtles to stuff them and offer them for sale.

The demand by restaurants for wrasse and other reef fish, as well as red urchin eggs, eel, lobster, squid, abalone, shark fins, shark meat, and conch meat, has depleted those stocks dangerously. Crews are even raking sea floors for clams and scallops, not caring about the environmental damage they cause. Suppliers of agricultural feed have caused great harm by overharvesting the krill needed by whales, seriously disrupting the balance of the ocean’s food chain.

Despite bans on whaling, some rogue nations and individuals have continued to murder these large-brained animals—creatures so intelligent that they are sentient. Turtles, sea lions, and other marine animals are also being taken in large numbers, with no thought of species depletion. In the Arctic, men are lining up with rifles and shooting narwhal whales for their valuable ivory tusks, selling them to stores and collectors for large sums of cash.

III. Mining Problems. 

The abuses are numerous and severe, including the obliteration of fragile seabed ecosystems by the mining of manganese, nickel, copper, iron, platinum, and silver, the destruction of coral reefs to obtain construction materials, and strip-mining around deep-sea hydrothermal vents to obtain gold and polymetallic sulfides.

IV. Noise Pollution. 

The violations by human beings include setting off explosives to capture or kill fish, loud ship-engine and propeller noises, military demolition and armaments practice by world navies, nuclear testing, and the testing of sonar systems by the U.S. Navy that send sound pulses to locate enemy submarines—high-decibel, focused noises that cause the brains and auditory systems of whales to hemorrhage, which either kills the animals outright or causes them to lose their sense of direction and run aground. 

V. Oil Spills and Oil Drilling. 

Perhaps no other category of ocean-abuse has received more publicity, and more of a public outcry against the responsible industry. Despite this, and despite the availability of alternative energy sources, oil companies and their political lobbyists have managed to maintain their economic stranglehold on society, and keep drilling offshore and in the deep ocean, constantly finding new oil fields and pumping crude oil out of them. Inevitably, a share of those wells blow, and the tankers that transport petroleum products on the high seas (and on inland-ocean waterways) break apart and spew their hazardous cargoes into the ocean and onto beaches. In the Gulf of Mexico and other areas, oil refineries are located on shorelines, contaminating the water and nearby land with leakage. As a result of all this human carelessness, sea creatures and seabirds are covered with gooey black oil and die, while fishing grounds, shellfish beds, and beaches are ruined. But the drilling, transporting, and refining continues unabated. 

Two more factors exacerbate an already bad situation. First, in many cases, the detergents and chemical dispersants that are used to clean up the messes cause additional damage, killing smaller species of fish and crustaceans in the area. Second, the seriously damaged cargo ships and twisted remains of oil rigs are often left where they have sunk to the bottom of the sea, littering the seabed and interfering with the normal activity of marine ecosystems.

VI. Marine Pollution. 

Much of what humans do in the waters of the ocean can be classified as marine pollution in one form or another, from the dumping of sewage and garbage into the water to oil spills and the wrecks of sunken ships and boats. In addition, a great deal of pollution is caused by waste products that run into the ocean from mills, factories, and farms all over the world—whether directly into the water or as run-off from the land or from rivers or other bodies of water that drain into the sea. As a result, heavy metals, hazardous industrial chemicals, and farm pesticides and herbicides (and harmful nitrogen from agricultural run-off) flow into the water from all directions, contaminating it with mercury, lead, and other chemicals that enter the ocean food chain and adversely affect marine life. 

On the shores of many cities, large outfall pipes discharge sewage directly into the ocean. In some cities, sewage sludge is collected from treatment plants and taken by barge to a saltwater dumping area. If untreated, the sewage contains living organisms that can cause viruses in marine animals. And all of this sewage, even when treated against harmful organisms, is still filled with heavy metals such as chromium and lead, along with nitrogen, which causes algae blooms that are too large for marine herbivores to consume, and can result in dead zones in the water with no oxygen—which in turn leads to species migrations and die-offs. 

Less visible, but still deadly, the waters and islands in some areas where nuclear testing has been conducted in the Pacific Ocean are so contaminated that they are no longer suitable for habitation by human beings or any other animal. Many of the marine animals in the water near the test sites are killed instantly, while others suffer longer-term radiation damage, which also has adverse effects on their reproductive cycles and the food chain, and destroys coral reefs and their habitats. Nuclear power plants, frequently situated on shorelines to secure cooling water from the sea, routinely release radioactive materials into the water. Additionally, many canisters of nuclear wastes, buried at the bottom of the sea, are corroding and leaking into the water.

VII. Damage Caused by Ships, Boats, and Aircraft.

Even in peacetime, every year hundreds of large ships sink in the ocean, from collisions with other vessels, or storms, or a lack of seaworthiness, or a host of other reasons, many of them involving human error and carelessness. Some of them are oil tankers carrying hazardous petroleum products. These lost vessels are in addition to the sinking of thousands and thousands of smaller boats every year. Large planes flying over the ocean often drop hazardous fuel in the water, and aircraft of all types crash into the sea. The vast majority of sunken ships and boats (and fallen aircraft) are left where they lie, on the bottom of the sea, leaking whatever contaminants were aboard. 

The amount of ship traffic is substantial—most of the trade between nations involves the transportation of goods over the sea. Many of these vessels run on dirty bunker-diesel fuel and their crews dump garbage and sewage overboard (see comments about Cruise Ships and Ocean Liners, below). Because a number of cargo ships are older, they leak oil and other contaminants into the water.

It is particularly upsetting that many whales are killed or seriously injured when large vessels (such as massive, fast-moving container ships) hit them. Humpbacks, finbacks, and northern right whales, all species that spend a lot of time on the surface of the ocean, are particularly susceptible to being hit.

Cruise Ships and Ocean Liners. These vessels often use filthy bunker-diesel fuel on the high seas, which releases huge amounts of heavy metals and other contaminants into the water and air, resulting in harm to plankton, shellfish, and other organisms due to ocean acidity. In addition, some passenger ships violate international law by dumping garbage and sewage overboard, and they venture into ecologically sensitive waters, such as those around Antarctica, and get too close to whales and other wildlife, even striking them. In tropical waters, these ships sometimes collide with coral reefs or drop their anchors onto coral formations, destroying large pieces of the living structures. 

VIII. Cruelty to Marine Animals and Other Acts.

While observing sea animals by boat (including glass-bottom boats and sea kayaks), or swimming with them, tourists, tour operators, and other persons have used motor boats to harass whales, dolphins, porpoises, manta rays, and numerous other sea creatures, resulting in the animals’ aggravation or death—sometimes due to collisions with boats that get too close. In other cases, swimmers or divers attempt to ride turtles that are smaller than they are, and sometimes drown the creatures in the process. 

IX. Imperiled Coastal Ecosystems and Shorelines. 

There are too many cases in which humans destroy critical species’ habitats and spawning grounds to build resorts, aquaculture businesses, farms, and other enterprises—tearing up coral reefs, sea grasses, tide ponds, mangrove forests, saltwater wetlands, salt marshes, estuaries, and beaches with dredging, logging, and other clearing operations.

Piers and docks are of special concern wherever they are located on saltwater shorelines, because they can interfere with the reproductive cycles of small organisms (such as snail darters) that form integral parts of the ecology of the shorelines. Bulkheads and bridges over water present similar problems.

There are many examples of careless practices in ecologically sensitive marine environments. The following are typical:

Beaches: It has been customary for people to leave bottles, cans, food wrappers, and other garbage on beaches around the world, and—aside from the eyesore of this—the garbage is often washed out to sea by the tides. Sea turtles lay their eggs on beaches, in holes they have dug with their flippers, so it is important to protect such areas for this species.

Tourists: Too often, Dive tourists remove pieces of living coral from coral reefs, or destroy the coral by touching it or bumping into it, thus seriously damaging the reef colonies. 

Dive Boats: Coral is frequently damaged by carelessly employed boat anchors.

Treasure Hunters: Humans seeking gold bullion and other treasure from Spanish galleons, or trying to find various lost shipwrecks, often do whatever it takes to get what they want, even if it involves destroying coral reef formations and other sensitive marine environments. 

X. War and Preparations for War

Throughout history, humans have proved themselves incapable of avoiding violence and warfare—and wherever military battles have occurred, the environment has suffered. Unlike battlefields that are on (or over) land, the ocean is hardly ever cleaned up afterward, and the seabed is left littered with the skeletons of sunken military aircraft and warships, including World War II German submarines off the Atlantic seaboard of the United States, and the Allied cargo ships that were their targets. In the Iran-Iraq war of the late 20th century, the Iraqi government intentionally scuttled a huge oil tanker for tactical purposes, to block enemy warships from taking a particular route. This resulted in a massive, and intentional, oil spill that caused great damage to the marine environment. And earlier, in the Arab-Israeli war of the 1960s, an entire shoal of bioluminescent fish was blown up when it was erroneously identified as an underwater military operation.

As noted elsewhere in this document, nuclear testing in the Pacific Ocean, military explosives testing, and navy sonar testing have caused injury and death to marine animals, including the organisms in reef colonies. In addition, whenever military authorities decide that certain explosives or chemical weapons are outdated, they typically transport them out onto the high seas aboard old cargo ships or warships, and then sink the ships. Such short-sighted, irresponsible acts result in biological agents leaking into the water, in addition to the petroleum and other contaminants released by the ramshackle vessels themselves.


APPENDIX III

Edicts Concerning Activities In and Around the Ocean
(Addendum #2 to Declaration of Ocean Independence)

A new method of worldwide policing of ocean waters is hereby established under the auspices of a Sea Warrior division known as the Ocean Management Authority (OMA). There will be severe penalties for infractions. All new rules will be as black and white as possible, without the legal loopholes that clever attorneys have been so adept at exploiting for their various greedy clients. There will be minimal negotiations involving any of these matters. For the most part, the OMA will make its pronouncements, and each one of them will be final. 

In order to deal with special needs around the world, there will be teams set up by the Ocean Management Authority to address specific problems in such unique and environmentally critical areas as the Antarctic, the Caribbean, the Great Barrier Reef, the Gulf of Mexico, and even the Mississippi River, which flows into the sea. Nations will be expected to not only comply with rules that directly involve activities on or near the sea, but will be forced to comply with land-based requirements, to prevent the air pollution which is detrimental to the health of the ocean—and to the entire planet. In some cases, river dams will be ordered destroyed, so that fish can again migrate upstream to their historical spawning grounds. No longer will human needs trump those of marine organisms.

 Some nations will claim such measures are draconian; others will say they are desperately needed. But no matter what any human beings say, the edicts of the OMA will become the law of the world. This is the new reality, and those who readily accept will be far better off than those we must deal with in severe ways. Standards of living will diminish in many so-called “advanced” nations as their luxuries are whittled away, but we are confident that human society will find ways to adjust in this regard. As a consequence, marine life will enjoy the benefits, and in effect, the “standard of living” for ocean organisms will improve as that of humans declines, and justifiably so.

This document does not purport to specify all of the remedies that are required in order to restore the world’s marine environment to health—except to stipulate that all future human actions involving the ocean in any way will now require the advance approval of the Sea Warriors. Depending upon how much of an emergency each particular situation is, there will be timetables for compliance, ranging from a few weeks or months for critical matters to as much as 50 years. By the end of that 50 year period, every human society on the planet must be in full compliance with the requirements of the Ocean Management Authority.

In the future, there could be a reward system for those individuals, companies, and governments that show the most concern for the ocean—but the history of human transgressions is so egregious that it will be at least 10 years before anything like that is considered.

Based upon circumstances, special teams of the Ocean Management Authority will determine timetables all over the world for the following categories, and will notify local authorities of their final decisions. No timetable will be longer than 50 years.

I. Dumping at Sea and Carelessness. 
Severity Level—Extremely High.

Effective immediately, nothing may be dumped in the world’s ocean (or in any river, stream, or outfall that flows into the ocean)—not from any shore nor from any watercraft, nor by any other means. All garbage, by-products and other materials that human civilization generates are considered foreign to the ocean, and shall be dealt with by human beings on the land, so that they do not adversely affect the ocean.

Everything that has previously been left in the ocean by humans, including (but not limited to) shipwrecks, plastics, fishing nets, gear, and traps, shall be removed by humans, under the supervision of the Sea Warriors. While some of these items have already been brought up from the seabed by marine animals and deposited on the shores, much more remains to be done—centuries and centuries of filth left behind by human beings.

II. Overfishing, Hunting, and Gathering. 
Severity Level—High for Some Species.

Effective immediately, except as permitted under close Sea Warrior supervision, nothing belonging to the ocean may be taken by humans from the waters for any purpose, or harmed in any other way. There will be no more killing and stuffing of trophy fish, turtles, or any other marine animals. Commercial, private, and sport fishing is banned, including (but not limited to) whaling, tuna-seining, crabbing, lobstering, and any other endeavor that involves the removal of living organisms from the ocean. This includes bans on the collection of sea cucumbers and seaweed, and on the collection of shellfish by any means. No more abalone, clams, oysters, mussels, or geoducks will be harvested from the wild. Nothing whatsoever may be taken without Sea Warrior approval.

Some aquaculture operations will be allowed, but all such operations will be strictly supervised by the Sea Warriors, to prevent the transfer of infectious viruses, parasites, genetic contamination, and other problems that have caused so much harm to wild species in the past. Fish farms will no longer be permitted to use wild fish as food—the farms will need to be completely self-contained, and non-intrusive into natural waters, except that they will be allowed to use natural seawater to fill the fully-enclosed pens—and nothing can be emptied from those pens back into natural waters. All waste products will have to be hauled inland to approved dump sites.

Around the world, a few traditional fishing methods may be permitted, and will be considered by the OMA on a case by case basis. Some that are under consideration are the Arab method of catching cuttlefish with hooks on long handles, spearfishing by African coastal villagers, South Sea islander methods of diving for fish and shellfish, Native American fishing, and even a very small amount of Native American whaling—such as by the Salish tribes of the Pacific Coast, and by the Inuit or Eskimo people of the Arctic. The Inuit might also be permitted to harvest a small number of seals and walruses for food, and for animal skins, which have been used traditionally for tents and cold-weather garments. 

No native peoples anywhere in the world will be allowed to use guns or any fishing gear or other equipment that is not approved by the OMA. And, while it is known that some people have used fishing nets traditionally, the OMA will be very cautious in allowing any of this in the future—because of the slippery slope it could provide, in which nets eventually get larger and more efficient.

III. Mining Problems. 
Severity Level—High.

Subject to phasing down, in a timetable established by OMA, all mining operations described in this section will gradually be prohibited from occurring in or near the ocean (including on and under its seabed), and this prohibition will extend to connecting bodies of water and waterways. At the end of the specified period, there shall be no mining activities whatsoever in these areas. This prohibition includes (but is not limited to) manganese, gold, and copper, which have previously been mined in large amounts.

IV. Noise Pollution. 
Severity Level—Extremely High.

Effective immediately, no explosives of any kind may be set off in ocean waters, nor shall there be any nuclear testing, sonar testing, or any other activity that casts noise over or through the water above decibel levels that are to be established for various locales around the world.

V. Oil Spills and Oil Drilling. 
Severity Level—Extremely High. 

Subject to phasing down, in a timetable established by OMA, all operations described in this section will gradually be prohibited from occurring in or near the ocean. At the end of the specified period:

a) There shall be no transportation of oil or other hazardous cargoes across any body of ocean water, or inland ocean waterway, or body of water that connects with the sea, or on any river that flows into the sea. 

b) There shall be no drilling for oil, natural gas, or anything else through any ocean seabed, or under any ocean seabed from any angle, or within 25 miles of any ocean shoreline, or inland ocean waterway, or body of water that connects with the sea, or river that flows into the sea.

c) No oil refineries may be located within 25 miles of any ocean shoreline, or inland ocean waterway, or body of water that connects with the sea, or river that flows into the sea. Safety precautions will be taken to prevent the seepage of oil or other contaminants into streams, rivers, lakes, and aquifers.

VI. Marine Pollution. 
Severity Level—Extremely High. 

Subject to phasing down, in a timetable established by OMA, all operations described in this section will gradually be prohibited from occurring in or near the ocean. At the end of the specified period, there shall be no dumping of oil, treated or untreated sewage, garbage, junk, industrial waste products, harmful chemicals, agricultural wastes, nuclear wastes, or any other transfer of hazardous materials from the land to the sea, whether directly into these waters or into rivers or other bodies of water that are connected with the sea. 

VII. Damage Caused by Ships and Boats. 
Severity Level—High. 

Subject to phasing down, in a timetable established by OMA, all motorized vessels will gradually be prohibited from operating in the ocean and connecting waters, including but not limited to a prohibition against backup motors for sailing vessels. This edict will apply to watercraft of any nature, including but not limited to hovercraft, private vessels and jet skis, commercial passenger and cargo ships, and military vessels (including submarines). All motorized watercraft of any nature will be banned on a schedule of removal that will be determined by the Ocean Management Authority.

At the end of this specified period, only approved watercraft will be permitted in the ocean and connecting waters—non-motorized sailboats, windsurfing boards, human-powered craft (such as paddleboats), and the like. Alternative energy sources such as solar power or steam power might be acceptable for propulsion, but only if they can move vessels through the water without discharging pollutants, and at noise levels meeting OMA standards. Nuclear-powered vessels will never be considered under any circumstances, because of their potential to contaminate the water.

Sea Warrior-inspected and -approved vessels will be marked with flags that are electronically imprinted, so that they can be checked remotely from the sea, from the air, and by satellite for authentication.

And, effective immediately, except as permitted under close Sea Warrior supervision, no hazardous products of any sort may be transported in the ocean or connecting waterways by watercraft, or over these waters by aircraft. This includes, but is not limited to, a ban against the transportation of petroleum products, radioactive materials, harmful chemicals, and military supplies. All motorized navies in the world are hereby declared illegal, because by their very nature they carry hazardous products, and have a history of wreaking destruction on ocean waters.

Special Note Regarding Aircraft: All airspace over the ocean is considered Ocean Airspace, and as such is subject to the jurisdiction of the Ocean Management Authority. No aircraft may fly over any portion of the ocean without first obtaining a proper permit from OMA. To the extent possible, airborne vessels must cross the ocean over the poles, or by the shortest routes separating continents, and must take all possible care to avoid dumping or spilling fuel into the water. Any aircraft that does release fuel into the water will be subject to an OMA investigation, in which the pilot and crew must prove that the action was necessary in order to protect the safety of the aircraft and its passengers and crew. A special exception to the non-motorized rule may be granted by the OMA when it is necessary to rescue the passengers of downed aircraft or foundering vessels. Seaplanes and other aircraft with pontoons are not allowed to fly over the ocean, or land on the water.

Cruise Ship and Ocean Liner Violations. All requirements specified in Section VII also apply to cruise ships and ocean liners. In addition, effective immediately, all passenger ships and other watercraft are prohibited from traveling to ecologically sensitive marine area, locations that are to be specified by OMA.

VIII. Cruelty to Marine Animals. 
Severity Level—High.

Effective immediately, no one shall harass marine animals, ride them, or interact with them in any way, except under the close supervision of the Sea Warriors.

Because of numerous problems involving persons diving, snorkeling, and swimming in the sea, such activities will only be allowed after special training by the Sea Warriors, and the issuance of permits. Each permit holder will receive a whale tattoo on the arm—made with a greenish, iridescent ink that can only be obtained from the deepest trenches of the sea, and is easily recognizable as authentic by the Sea Warriors.

IX. Imperiled Coastal Ecosystems and Shorelines. 
Severity Level—Extremely High. 

Effective immediately, no one is permitted to enter any ecologically sensitive marine area (such as mangrove forests, salt marshes, estuaries, beaches where turtles lay eggs, or coral reef formations), except under the close supervision of the Sea Warriors. It is strictly prohibited to log mangrove trees, or to remove any plant, piece of coral, or marine organism from such areas.

Beachcombing is not allowed anywhere, not even by those persons who are specifically granted permission to be on beaches. Due to past littering, habitat destruction, and other problems, permits for entering beach areas will be similar to those for diving, snorkeling, and swimming under Section VIII.

The construction of new saltwater piers, docks, bulkheads, and bridges is prohibited, and any existing structures will be removed, on a timetable to be determined by the OMA. Other requirements will be developed, on a region by region basis, for increased setbacks from shorelines for new building construction, and for phasing out existing structures that are too close to the water.

X. War and Preparations for War. 
Severity Level—Extremely High. 

Effective immediately, all military operations and weapons testing are prohibited on or in the ocean, in the air over the ocean, and on any area of land that will impact the ocean. All military vessels are to be removed immediately from the ocean, including the U.S.S. Arizona war memorial in Pearl Harbor and any other sunken-ship memorials around the world, which must be relocated to the land. These requirements also apply to waterways and bodies of water that are connected to the ocean.


APPENDIX IV

Some of the Marine Weapons Developed by the Sea Warriors
(From the confidential journal of Jimmy Waimea)

It is impossible to say what started the move toward ocean independence, but all evidence points to a great confluence of events. Certainly, the birth of the unusual hybrid-human Kimo Pohaku had a part in it, as well as his association with the wavemaster Alicia Ellsworth and the oceanic brain, Gwyneth McDevitt. The rise of sea creatures on their own was also a strong factor, as box jellyfish, stonefish, and other organisms began to independently attack tropical beaches, making human swimmers flee. 

When Kimo and his group of fledgling Sea Warriors took it upon themselves to lead the marine animals, there were initial complications—such as the rebelliousness of Gwyneth, and the stubbornness of the whales and other large animals that she employed against humankind, when they refused to disperse even though she commanded them to do so. This alone brought the organization to its knees. Added to that, the murderous rampage of two Sea Warriors—Vinson Chi’ang and Emily Talbot—had an adverse, nearly disastrous effect on the organization, and removed certain fighting assets (warrior crabs and other crustaceans) from the Sea Warrior arsenal, making them unavailable in the crucial Battle of the Hawaiian Sea.

It is known that Kimo learned how to command all ocean creatures, while a number of his followers held jurisdiction over specific species, and even over the seawater itself. These specializations (such as Jacqueline Rado’s sub-command of fast-attack sharks and barracudas) proved to be important in all battles, as did the involvement of Dirk Avondale, who had formerly been a U.S. Navy officer in charge of training military dolphins. Some of these things are known from previous news accounts. 

The story of Kimo’s unusual birth in the sea has been covered extensively as well, along with his original conversion into a hybrid by the Goddess of the Sea, Moanna. But other details are less clearly understood, and are useful for historians and students of the ocean to know. I shall make a few preliminary comments about Kimo’s special affinity for all living things in the ocean, and then move on to details of his fantastic arsenal of fighting marine animals….

New species of animals and plants are discovered regularly, sometimes in out-of-the way places around the world, such as the Amazon rain forest or the jungles of Africa. But nowhere on the planet are there more unexplored regions than in the vast, deep ocean, which harbors creatures that can hardly be imagined, or even believed when they are seen. In 1938, the coelacanth, a strange-looking fish thought to be extinct tens of millions of years ago, was discovered in the Indian Ocean off the coast of Africa, and intensive searches afterward turned up more of them. Some species, such as sharks, have changed little in 100,000,000 years, and are still living in the sea.

It should not be astonishing, then, that Kimo Pohaku, with access to benthic ocean regions, encountered numerous species of marine animals that were either unknown to humankind before, or which had been thought to be long-extinct. In the deep ocean, he saw Jurassic-era plesiosaurs, long-necked monsters who looked like the sea serpents of lore, but which really existed, and still lived in their hidden-away realm. He also saw ichthyosaurs, which looked like dolphins with crocodile jaws and dangerous teeth, and roifosteuses, creatures with long snouts and powerful, prey-crushing jaws. These three species were available to the Sea Warrior fighting force when they confronted U.S. Navy warships in the Battle of the Hawaiian Sea, and were utilized in varying degrees.

Other species, completely unknown to humankind, also came to the attention of Kimo before the battle, and he employed them in recruiting and assembling his force of hybrid Sea Warriors, the radically modified humans who made up the officer corps of the force. Among these additional species are skatefoils, large whitefish that can skim over the surface of the water with human passengers on their backs, and jetfish, creatures capable of amalgamating themselves into watercraft that can provide oxygen to people and transport them underwater at high speeds. He also had access to bubblefish and colossal clams, both of which are capable of carrying human beings safely to the deepest trenches of the ocean. These four species are the only ones that were previously unheard of by marine experts. Everything else—including the creatures thought to be extinct—were either known to the experts from fossil records or from knowledge that they still lived in the sea.

The sea creatures under Kimo’s dominion included small animals of delicate beauty, such as the leafy sea dragon, and various types of seahorses—species that could not imaginably be utilized in any fight for control of the water. These, and small flying fish, reef fish, turtles, and other seemingly benign aquatic animals were nonetheless present during the epic war and known to the frontline fighters, and each contributed in some way. 

Some marine animals have received the lion’s share of the publicity about being aggressive man-killers, and are known to people all over the world. Other creatures, however, and the totality of the danger they present, have not been understood at all. In fact, before the emergence of true ocean power—natural ocean power—the average person had no idea of the extreme perils lurking beneath the surface of the sea, and how much more dangerous they were under the central command of the Sea Warriors.

The ocean has knife-fighters, sword-fighters, and boxers. Surgeonfish have sharp, knifelike spines on their tails that can cause fatal injuries when they snap out the hidden weapons and lash forth with them. Swordfish, sailfish, and marlins—all billfish with long spears on their snouts—are fast, powerful swimmers, and quite deadly, with the potential to impale any person who is in the water near them. Hound needlefish are also dangerous impalers, and were used to terrifying effect in the Battle of the Hawaiian Sea, fatally piercing the chest of a Navy frogman. Praying mantis shrimp—commonly referred to as boxing shrimp—are so accustomed to breaking shells open with their front claws that they can easily deliver bone-crushing blows against humans, striking with tremendous force.

The Sea Warrior armada included not only the whales and other large marine animals that received so much publicity, but flesh-ripping great white sharks, hammerhead sharks, lemon sharks, tiger sharks, and great barracudas. And, while a stingray received notice for whipping its tail and firing poisonous barbs into a Navy frogman off the coast of Oahu, there were other creatures in the ocean force capable of firing lethal projectiles. A large colony of Portuguese man-of-war jellyfish draped curling tentacles beneath their floating, purple-colored gas sacks, with the tentacles concealing tiny nematocysts that were capable of firing venom-filled, harpoon-like barbs into prey or into a battlefield enemy. Hawksbill turtles swam forward with colorful sea anemones attached to their shells—anemones that also had poisonous nematocysts to fire. On the bottom of the sea were cone shells advancing onto the battlefield, each of them containing their own stinging, poison darts—and domed tiger-cowrie shells, capable of firing sulfuric acid into any enemy that ventured near. Even some tiny worms were capable of firing harpoon-like projectiles, while other worms could infest the waters and burrow into human skin like ticks, causing itching and rashes—even bypassing wetsuits.

In the Battle of the Hawaiian Sea, a large humboldt (jumbo) squid rocketed forward and used its sharp beak to rip away pieces of a Navy frogman’s flesh, tearing his body apart. In reserve, the Sea Warriors had other horrors for the unsuspecting enemy that could have been used—such as large sawfish and smaller longnose sawsharks that were capable of cutting apart a human body with chainsaw-like snouts that had sharp saw teeth on each side. 

When Kimo presented his Declaration of Ocean Independence to the United Nations, he mentioned having many additional weapons in his arsenal that could still be used, such as lampreys that could clamp onto a human face with suction and digest the flesh, as well as small cookie-cutter sharks that could attach themselves to human torsos and cut off large, neat chunks of flesh, and sea spiders that were capable of sucking blood out of humans like vampires. He also had methods of sinking small boats—by employing billfish or needlefish to pierce the hulls, or inundating the craft with swarming schools of flying fish (sinking them under the load of the creatures), or forcing boats onto rocks where they would break apart.

The ocean is potentially the most dangerous place on the planet, with more deadly organisms than anyone could possibly list in a document such as this. There are poisonous sea snakes that can inject much more venom than a cobra, huge lion’s mane jellyfish with tentacles capable of stinging and killing a human in minutes, scorpionfish with venomous spines, and tiny blue-ringed octopuses whose bite is so poisonous that few humans are able to survive it. There are electric rays and eels capable of delivering more voltage than humans realize, bluefish that can go into piranha-like attack frenzies, tearing apart human flesh, foul-tempered moray eels, and even an air force of sharp-beaked gulls and other shorebirds that are under the command of the Sea Warriors.

As of the date of this journal entry, there are rumors that the Sea Warriors also have secret weapons that they will not discuss, including a giant saltwater crocodile, much larger and more deadly than any known species, and a huge shark that is more than fifty feet long, and was thought to be extinct.

In addition, there are unconfirmed reports of new weapons that are under development by the organization, including a boxfish that will use its natural armor to shield other marine animals, as well as archerfish that can fire projectiles (instead of the tiny bursts of water that their species now use to knock insects out of the air), large snails that secrete acid to stun opponents, and large warrior crabs that are independent of the dangerous thrall of the mass murderer Vinson Chi’ang.

It is also known to a small circle of people that Alicia of the Ocean continues to practice with her wave-generating powers, in remote locations where there are no outside witnesses. Reportedly she has been successful in creating a wall of water more than forty feet high—and keeping it under full control.

Because much of this information is potentially harmful to the Sea Warriors if their enemies were to obtain it, I am hiding this journal in a place where it cannot be found for many decades.
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Alternitech

“Alternitech” sends prospectors into alternate but similar timelines where tiny differences yield significant changes: a world where the Beatles never broke up, or where Lee Harvey Oswald wasn’t gunned down after the Kennedy assassination, where an accidental medical breakthrough offers the cure to a certain disease, where a struggling author really did write the great American novel, or where a freak accident reveals the existence of a serial killer. Alternitech finds those differences—and profits from them.

Alien Landscapes 1

Collection of four science fiction tales from the mind of Kevin J. Anderson, each with a short introduction by the author. Includes: “Landscapes,” “Fondest of Memories,” “Controlled Experiments,” and “Human, Martian—One, Two, Three.”

Alien Landscapes 2

Four science fiction tales from the mind of Kevin J. Anderson, each with a short introduction by the author. Includes: “Collaborators” (written with Rebecca Moesta), “Good Old Days,” “Job Qualifications,” and “Prisoner of War.”

Assemblers of Infinity (Kevin J. Anderson & Doug Beason)

Nebula Award Nominee. The crew of Moonbase Columbus make an amazing discovery on the far side of the Moon—a massive alien structure is erecting itself, built up atom by atom by living machines, microscopically small, intelligent, and unstoppable, consuming everything they touch. The mysterious structure begins to expand and take shape, and its creators begin to multiply.

Is this the first strike in an alien invasion from the stars? Or has human nanotechnology experimentation gone awry, triggering an unexpected infestation? As riots rage across a panicked Earth, scientists scramble to learn the truth before humanity’s home is engulfed by the voracious machines.

Blindfold

Atlas is a struggling colony on an untamable world, a fragile society held together by the Truthsayers. Parentless, trained from birth as the sole users of Veritas, a telepathy virus that lets them read the souls of the guilty. Truthsayers are Justice—infallible, beyond appeal.

But sometimes they are wrong.

Falsely accused of murder, Troy Boren trusts the young Truthsayer Kalliana … until, impossibly, she convicts him. Still shaken from a previous reading, Kalliana doesn’t realize her power is fading. But soon the evidence becomes impossible to ignore. The Truthsayers’ Veritas has been diluted and someone in the colony is selling smuggled telepathy. Justice isn’t blind—it’s been blinded.

From an immortal’s orbital prison to the buried secrets of a regal fortress, Kalliana and Troy seek the conspiracy that threatens to destroy their world from within. For without truth and justice, Atlas will certainly fall.…

Climbing Olympus

They were prisoners, exiles, pawns of a corrupt government. Now they are Dr. Rachel Dycek’s adin, surgically transformed beings who can survive new lives on the surface of Mars. But they are still exiles, unable ever again to breathe Earth’s air. And they are still pawns.

For the adin exist to terraform Mars for human colonists, not for themselves. Creating a new Earth, they will destroy their world, killed by their own success. Desperate, adin leader Boris Tiban launches a suicide campaign to sabotage the Mars Project, knowing his people will perish in a glorious, doomed campaign of mayhem—unless embattled, bitter Rachel Dycek can find a miracle to save both the Mars Project and the race she created.

Craig Kreident 1: Virtual Destruction (Kevin J. Anderson & Doug Beason)

At the Lawrence Livermore National Laboratory in California—one of the nation’s premier nuclear-weapons design facilities—high-level physicists operate within heavy security to model and test new warhead designs. But politics can be just as dangerous as the weapons they design, and with gigantic budgets on the line, scientific egos, and personality clashes, research can turn deadly.

When a prominent and abrasive nuclear-weapons researcher is murdered inside a Top Security zone, FBI investigator Craig Kreident is brought in on the case—but his FBI security clearance isn’t the same as a Department of Energy or Department of Defense clearance, and many of the clues are “sanitized” before he arrives. Kreident finds that dealing with red tape and political in-fighting might be more difficult than solving a murder.

Written by two insiders who have worked at Lawrence Livermore, Virtual Destruction is not only a gripping thriller and complex mystery, but a vivid portrayal of an actual US nuclear-design facility.

Craig Kreident 2: Fallout (Kevin J. Anderson & Doug Beason)

They call themselves Eagle’s Claw, one of the most extreme militia groups in the United States. They have infiltrated the Device Assembly Facility at the Nevada Nuclear Test Site, and the most frightening display of nuclear terrorism is about to unfold.

Only the Nebula-nominated collaboration of Kevin J. Anderson and Doug Beason could masterfully blend hard-as-nails high-technology with hard-driving intrigue to deliver such an explosive thriller. FBI Special Agent Craig Kreident—the unforgettable hero from Virtual Destruction—returns in this breathtaking tour de force of terrorism, cutting-edge technology, and raw emotional power.

Written by two insiders who have worked at the nation’s nuclear design laboratories and high-security research facilities, including the Nevada Nuclear Test Site, Fallout is a pulse-pounding thriller of an extremist group and stolen nuclear weapons, as well as a detailed portrait of what happens behind the fences of government facilities.

Craig Kreident 3: Lethal Exposure (Kevin J. Anderson & Doug Beason)

At Fermilab near Chicago, researchers use the world’s largest particle accelerator to unlock the secrets of the subatomic universe. While working late one night, Dr. Georg Dumenico—candidate for the Nobel Prize in physics—is bombarded with a lethal exposure of radiation. He will die horribly within days.

FBI Special Agent Craig Kreident knows it was no accident—but he has to prove it, and the clock is ticking. The nation’s most valued research is at stake, and only Dumenico himself knows enough to track down his own murderer … if he survives long enough to do it.

Dark Labyrinth 1

Four dark fantasy tales from the mind of Kevin J. Anderson, each with a short introduction by the author. Includes: “Final Performance,” “Special Makeup,” “Much at Stake,” and “The Sum of His Parts.”

Dark Labyrinth 2

Four dark fantasy tales from the mind of Kevin J. Anderson, each with a short introduction by the author. Includes: “New Recruits,” “Santa Claus is Coming to Get You,” “Splinter” (written with Rebecca Moesta), and “Redmond’s Private Screening.”

“Drumbeats” (Kevin J. Anderson & Neil Peart)

A chilling story cowritten with Rush drummer and lyricist Neil Peart. A rock drummer bicycling through the African wilderness encounters a village that makes very special drums. This one will make your heart skip a beat. Includes essays by Neil Peart and by Kevin J. Anderson.

Fantastic Realms 1

Four fantasy tales from the mind of Kevin J. Anderson, each with a short introduction by the author. Includes: “Loincloth” (written with Rebecca Moesta), “Frog Kiss,” “Short Straws,” and “Technomagic.”

Fantastic Realms 2

Four fantasy tales from the mind of Kevin J. Anderson, each with a short introduction by the author. Includes: “The Old Man & the Cherry Tree,” “The Ghost of Christmas Always,” “Sea Wind,” and “Sea Dreams” (written with Rebecca Moesta).

Five by Five (Kevin J. Anderson, Aaron Allston, Loren L. Coleman, B.V. Larson, Mike Stackpole) [also in trade paperback]

Five short novels by five masters of military science fiction. Edited by Kevin J. Anderson. Based on a concept by Loren L. Coleman.

It’s a war out there.

In these pulse-pounding tales, the best (or worst) soldiers in the galaxy are pitted against powerful aliens on distant battlefields. Never before published stories about monsters, deadly combat tech, treachery, and honor:

Big Plush by Aaron Allston (a novella from the Action Figures series)—The Dollgangers, artificial people made in mankind's image, take up arms in a desperate bid to win their freedom.

Comrades in Arms by Kevin J. Anderson—A damaged cyborg soldier and an enemy alien fighter turn their backs on the war and try to escape. But the human and alien governments can't tolerate the two deserters working together, so they join forces to hunt them down.

Shores of the Infinite by Loren L. Coleman (a novella from the ICAS File series)—Separated from command & control, Combat Assault Suit troopers force a beachhead to liberate a new planet from the cyborg threat.

The Black Ship by B.V. Larson (a mech novella from the Imperium Series)—A human settlement on the deadliest planet ever colonized clings to life … but today new invaders are coming down from the stars.

Out There by Michael A. Stackpole—The Qian have discovered humanity and welcomed them into their star-spanning empire. The benefits they offer humanity are many, and they don't want much in return: just the best human pilots available to take apart a most diabolical enemy.

Five by Five 2 (William C. Dietz, Kevin J. Anderson, Brad R. Torgersen, R.M. Meluch, Aaron Allston) [also in trade paperback]

Five short novels by five masters of military science fiction.

NO SURRENDER

The best action-packed military science fiction—FIVE BY FIVE showcases work by bestselling, award-winning authors: Five novellas covering battlefields across the galaxy. It’s a war out there!

Legio Patria Nostra by William C. Dietz. An interstellar war is raging, the insectoid Ramanthians have occupied Earth, and the Confederacy of Sentient Beings needs assistance from the xenophobic Hudathans in order to survive. But some Hudathan relics have been stolen, and the Hudathans won't join the Confederacy unless Legion Captain Deacon Smith can get them back. And that's going to be difficult because the thieves are ex-legionnaires—and they have a platoon of heavily armed cyborgs! A Legion of the Damned® story.

Prisoner of War by Kevin J. Anderson. Set in the world of Harlan Ellison’s classic Outer Limits episode “Soldier,” this is a tale about a set of warriors in a never-ending future war, men bred for nothing but the battleground—and how they cope with the horrors of…peace.

Reardon’s Law by Brad R. Torgersen. When expensive, classified shipments of military hardware go missing, Conflux Armed Forces policewoman Kalliope Reardon is called in to work the case. She gets way more than she bargained for, as the trail takes her far outside the boundaries of the civilized galaxy, and into the heart of occupied enemy territory. 

Dagger Team Seven by R.M. Meluch. The evidence is clear and damning—A.C. Cade was a fraud. Cade’s son makes himself into the man he used to believe his father was—a pilot of an elite Dagger Team, defending Earth against a desperate alien invader which has no use for humankind and absolutely nothing to lose.

Coffee Black Sea by Aaron Allston. The saga of the Dollgangers from “Big Plush” (Five by Five Vol. 1) continues. Bow, BeeBee, Lina, and new ’gangers escalate the risks of their quest for survival...by turning their eyes to the stars.

Gamearth Trilogy Omnibus

Gamearth—It was supposed to be just another Sunday night fantasy role-playing game for David, Tyrone, Scott, and Melanie. But after years of playing, the game had become so real that all their creations—humans, sorcerers, dragons, ogres, panther-folk, cyclops—now had existences of their own. And when the four outside players decide to end their game, the characters inside the world of Gamearth—warriors, scholars, and the few remaining wielders of magic—band together to keep their land from vanishing. Now they must embark on a desperate quest for their own magic—magic that can twist the Rules enough to save them all from the evil that the players created to destroy their entire world.

Gameplay—It was written in the Rules: Save the World! Over the past two years, a group of four players had given so much to their role-playing world that it had developed a magic of its own. The creatures, warriors, sorcerers, thieves—all had come alive. And now there is an odd connection between the gamers and their characters, splitting into factions to determine the fate of the Game itself and both the inside and the outside worlds.

Game’s End—It’s all-out war between the players and characters in a role-playing game that has taken on a life of its own. The fighter Delrael, the sorcerer Bryl, and famed scientists Verne and Frankenstein, use every trick in the Book of Rules to keep the world of Gamearth intact while the outside group of players does everything possible to destroy it.

Gamearth Trilogy 1: Gamearth

It was supposed to be just another Sunday night fantasy role-playing game for David, Tyrone, Scott, and Melanie. But after years of playing, the game had become so real that all their creations—humans, sorcerers, dragons, ogres, panther-folk, cyclops—now had existences of their own. And when the four outside players decide to end their game, the characters inside the world of Gamearth—warriors, scholars, and the few remaining wielders of magic—band together to keep their land from vanishing. Now they must embark on a desperate quest for their own magic—magic that can twist the Rules enough to save them all from the evil that the players created to destroy their entire world.

Gamearth Trilogy 2: Gameplay

The Gamearth Trilogy continues. It was written in the Rules—Save the World! Over the past two years, a group of four players had given so much to their role-playing world that it had developed a magic of its own. The creatures, warriors, sorcerers, thieves—all had come alive. And now there is an odd connection between the gamers and their characters, splitting into factions to determine the fate of the Game itself and both the inside and the outside worlds.

Gamearth Trilogy 3: Game’s End

The finale to the Gamearth Trilogy. It’s all-out war between the players and characters in a role-playing game that has taken on a life of its own. The fighter Delrael, the sorcerer Bryl, as well as famed scientists Verne and Frankenstein, use every trick in the Book of Rules to keep the world of Gamearth intact while the outside group of players does everything possible to destroy it.

Gamearth Trilogy Omnibus

Gamearth—It was supposed to be just another Sunday night fantasy role-playing game for David, Tyrone, Scott, and Melanie. But after years of playing, the game had become so real that all their creations—humans, sorcerers, dragons, ogres, panther-folk, cyclops—now had existences of their own. And when the four outside players decide to end their game, the characters inside the world of Gamearth—warriors, scholars, and the few remaining wielders of magic—band together to keep their land from vanishing. Now they must embark on a desperate quest for their own magic—magic that can twist the Rules enough to save them all from the evil that the players created to destroy their entire world.

Gameplay—It was written in the Rules: Save the World! Over the past two years, a group of four players had given so much to their role-playing world that it had developed a magic of its own. The creatures, warriors, sorcerers, thieves—all had come alive. And now there is an odd connection between the gamers and their characters, splitting into factions to determine the fate of the Game itself and both the inside and the outside worlds.

Game’s End—It’s all-out war between the players and characters in a role-playing game that has taken on a life of its own. The fighter Delrael, the sorcerer Bryl, and famed scientists Verne and Frankenstein, use every trick in the Book of Rules to keep the world of Gamearth intact while the outside group of players does everything possible to destroy it.

Hopscotch [also in trade paperback]

Suppose you could switch bodies with another person. What exciting new experiences would you choose to explore? What forbidden desires would you indulge? Suppose someone stole your life—how far would you go to get it back? A pure adrenaline thriller of hijacked identities, elusive motives, and deeply buried secrets.

Ill Wind (Kevin J. Anderson & Doug Beason)

A supertanker crashes into the Golden Gate Bridge, spilling oil. Desperate to avert environmental & PR disaster, the oil company uses an oil-eating microbe to break up the spill. But the microbe, becomes airborne … and mutates to consume petrocarbons: oil, gas, synthetic fabrics, plastics. When all plastic begins to dissolve, it’s too late.…

Ignition (Kevin J. Anderson & Doug Beason)

NASA—you have a problem. In this high-tech action adventure from Kevin J. Anderson and Doug Beason, terrorists seize control of the Kennedy Space Center and hold the shuttle Atlantis and its crew hostage on the launchpad. But astronaut “Iceberg” Friese, grounded from the mission because of a broken foot, is determined to slip through the swamps and rocket facilities around Cape Canaveral and pull the plug on the terrorists. With their years of experience in the field, Anderson and Beason have packed Ignition with insider information to create an extremely plausible, action-packed thriller.

Magnetic Reflections (Kevin J. Anderson & Doug Beason)

Three collected tales from Kevin J. Anderson and Doug Beason: “Reflections in a Magnetic Mirror”—Gripping science fiction story set at a Magnetic Mirror Fusion Facility. “Rescue at L-5”—The short story that became the basis for their novel Lifeline. “Prisons”—On a harsh prison planet, the warden and the staff are as much prisoners as the convicts, but a risky prison break might free them all. Bonus material includes deleted chapters from their eco-thriller novel Ill Wind.

Mythical Creatures

An original, standalone story in the TERRA INCOGNITA universe: A prester in search of penance accepts an assignment to the rugged Soeland Islands, but he must confront his faith after he is cast overboard and then rescued by a mythical creature that the Scriptures tell him cannot exist. BONUS: Also contains the complete story and lyrics (written by Kevin J. Anderson & Rebecca Moesta) for the two TERRA INCOGNITA crossover rock CDs performed by Roswell Six.

Resurrection, Inc. (2012 edition, Author’s Preferred Text) [also in trade paperback]

In the future, the dead walk the streets—Resurrection, Inc. found a profitable way to do it. A microprocessor brain, synthetic heart, artificial blood, and a fresh corpse can return as a Servant for anyone with the price. Trained to obey any command, Servants have no minds of their own, no memories of their past lives.

Supposedly.

Then came Danal. He was murdered, a sacrifice from the ever-growing cult of neo-Satanists who sought heaven in the depths of hell. But as a Servant, Danal began to remember. He learned who had killed him, who he was, and what Resurrection, Inc. had in mind for the human race.

Saga of Seven Suns: Veiled Alliances [also in trade paperback]

This prequel novella to Kevin J. Anderson’s international bestselling space opera Saga of Seven Suns, is based on his 2004 graphic novel Veiled Alliances from Wildstorm/DC Comics.

The novella offers glimpses into the origin of the green priests on Theroc, the first Roamer skymining operations on a gas-giant planet, the discovery of the Klikiss robots entombed in an abandoned alien city, the initial Ildiran expedition to Earth, the rescue of the generation ship Burton and the tragedy that leads to sinister breeding experiments. Veiled Alliances is an excellent starting point for readers new to the Saga, as well as an unforgettable adventure for fans of the series.

The Trinity Paradox (Kevin J. Anderson & Doug Beason)

Activist Elizabeth Devane wished for an end to nuclear weapons. Surely, she thought, if they’d known what they were unleashing, the scientists of the Manhattan Project would never have created such a terrible instrument of destruction. But during a protest action, the unthinkable happened: a flash of light, a silent confusion, and Elizabeth awakes to find herself alone in a desolate desert arroyo … and almost fifty years in the past. June 1944. Los Alamos, New Mexico. While the Allies battle in the Pacific and begin the Normandy invasion in Europe, Nazi Germany deviates from the timeline Elizabeth knows and uses its newfound nuclear arsenal against America. Somehow, someway, Elizabeth has been given the chance to put the genie back in the bottle … yet could she—should she—attempt the greatest sabotage in history?

by Brian Herbert

The Garbage Chronicles

In the super-consumer society of the future, recycling is illegal, and Earth’s garbage is catapulted into deep space. But as humankind reluctantly learns, what goes up must come down….

In this rollicking, thought-provoking, highly imaginative exploration, Brian Herbert shares the environmental concerns of his father, Frank Herbert, the world-famous author of Dune.

House Atreides (Prelude to Dune 1) (Brian Herbert & Kevin J. Anderson)

Frank Herbert’s Dune chronicles became an enduring classic and the most popular science fiction series of all time. Working from recently discovered files left by his father, Brian Herbert and best-selling novelist Kevin J. Anderson bring us Dune: House Atreides, the prequel, which captures all the complexity and grand themes of the original work while weaving a new tapestry of great passion and momentous destiny into a saga that expands the tale written by Frank Herbert more than thirty years ago.

Complex, brilliant, and prophetic, Frank Herbert’s award-winning Dune chronicles captured the imaginations of millions of readers worldwide—and transformed their perception of what the future could be. By his death in 1986, Frank Herbert had completed six novels in the Dune series. But much of his vision—vast, sprawling, and multilayered—remained unwritten. Now, working from recently discovered files left by his father, Brian Herbert and bestselling novelist Kevin J. Anderson collaborate on a new novel, the first volume in the prequel to Dune—where we step onto planet Arrakis.

House Harkonnen (Prelude to Dune 2) (Brian Herbert & Kevin J. Anderson)

Brian Herbert and Kevin J. Anderson return to the vivid universe of Frank Herbert’s Dune, bringing a vast array of rich and complex characters into conflict to shape the destiny of worlds.…

As Shaddam sits at last on the Golden Lion Throne, Baron Vladimir Harkonnen plots against the new Emperor and House Atreides—and against the mysterious Sisterhood of the Bene Gesserit. For Leto Atreides, grown complacent and comfortable as ruler of his House, it is a time of momentous choice: between friendship and duty, safety and destiny. But for the survival of House Atreides, there is just one choice—strive for greatness or be crushed.

House Corrino (Prelude to Dune 3) (Brian Herbert & Kevin J. Anderson)

In Dune: House Corrino Brian Herbert and Kevin J. Anderson bring us the magnificent final chapter in the unforgettable saga begun in Dune: House Atreides and continued in Dune: House Harkonnen.

Here nobles and commoners, soldiers and slaves, wives and courtesans shape the amazing destiny of a tumultuous universe. An epic saga of love and war, crime and politics, religion and revolution, this magnificent novel is a fitting conclusion to a great science fiction trilogy … and an invaluable addition to the thrilling world of Frank Herbert’s immortal Dune.

Dune: House Corrino—Fearful of losing his precarious hold on the Golden Lion Throne, Shaddam IV, Emperor of a Million Worlds, has devised a radical scheme to develop an alternative to melange, the addictive spice that binds the Imperium together and that can be found only on the desert world of Dune.

In subterranean labs on the machine planet Ix, cruel Tleilaxu overlords use slaves and prisoners as part of a horrific plan to manufacture a synthetic form of melange known as amal. If amal can supplant the spice from Dune, it will give Shaddam what he seeks: absolute power.

The Lost Apostles [also in trade paperback]

Long ago, the ancient gospels of Jesus’s female apostles were stolen by powerful churchmen and relegated to the rubbish heaps of history. But those apostles have been reborn as female children, and are dictating new gospels that will be incorporated into a radical new religious text, the Holy Women’s Bible.

At a hidden women’s fortress in Greece, the teenager Lori Vale develops a paranormal relationship with one of the reincarnated children, and soon begins to suspect that she may have been connected to the female apostles of Jesus in ancient times, when the Son of God walked the earth and preached to the people of the Holy Land.

While information about Lori’s past is unfolding, she finds herself caught in a violent religious conflict that has immense historical repercussions. Powerful, brutal men want to suppress the emerging gospels of the she-apostles, men who are hell-bent on destroying the radical women and their heretical texts. The women race to get their material completed and published before they are annihilated, but they have another big problem: the twelfth she-apostle—Martha of Galilee—has not been found yet, and the other female apostles say she holds a dark secret that could do enormous damage to the cause of women, and to the entire planet….

Memorymakers (with Marie Landis)

Memorymakers tells the story of an ancient race of beings called the Ch’Var, who live among humans. They look like humans, act like humans, talk like humans. Their appetites, though, are anything but human.

First of two collaborations between Brian Herbert and his cousin Marie Landis.

The Race for God 

God, it turns out, lives on the planet Tananius-Ofo in the distant galaxy 722C12009. And now, after countless millennia, He’s invited us to come visit Him.

Not everybody, mind you. Just an odd assortment of heathens, heretics, pantheists, perverts, and true believers of every sect and creed—all crammed into a single white spaceship piloted by a slightly crazed biocomputer. Each pilgrim is determined to be the first to reach God and learn His secrets …

If they don’t all kill each other on the way there.

Sidney’s Comet

Bestselling author Brian Herbert’s hilarious first novel. For centuries the slops that inhabit the Earth have been rocketing their refuse into the Galaxy, carelessly littering the cosmos with wrappers and peelings and bottles and cans. But now the universe is about to get even. An immense comet of garbage has been sighted on a collision course for Earth! Only one man can stop it: a human discard, a lowly government worker who dreams of becoming a Space Patrol Captain but could never pass the physical—the unheroic, the imperfect, the one-and-only Sidney Malloy!

The Stolen Gospels [also in trade paperback]

Lori Vale, a rebellious teenager, is thrust into the middle of a violent religious conflict when her mother is murdered, and the girl is taken to a heavily guarded fortress in an ancient Greek monastery. There, a group of radical women is creating an earthshaking religious text, the Holy Women’s Bible. The new sacred book will include the Old Testament and the New Testament, edited to alter gospels that are detrimental to the interests of women, such as passages asserting that they should obey their husbands, remain silent in churches, and suffer the burden of Eve’s sins.

A third section of the Holy Women’s Bible is the biggest bombshell, the Testament of the She-Apostles. It asserts that Jesus Christ had 24 apostles, not 12, and half were women called “she-apostles.” Eleven she-apostles have been reincarnated in modern times as female children, and are revealing new female-oriented gospels about the life of Jesus, stories they say were omitted from the Bible by male church authorities who decided what to include in the Bible and what to leave out of it, in order to assert the power and dominance of men over women.

The radical women have dangerous enemies, and Lori’s life is in grave peril, along with the lives of the remarkable female apostles of Jesus….

Stormworld (Brian Herbert & Bruce Taylor) [also in trade paperback]

Novella. After the Greenland ice cap suffers an abrupt and catastrophic collapse, Earth’s climate suddenly changes, turning the planet into a horrendous stormworld. Against this backdrop, men and women in the Cascade Seed Repository valiantly struggle to protect the food supply of civilization…..

Sudanna, Sudanna

On the peanut-shaped planetoid of Ut, a 150-million-year-old computer named Mamacita rules with dictatorial control. Her every whim is a steadfast rule, and no command is stronger than the ban of Sudanna, the wind that sweeps across Ut spreading the liberating sounds of music.

Hiley OIV is one of Ut’s most conscientious inhabitants, a man so afraid of losing his head (Utpeople have very precarious necks) that a Bad Thought almost never enters his mind. But now his teenage daughter has fallen in love with Prussirian BBD—Ut’s most notorious outlaw—a man who has broken Mamacita’s cardinal rule: he makes music.

Tales of Dune  (Brian Herbert & Kevin J. Anderson)

Three previously uncollected stories set in the Dune universe by Brian Herbert & Kevin J. Anderson, includes the all-new tale “Wedding Silk,” a story of young Paul Atreides, as well as “Sea Child” and “Treasure in the Sand.” Bonus material includes “Dune: Blood and Water” and “Dune: Fremen Justice.”

Timeweb Chronicles Omnibus [also in trade paperback]

Timeweb—Brian Herbert creates a universe of wondrous possibilities that is populated by sentient spaceships, shapwshifters, intriguing robots, and miniature aliens with mysterious powers. Humanity has become a mercantile society that has spread throughout the galaxy, ruled by wealthy merchant princes who live in decadent splendor—entirely unaware of another realm just beneath the fabric of the universe.

When galactic ecologist Noah Watanabe discovers the cause of a strange, cosmic disintegration, he embarks on an epic journey to restore the ancient balance to the crumbling galaxy. Noah must work with warring, alien races to unlock the secrets to a vast celestial puzzle.

The Web and the Stars—The web is unraveling, threatening to plunge the universe into oblivion.

Galactic ecologist Noah Watanabe is struggling to hold the cosmic filigree together, while the evil shapeshifter race of Mutatis threatens to use a doomsday weapon against humanity. Noah has his own paranormal ability to journey into the depths of the universe, but he has made enemies of his own, including a third powerful force determined to destroy humans and Mutatis alike.

Webdancers—The conclusion to Brian Herbert’s epic Timeweb trilogy. As the human race and the sinister shape-shifting Mutatis continue their epic war, the connecting filigree of Timeweb strands that hold the universe together, begins to unravel. Sentient podships travel the strands of the web, but the cosmos itself is disintegrating.

Galactic ecologist Noah Watanabe, possessed of special powers, is the one person who has a chance of saving all races. He is immortal, and faced with the crisis to the universe, he is also evolving, changing both mentally and physically … but into what? Noah is swept on a tidal wave of destiny and knows there is no turning back.

The Timeweb Chronicles 1: Timeweb

Brian Herbert creates a universe of wondrous possibilities that is populated by sentient spaceships, shapeshifters, intriguing robots, and miniature aliens with mysterious powers. Humanity has become a mercantile society that has spread throughout the galaxy, ruled by wealthy merchant princes who live in decadent splendor—entirely unaware of another realm just beneath the fabric of the universe.

When galactic ecologist Noah Watanabe discovers the cause of a strange, cosmic disintegration, he embarks on an epic journey to restore the ancient balance to the crumbling galaxy. Noah must work with warring, alien races to unlock the secrets to a vast celestial puzzle.

The Timeweb Chronicles 2: The Web and the Stars

In Timeweb, Brian Herbert introduced readers to the fantastically beautiful galactic web of space and time that interconnects the cosmos, which can be used as a transportation infrastructure for sentient starships. But the web is unraveling, threatening to plunge the universe into oblivion.

Galactic ecologist Noah Watanabe is struggling to hold the cosmic filigree together, while the evil shapeshifter race of Mutatis threatens to use a doomsday weapon against humanity. Noah has his own paranormal ability to journey into the depths of the universe, but he has made enemies of his own, including a third powerful force determined to destroy humans and Mutatis alike.

The Timeweb Chronicles 3: Webdancers

The conclusion to Brian Herbert’s epic Timeweb trilogy. As the human race and the sinister shape-shifting Mutatis continue their epic war, the connecting filigree of Timeweb strands that hold the universe together, begins to unravel. Sentient podships travel the strands of the web, but the cosmos itself is disintegrating.

Galactic ecologist Noah Watanabe, possessed of special powers, is the one person who has a chance of saving all races. He is immortal, and faced with the crisis to the universe, he is also evolving, changing both mentally and physically … but into what? Noah is swept on a tidal wave of destiny and knows there is no turning back.

Timeweb Chronicles Omnibus [also in trade paperback]

Timeweb—Brian Herbert creates a universe of wondrous possibilities that is populated by sentient spaceships, shapwshifters, intriguing robots, and miniature aliens with mysterious powers. Humanity has become a mercantile society that has spread throughout the galaxy, ruled by wealthy merchant princes who live in decadent splendor—entirely unaware of another realm just beneath the fabric of the universe.

When galactic ecologist Noah Watanabe discovers the cause of a strange, cosmic disintegration, he embarks on an epic journey to restore the ancient balance to the crumbling galaxy. Noah must work with warring, alien races to unlock the secrets to a vast celestial puzzle.

The Web and the Stars—The web is unraveling, threatening to plunge the universe into oblivion.

Galactic ecologist Noah Watanabe is struggling to hold the cosmic filigree together, while the evil shapeshifter race of Mutatis threatens to use a doomsday weapon against humanity. Noah has his own paranormal ability to journey into the depths of the universe, but he has made enemies of his own, including a third powerful force determined to destroy humans and Mutatis alike.

Webdancers—The conclusion to Brian Herbert’s epic Timeweb trilogy. As the human race and the sinister shape-shifting Mutatis continue their epic war, the connecting filigree of Timeweb strands that hold the universe together, begins to unravel. Sentient podships travel the strands of the web, but the cosmos itself is disintegrating.

Galactic ecologist Noah Watanabe, possessed of special powers, is the one person who has a chance of saving all races. He is immortal, and faced with the crisis to the universe, he is also evolving, changing both mentally and physically … but into what? Noah is swept on a tidal wave of destiny and knows there is no turning back.

by Frank Herbert

Angels’ Fall [also in trade paperback]

One of Frank Herbert’s lost, never-before-published novels written before Dune.

Angels’ Fall is a gripping thriller set in the South American jungles.  After a plane crash deep in the Amazon, freelance pilot Jeb Logan has to keep himself and his passengers alive in a gruelling trip downriver.  Adrift in the wreckage of the plane with Jeb are a beautiful singer, her young son, and a ruthless murderer clinging to the last thread of sanity. With supplies running out and nature itself turning against them, this small desperate group struggles to survive against the jungle—and each other.

Direct Descent

Earth has become a library planet for thousands of years, a bastion of both useful and useless knowledge—esoterica of all types, history, science, politics—gathered by teams of “pack rats” who scour the galaxy for any scrap of information. Knowledge is power, knowledge is wealth, and knowledge can be a weapon. As powerful dictators come and go over the course of history, the cadre of dedicated librarians is sworn to obey the lawful government … and use their wits to protect the treasure trove of knowledge they have collected over the millennia.

Destination: Void [also in trade paperback]

The starship Earthling, filled with thousands of hybernating colonists en route to a new world at Tau Ceti, is stranded beyond the solar system when the ship’s three Organic Mental Cores—disembodied human brains that control the vessel’s functions—go insane. An emergency skeleton crew sees only one chance for survival: to create an artificial consciousness in the Earthling’s primary computer, which could guide them to their destination … or could destroy the human race.

Frank Herbert’s classic novel that begins the epic Pandora Sequence (written with Bill Ransom), which also includes The Jesus Incident, The Lazarus Effect, and The Ascension Factor.

The Heaven Makers

Immortal aliens have observed Earth for centuries, making full sensory movies of wars, natural disasters, and horrific human activities … all to relieve their boredom. When they finally became jaded by ordinary, run-of-the-mill tragedies, they found ways to create their own disasters, just to amuse themselves. However, interfering with human activities was forbidden, and by the time Investigator Kelexel arrived to investigate, things were really getting out of hand.…

High-Opp [also in trade paperback]

A never-before-published novel written before Dune.

EMASI—Each Man A Separate Individual!

That is the rallying cry of the Seps, the Separatists engaged in a class war against the upper tiers of a society driven entirely by opinion polls. 

Those who score high in the polls, the High-Opps, live in plush apartments, with comfortable jobs, every possible convenience. But those who happen to be low-opped, find themselves crowded in Warrens, with harsh lives and brutal conditions.

Daniel Movius, Ex-Senior Liaitor, rides high in the opinion polls until he becomes a casualty, brushed aside by a very powerful man. Low-opped and abandoned, Movius finds himself fighting for survival in the city’s underworld. There, the opinion of the masses is clear: It is time for a revolution against the corrupt super-privileged. And every revolution needs a leader.

Man of Two Worlds (Frank Herbert & Brian Herbert)

Frank Herbert’s last published novel, a charming and witty science fiction adventure coauthored with his son Brian. What if the entire universe were the creation of alien minds? After an unfortunate spaceship accident, the hedonistic and ambitious human Lutt Hansen, Jr., finds himself sharing his body and mind with a naive alien dreamer. The two have to survive numerous dangers, schemes and assassination attempts … but can they survive each other?

Pandora Sequence 1:The Jesus Incident (Frank Herbert & Bill Ransom)

A sentient Ship with godlike powers (and aspirations) delivers the last survivors of humanity to a horrific, poisonous planet, Pandora—rife with deadly Nerve-Runners, Hooded Dashers, airborne jellyfish, and intelligent kelp. Chaplain/Psychiatrist Raja Lon Flattery is brought back out of hybernation to witness Ship’s machinations as well as the schemes of human scientists manipulating the genetic structure of humanity. Sequel to Frank Herbert’s Destination: Void, the first book in Herbert & Ransom’s Pandora Sequence.

Pandora Sequence 2: The Lazarus Effect (Frank Herbert & Bill Ransom)

In The Jesus Incident Herbert and Ransom introduced Ship, an artificial intelligence that believed it was God, abandoning its unworthy human cargo on the all-sea world of Pandora. Now centuries have passed. The descendants of humanity, split into Mermen and Islanders, must reunite … because Pandora’s original owner is returning to life!

Pandora Sequence 3: The Ascension Factor (Frank Herbert & Bill Ransom)

Pandora’s humans have been recovering land from its raging seas at an accelerated pace since The Lazarus Effect. The great kelp of the seas, sentient but electronically manipulated by humans, buffers Pandora’s wild currents to restore land and facilitate the booming sea trade. New settlements rise overnight, but children starve in their shadows. An orbiting assembly station is near completion of Project Voidship, which is the hope of many for finding a better world.

Pandora is under the fist of an ambitious clone from hibernation called The Director, who rules with a sadistic security force led by the assassin Spider Nevi. Small resistance groups, like the one led by Twisp Queets and Ben Ozette, have had little effect on his absolute power. The Director controls the transportation of foodstuffs; uprisings are punished with starvation.

The resistance fighters’ main hope is Crista Galli, a woman believed by some to be the child of God. Crista pools her talents with Dwarf MacIntosh, Beatriz Tatoosh, and Rico LaPush to transcend the barriers between the different species and overthrow The Director and the sinister cabal with which he rules.

The Pandora Sequence omnibus (Frank Herbert & Bill Ransom) [also in trade paperback]

The Jesus Incident—Book 1 in Herbert & Ransom’s Pandora Sequence.

A sentient Ship with godlike powers (and aspirations) delivers the last survivors of humanity to a horrific, poisonous planet, Pandora—rife with deadly Nerve-Runners, Hooded Dashers, airborne jellyfish, and intelligent kelp. Chaplain/Psychiatrist Raja Lon Flattery is brought back out of hybernation to witness Ship’s machinations as well as the schemes of human scientists manipulating the genetic structure of humanity. Sequel to Frank Herbert’s Destination: Void.

The Lazarus Effect—Book 2 in Herbert & Ransom’s Pandora Sequence.

Centuries have passed since The Jesus Incident. The descendants of humanity, split into Mermen and Islanders, must reunite … because Pandora’s original owner is returning to life!

The Acension Factor—Book 3 in Herbert & Ransom’s Pandora Sequence.

Pandora’s humans have been recovering land from its raging seas at an accelerated pace since The Lazarus Effect. The great kelp of the seas, sentient but electronically manipulated by humans, buffers Pandora’s wild currents to restore land and facilitate the booming sea trade. New settlements rise overnight, but children starve in their shadows. An orbiting assembly station is near completion of Project Voidship, which is the hope of many for finding a better world.

Pandora is under the fist of an ambitious clone from hibernation called The Director, who rules with a sadistic security force led by the assassin Spider Nevi. Small resistance groups, like the one led by Twisp Queets and Ben Ozette, have had little effect on his absolute power. The Director controls the transportation of foodstuffs; uprisings are punished with starvation.

The resistance fighters’ main hope is Crista Galli, a woman believed by some to be the child of God. Crista pools her talents with Dwarf MacIntosh, Beatriz Tatoosh, and Rico LaPush to transcend the barriers between the different species and overthrow The Director and the sinister cabal with which he rules.

Soul Catcher

Katsuk, a militant Native American student, kidnaps 13-year-old David Marshall—the son of the US Undersecretary of State. The two flee into the deepest wilds of the Pacific Northwest, where they must survive together as teams of hunters try to track them. David begins to feel a growing bond of respect for his captor, even as he struggles to escape. What the boy does not know, however, is that he has been chosen as an innocent from the white world for an ancient sacrifice of vengeance. And Katsuk may be divinely inspired … or simply insane.

 

by Bill Ransom

Burn

A vivid and gritty thriller in the vein of Michael Crichton and Tom Clancy, BURN takes today’s genetic research one step into a terrifying future, a “Hot Zone” world gone mad about a man-made contagion that literally leaves no one untouched. It is called GenoVax, and the death it brings is horrifying. It is the most frightening weapon mankind has ever created, and when it is unleashed, the human race will know what it is like to burn.… From the author of Jaguar and ViraVax and the coauthor, with Frank Herbert, of The Jesus Incident.

Jaguar

In waking life, he is a combat vet with a mysterious sleep disorder, confined to a VA hospital bed. When he sleeps, he roams the plains of another world, invading the minds of the people as they dream and forcing them to do his will. They call him … Jaguar.

In both worlds, there are those who know the Jaguar’s secret. They are learning to link their minds across the void between worlds, following the dreampaths the Jaguar created—all the way back to where his body lies helpless … an easy target for their justice.

ViraVax

In the private laboratory known as ViraVax, Rico Toledo has uncovered a horrifying truth. In this place, run by a mysterious group called the Children of Eden, the worst suspicions of ex-intelligence officer Toledo have been confirmed: his partner has been genetically programmed for assassination—and Toledo may have been altered too.

by Brad Torgersen

Lights in the Deep

Ten astounding tales by triple award nominee Brad R. Torgersen. Go on fantastic new adventures at the bottom of Earth's oceans and at the edge of the solar system. Meet humans who are utterly alien and aliens who are all too human. Originally featured in the pages of Analog Science Fiction and Fact magazine as well as Orson Scott Card's InterGalactic Medicine Show, these stories are gathered here for the first time, along with anecdotes and other commentary from the author.

Features the stories Ray of Light (2012 Hugo & Nebula nominee), Outbound (2011 Analog Readers Choice Award winner), and Exanastasis (2010 Writers of the Future Award winner).

Introductions by Stanley Schmidt, Mike Resnick and Allan Cole.

Copyrighted Material

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including photocopying, recording or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the express written permission of the copyright holder, except where permitted by law. This novel is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination, or, if real, used fictitiously.

This book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.
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