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Manaful World

August 1, 2000

ʻŌmaʻomaʻo Hopohopo City

Protector’s Academy

He was a hell of a killer for being the runt of the family. Ejad Honua could become a top assassin easily. Elder Uli, the Protector’s Academy owner, instantly knew this. The diminutive Hopohopo, empowered with self-made gadgetry, walloped his bullies on that ominous night. Uli saw the entire take-down.

A foot shorter but miles smarter than most dwarves, teenaged Ejad defended himself with gadgetry. Uli was lucky to be near enough to sense the intense emotions involved. He arrived at once to investigate. Upon teleporting to the Academy, the Elder admired Ejad’s small switchblade baton. It was at full extension, dripping maroon droplets.

Elder Uli levitated in the twilight over the empty parking lot, studying the dismembered hands of two Hopohopo teens on the ground below him. His bioluminescent elder’s robe glowed in the spectrum of greens from emeralds to aquas, floating around him with a mind of its own. The magical cloth’s power uplifted him physically and spiritually. Source’s eminence filled his every turn and nod with beauty. But his dark personage lessened its vibrance. He smirked at the fleeing bullies, a blonde and brunette, who sobbed with arms pressed against damp chests. Their severed hands lay haphazardly mismatched, the pale one beside the brown, fingers twitching on the now bloodstained asphalt.

Ejad tapped a button on the metal baton in his hand. The blade folded on itself and disappeared into the weapon’s tip. He closed his eyes and bowed his head as if in prayer, completely stoic. He wasn’t breathing hard nor shaking. He held his shoulders back almost proudly, strangely giving him a taller presence. Backpack at his feet, he rested his weaponed arm against his leg. Uli considered teleporting the weapon back to his mansion in a blink of the eye. But instinct told him the baton wasn’t the most valuable weaponry here. The Elder descended gracefully until the youngster was bathed in the glow of his robes.

“Where’d you get that contraption?” Uli’s deep baritone echoed in the lot. His feet came to rest in front of Ejad, whose eyes had widened into orbs of surprise. Uli waved at the dismembered hands at their feet. The body parts and stains vanished into thin air.  

Ejad jumped in awe, having only heard of Elder Uli. Never dreamed of meeting him. It’s a breathtaking moment akin to meeting the monarchy. There was protocol for this sort of thing.

The teen immediately kneeled on the ground before his Elder. Ejad’s plain green sarong rode up his thighs, revealing rippling hamstrings from squatting to tend to his machinery and training at the Academy staff’s gym. Ejad didn’t reply to Uli about the weapon. 

“Speak up!” Uli yelled, impatient by-half already that he had to voice his thoughts. Mind-reading and projecting one’s thoughts was the Manaful way. Why won’t this student answer? The youngster continued to kneel with nary a projected thought nor a spoken word.

The elder sighed, staring at the teen at his feet. With skills like that, the boy could have been a prized Academy member instead of a tech assistant. Uli squinted to peer into the shaggy, overly-long brown head. Huh, that’s not the regulation cut. Come to think of it, the little fighter wasn’t wearing the required teal sarong of Academy students nor the forest green of employees. His was a darker hue, deep moss.

Uli realized this boy must be a full-fledged Hopohopo. However clever they may be, they couldn’t match a Manaful in anything. He shrugged at the ease of the task. These Hopohopo failed to mentally communicate much less screen their minds. Their thoughts were unshielded, practically screaming aloud on cartoonesque bubbles above their heads.

“Tell me your name,” Elder Uli telepathically projected (TP) into Ejad’s head.

“I am Ejad, a lowly tech assistant, Great Elder!” Ejad thought carefully, sensing Uli’s intrusion into his mind. 

“I accept my punishment for maiming two of your students. But I am not in the wrong. Reach back into my brain for my rationale. They deserved this and more.” 

Uli’s left brow rose in curiosity. Though Ejad’s head was bowed, his thoughts rang with confidence and self-assurance. Such bravado to an elder was something Uli rarely saw in a young dwarf, not to mention a Hopohopo. He suddenly wanted to hear the boy speak aloud.

“Stand up! Use your words!” Uli commanded.

Ejad came to his feet smoothly like a breakdancer, arms and legs loosely relaxed. He didn’t speak a word. He lifted his chin, waiting for the elder to kill him or scramble his brain. Ejad emanated stillness and serenity despite having just assaulted two other young dwarves. His eyes were ice.

Uli’s normal disregard for other’s feelings or concerns dissipated. This young one fascinated him. He peered again into Ejad’s brain. He saw flashbacks of the injured teens bullying Ejad over the last few months. Each encounter was a snapshot of humiliation for Ejad. The humiliation came from having to restrain himself. Uli zeroed in on the events of this evening, viewing the memory clearly.

The three dwarfs were in an empty Academy classroom. The dirty blond student towered over a stoically serious Ejad. The former squeezed the life out of a furry hamster. He dropped the lifeless pet at Ejad’s feet. “I guess little Hammy can’t help with your experiments any more!” The blonde bully cackled.

Ejad looked down at the pet. He neither grimaced nor cried. His lack of reaction irked the bullies. The dark haired student opened a Jackson chameleon’s cage, grinning. Ejad’s breath finally hitched. His eyes narrowed. This jazzed both bullies. Without a care for the pet’s ribs, the second bully crushed the chameleon’s body like gelatin with his bare hands. The bullies only laughed at the grotesque crunch of its bones. The student dropped the lifeless yet still beautiful rainbow reptile to the floor next to its deceased furrier companion. Ejad swallowed whatever screams were awakening in his throat. His eyes widened into saucers. He had yet to move. 

The dirty blonde shouted, “Let’s get out of here before he calls the Chief!” He was referring to Ejad’s technology supervisor who normally ran the very lab they stood in. Being too poor to land a full Academy course, Ejad Honua had chosen part-time employment and attending free staff-only classes as the path to achieving his dreams.

“Sure thing! Let’s bail!” The brunette answered as they exited much quicker than they’d entered. There was no rhyme nor reason why they chose to “visit” Ejad daily. This particular encounter had been by far the worst. Ejad’s lack of verbal response nor reporting of their daily insults and slurs had urged them on. How’d they escalate from name-calling and toppling furniture to killing pets, Ejad couldn’t guess. He’d get revenge.

A rodent scurried on the fire escape behind Ejad, bringing Elder Uli back to the present. He stared down at the young dwarf, who was at least a foot shorter than the elder. Ejad raised his brow as if to ask, Got what you needed from my brain? 

Uli nodded at Ejad. His foray into the youngsters mind had shown him the Hopohopoʻs ingenuity. He had manufactured the multi-purpose switch-blade baton from scratch on his own using springs and clockwork mechanics. He was an inventor. This one was a keeper.

Uli’s Song: Uliʻs New Pet: 

“This one’s a keeper –can it get any better?

This one’s for me I know things are looking up now.

Asked Source for at least one worthy of me somehow.

Waited a millenia for others to shape up– step up.

Find me one that’s not wimpy and quivery when I say, “Shut up!”

One who doesn’t care whether he lives nor dies by my hand.

One who sees past my foibles and occasional need to grandstand.

A youngster who is trainable in my wily ways.

A faithful acolyte who will not stray.

A true killer –with none of that heart of gold mess.

Ejad will even call me out on my BS.

I can’t thank Source more for this makana of all makana.

Oh, boy! We’re gonna plan, we’re gonna scheme. I wanna!”

Ejad stood at attention and stared grimly at the Elder as if awaiting orders. This brought out a smile on Uli’s sour face. 

The Elder lifted his chin. “You’re coming with me to the sandalwood forest.”

Ejad mutely blinked his agreement.

The rest was history.
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Chapter 1 Ari’s Moody Moods

[image: ]




Storyteller in Papakōlea, Hawaiʻi

August 4, 2022

At twelve years old, Ari had the spunk of a girl twice her age. She was often left to her own devices while her parents kept busy. She often hatched plans to amuse herself unbeknownst to whichever adult was keeping an eye on her. She still missed her parents and got into her little moods. 

Aunt Ellie read her mind, “You canʻt have it both ways. Either you want them around a lot or you want space.”

“Can’t they give lots of kisses and hugs like you do? ” Ari mumbled.

“Oh, well, you have to admit: thereʻs only one of me!”  Aunt Ellie winked and smooched Ari’s cheek to change the mood.

Ari giggled, yet her thoughts lingered on her parents. They did give her the occasional hugs and kisses. Just not as much as she wanted. They never phoned when they were at work, instead trusting her loneliness will be fixed by her Aunt.

“I don’t think they love me as much as they should,” Ari said.

Aunt Ellie almost laughed, but kept her lips pursed. She shook her head instead. She moved as fluidly as a forty-nine year-old could manage from the settee where sheʻd been re-hemming her culottes to the couch. She gracefully joined Ari who lounged on it. Dropping a hand on her nieceʻs shoulders, she bent down to peer into Ari’s dark brown eyes.

“They love you in their own way,” Aunt Ellie insisted.

She continued, “Remember thereʻs food on the table and clothes in your closet.”

Ari rolled her eyes, wishing her Aunt understood that provisions arenʻt enough. It takes affection and patience from a parent for a child to feel appreciated.

As if mind-melded, Aunt Ellie kissed Ariʻs cheek saying, “We all love you. We are all here for you, although I speak more for myself than your parents. Yet, the trust they instill in you and I to be strong without their continuous presence is precious. Everyone has their own unique way to kākoʻo others.”

Ari shook her head stubbornly. “You can’t call this ‘support’.”

Aunt Ellie just held her tighter and said, “I can and I am. They definitely love you.”

Ari teared up and hugged her Aunt. It lasted exactly six seconds. Then she abruptly leaped up and ran to the front porch, leaving Aunt Ellie blinking at an empty spot on the couch.

“Hey, where are you going?”

Ari shouted over her shoulder, “A walk in Tantalus trails. Iʻll be okay.”

Aunty Ellie frowned, debating whether to follow the pre-teen. She was never one hundred percent sure how safe it was on the hilly trails. It was a block behind her mountain residence in Papakōlea. There were wild boar, feral chicken, and even wilder teens smoking marijuana in their trailside hideouts.

“Iʻll be fine!” Ari said from the doorway. “It's homestead land where everyone knows everyone. You’re such a worrier!”

Aunt Ellie watched the girl rocket off into the afternoon humidity. She scratched her graying head and got up to pace the living room. Keeping Ari by her side all the time was getting increasingly difficult as the girl aged. Recently she’d created an entire story to keep the preteen distracted from her absent parents. It had helped Ari recover from the tumultuous years of the COVID pandemic.

Aunt Ellie stopped in her tracks. The story! Ari needed The Secret Club in her life more than ever. Perhaps the story needed more spice. Thatʻll bring Ari back to herself.

“I can get her to sit still longer that way,” she told herself. She paced to recall where she’d left off in the fictional story.

In the magical world of Manaful, accessed through Shimmery Walls, her three young heroes witnessed the unfolding of Elder Uli’s plans to take control of the Elder Council and the whole Manaful World. They had seen his eventual demise by the hands of Maka, his grandson. However, the malevolent Spirit Lapu, who had empowered Uli, still controls part of Manaful. Nicole, Pierre, and Malie - the Secret Club - are molecularly traveling via the Shimmery Wall right into the aftermath of one of Lapu’s destructive rampages.

One problem was Aunt Ellie’s inability to answer all of Ari’s questions. The preteen didn’t like waiting a whole day for the next part. Her niece was most inquisitive about mind powers. And Lapu. I’m going to have to stretch my imagination, she thought.

Aunt Ellie hummed a song of hope to herself and returned to her rehemming and waited for Ari’s return. Her mind worked as fast as her fingers as the story evolved. The clock hanging over her decorative fireplace depicted native Hawaiian birds instead of numerals. It ticked towards the ‘ōma’o thrush that represented two o’clock.

Aunt Ellieʻs Song of Hope: 

“God above helps us when we are lost.

Our sacrifices sometimes have a cost.

We grow through these changes daily.

What would we do without family?

Praise be for those who stick together.

Facing the good and the bad weather.

Trust one another to be there still.

No matter how things go downhill,

Love provides this deep inner hope.

Remember that united we can cope!”
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Chapter 2 Lapu Mind Attack 
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Manaful World

August 4, 2022

Sandalwood Forest, Elder Territory

“What the heck happened here?” Nicole said, filter-free as always. She burst out of the Shimmery Wall and stood astounded by the devastation of trees everywhere. The Manaful ‘Ōmaʻomaʻo (green) ʻOhanaʻs forest was as she’d never seen it before—smoking, in ruins. Nicole had an Amazonian build with burnished cocoa-skin and broad shoulders upon which rested the weight of the world. Her eyes searched the smog to find the source of a forlorn thrush song.

Her two friends Pierre and Malie spilled out into the destroyed forest in her wake. They stumbled into each other in shock. Behind them the Shimmery Wall slowly dissipated in mid-air. It shrunk and dissolved into dispersing rainbow mists.

Nicole stomped on the carpet of broken twigs and ashes. “Why is it so barren here? What is that acrid smell?” 

Malie whipped around, arms outstretched, reaching for the loving boughs of the splintered yet still fragrant sandalwood trees. Her hands only touched stumps. Last time she was here it had been a smorgasbord of vibrancy and magic. Now, the daytime light was leached from this magical forest. Around them hung a gray smog. She adjusted thick glasses on a button nose and whimpered, “It's the parched remains of a wildfire, Nicole!”

Pierre knelt to touch the cindering ashes. There was a residual luminescent glow to the scattered tree fibers at their feet. The air was electrified. His skin itched. He said, “Thereʻs more going on here; remember, nothing is as it seems in Manaful World.”

Nicole and Malie both agreed.

The evening breeze whipped Malie’s brown tresses around her face. She wished for a hair tie. Reading her cherubic face, Pierre handed her a decorative pink and green cotton band with a floral design. 

“Wow, how did you know?” She smiled at Pierre. 

He grinned, “I carry them for my mom. She always misplaces her’s and blames it on pregnancy hormones.” 

Malie smiled in thanks, putting her hair into a ponytail.

Puna, Alakaʻi, Maka and Ikaika were busy regrowing the sandalwood forest nearby. Elder Puna conjured the Shimmery Wall after chasing away Lapu from Maka’s forest just minutes ago.

Soil writhed beneath the quartet as small plants broke through shyly from the ashes. The smoking remains of the trees couldnʻt hold back the new sprouts. The verdant surroundings revived with Mana, the magic of the Manaful world. Elder Puna looked up from a riven tree he was healing with Elder Alaka’i, telepathically projecting (TP) directions to his grandson. “Ikaika, The Secret Club has arrived. You and Maka go receive them. We will join you shortly.”

Ikaika nodded at once. He grabbed Maka’s elbow. The latter frowned as he tapped into his Mana, his new Elder feathers ruffled by Punaʻs command. It was slightly irritating to still be told what to do like a child. 

Reading his mind, Ikaikaʻs interjected in TP, “You are still a child. Donʻt mind Gramps. Trust me, heʻll be bossing us both around until we're well past our two thousandth year.”

“You're right, Ikaika. I’m still sensitive about being treated like a ‘youngster’... just not as confident tapping the Mana as I could be.”

Maka had inherited the Elder title at the death of his grandfather Uli only recently. He was still getting used to freely using Mana. Uli oppressed Maka his whole life into bottling up his magic. With Puna, Alaka’i and Ikaika by his side, he was only now getting the hang of it. 

“Here we go,” Maka TP. He and Ikaika vanished into the wind.

All three humans jumped when the dwarves materialized in front of them. One in elder robes and one in a sarong.

“Holy fudge!” Nicole yelped.

“Ikaika!” Pierre exclaimed.

“Maka!” Malie beamed. “Good to see you again!”

The two Manafuls preened at all the attention. The dwarves were shorter than the human children at almost four feet. That was their maximum height.

Ikaika grinned. “Same here!”

The dwarf raised a hand for the customary fist bumps all around, inciting giggles and happy hops from the kids. Maka only frowned.

“I sense Lapu’s essence still lurking,” Maka Telepathically Group Projected (TGP). “Be on guard.”

Pierre nodded, hugging himself. “Yes, the air is sticky.”

“Also icky,” Malie agreed. She edged closer to the two Manafuls. The wind howled, kicking up detritus and ash.

“There’s definitely something weird going on,” Nicole said. She stood further away with her arms akimbo. She faced the others, mass of curly hair bobbing frenetically. Unaware of the dark mist coalescing right overhead. Malie looked in her direction just in time to see.

Him.

“Nicole! Watch out!” Malie gasped.

Elder Maka and Ikaika turned. The blob resembled a jellyfish. The Spirit in this form seemed more fluid or gaseous than solid.

Nicole looked straight up. In barely a blink the cloud of sticky, inky droplets fell on top of her like a bucket of oil. Her yell rang throughout the smoking forest.

Malie and Pierre ran at Nicole. She was now tangled in threads of the sticky blob. Her yells were muffled.

“LAPU!” Maka and Ikaika shouted.

Pierre and Malie forgot their own safety. They ran right up to the blob from which Nicole’s weakening yells emanated.

Lapu’s essence reached out. Black octopus arms grabbed them both. His inky hold pulled them in, His prey. Disembodied voices infiltrated their minds, all laughing, Lapu was on a roll:

“Hee Hee Hee!”

In the blink of an eye the Secret Club was lost to sight in the sticky mass. They became one with the roiling sphere that captured them in His clutches. Dark wormy Medusa tendrils slithered into their heads, impervious to skin and bone, straight into their brains.

“Coochy coochy coo. Useless little babies playing useless little games. Stupid, freaky, abnormal excuses for children blundering around my world. Pah!” Lapu snickered.

All three kids fell to their knees. They held their heads and cried as Lapu summoned forth every single hurtful memory It could find in their minds, twisting them beyond recognition. Their eyes blurred with tears.

Lapu rasped, “Your parents hate you. Everyone hates you. You hate yourselves.”

Elder Maka centered himself. The robes that had once belonged to his grandfather Uli swam around him in the mossy greens and teals of his ‘Ohana. Family Mana flowed into his being from Source. “Back me up, Ikaika!”

Ikaika set his jaw and nodded. He planted his feet firmly on the ground. Combat pose. He lent his Mana to his friend, Elder Maka. Their power flowed like heat fumes, or a mirage on the Sahara horizon.

Maka raised his hands. The wind flowed around his wrists like bracelets. The Elder blasted Lapu’s smoky essence that was entrapping the Secret Club. The preteens’ mentality had been reduced to blubbering infants. They were blind and deaf to everything except their own self doubts.

Maka’s burst of wind-power pushed the black mist away. It hit a tree and split in two. It gathered back into a blob. Tentacles out, the Spirit surged back like a hungry predator. Nicole, Pierre and Malie reached out, forming a group hug right before Lapuʻs fetid influence drowned them again. 

“We need more power!” Ikaika TP.

Maka nodded. He bent his knees and jumped. Robes whipping, he went for it. He directed the wind into successive blasts.

In synchronicity, as Maka’s elemental attack knocked the dark clouds back, Ikaika leaped into the fray and conjured a force field around the children and himself. It was thin and weak. Won’t hold for long. He trusted Maka to deal with Lapuʻs essence immediately. Above them, the enormous black mist torpedoed towards Maka. 

Whether Maka would have succeeded in fighting off Lapu was never known because Elders Alakaʻi and Puna dropped in just in time. In a rainbow burst of Mana mist, the older pair appeared with their full power on display. Red and white robes flared out around them with fluorescent luminance. Their eyes were unblinking in their alignment with Source.

The revered Elders each raised a single finger. A tremendous white light exploded, zapping the voluminous dark forces. Maka, blinded, fell to the ground. He wiped dirt off his palms and blinked. Lapu’s essence had dissipated.

Ikaika let go of his force field in relief. He fell to his knees. The rose red sarong of ʻUlaʻUla House was covered in soot. He checked on the humans.

Pierre was crying freely. Nicole hugged her knees to rock back and forth, eyes tightly closed. Malie just lay on her face without moving.

Ikaika touched her on the shoulder. She flinched. “Are you alright? Please sit up.”

“Leave me alone,” Malie mumbled into a pile of decaying leaves.

Ikaika looked around. “Pierre?”

“I wish I was dead,” Pierre sniffled. He tried to breathe in deep but only cried harder. He mumbled. “I’m just an imposter... I’m not even that good at football.”

“No way, you’re a legitimate athlete,” Ikaika projected at once.  

Pierre shook his head. Nicole had fists on either temple, frozen and staring. She was thinking, Neither dad nor grandfather wanted me. They threw me away while I was inside mom. Threw us away like trash.

This was serious. Ikaika and Maka raised their eyebrows at the levitating Elders. Though humbled by the latter, the young Manafuls deeply wished for the children’s wellness. Knowing exactly how to deal with the situation, Elder Alaka’i stepped in to heal. He was the first and oldest Manaful. Using that deep power of the soul, he vibrated a soft hum. Lilting rhythms blew gently from his mouth. His breath - his Hā - swam through the air, embracing the children in waves of tranquility. Everyone visibly relaxed.

Pierre rubbed his tears away. He did his breathing exercise. Nicole grimly unwrapped her arms from her knees to stand up. Her gaze was riveted to the sky; she refused to look at anyone. 

Malie sat on her butt and pouted. “That was awful. Just awful.”

Nicole nodded. “I need to douse my brain in a long, warm shower.”

Elders Puna and Alaka’i descended gracefully to the forest floor. Ikaika tentatively peeked into the minds of the three humans. There appeared to be no lasting damage. He let out a held breath with a woosh.

“Apologies for the delay in our arrival,” Elder Alaka’i group projected. “We were tending to the pain of this forest.”

Nicole inhaled deeply and looked at the senior Elders. “Lapu said you two are lying to us.”

“Lapu is the one who lies,” Alaka’i projected.

“As if you’ve never lied even once in your life,” Nicole sneered. Her obsidian eyes flashed. 

“We don’t,” Elder Puna projected. 

None of the three humans met his gaze.

Pierre held out a hand. Malie took it. They got to their feet, holding hands. They looked at their sneakers, still disoriented.

“Lapu said—” Pierre began. 

“—that the Elders are just using us for a nefarious ulterior motive,” Malie finished her friend’s sentence. Pushing her glasses to the bridge of her nose she met Elder Puna’s eyes.

“He said the Elder Council cannot be trusted,” she continued. Malie bit her lower lip, brown eyes begging for the truth.

“It’s true Lapu holds the notion that nothing can be trusted,” Elder Alka’i projected. “He regards every truth with suspicion, infects others with his negativity and doubts... He was not “telling” you anything just now. He was simply creating chaos, confusion and grief using your own fears and thoughts.”

Nicole shook her head gravely. “I don’t want that to happen ever again!”

“Me neither.” Pierre gave Malie a side hug. He thought that perhaps they should go back to the real world where Spirits didn’t sneak around attacking kids.

Ikaika’s face fell into sadness. He heard the thought as clearly as if Pierre had spoken it. Please don’t leave so soon.

Nicole came to Malie’s other side and held her as well. She and Pierre looked at their smaller bookworm friend. Malie scrunched up her face.

“We’ll stay but not here,” Malie decided for the Secret Club.

Ikaika lit up. “My crib?”

The Secret Club raised their fists into the air and yelled, “Aye!”

“We shall stay to work on the forest,” Elder Puna TGP. 

He was already busy vanishing the ashy remains and growing grass. Elder Alaka’i poured out Mana for new buds. A zephyr rose up from the pair of elders to herd the smog away.

Maka gave Ikaika a chin-up, projecting solely to his buddy: “I need a few minutes to...”

Ikaika gave Maka a hug, not surprised when Maka held him tight for a little bit. They released their hold. Ikaika got it.

“Say no more, Brother. See you!”

Ikaika completely understood Maka’s need to be alone. He was still a little mind-blown by what just went down. He turned to the Secret Club, who understood Maka as well. Nicole and Pierre fistbumped Maka. Malie couldn’t hold back a sniffle, jumping towards Maka for a hug. He patted her back while she fondly ran her hands on his luxurious robe. The radiant spectrum of greens glowed against her hands, warmly returning her Aloha.

“You did your best,” she whispered in his ear.

Maka half-smiled his gratitude, “Mahalo, Malie. But it’s never enough!”

“Give it time,” she smiled softly.

He nodded. She stepped back to the others. Maka raised his hands to magick them to the crib. Lapu had crossed limits attacking humans. Not to mention Heirs and Elders too. He would calm his emotions before he joined Ikaika.

The wind hissed through the forest. Maka Molecularly Transported (MT) Ikaika and the Secret Club to the ʻUlaʻula mansion. He’d follow them soon.

Maka’s Song: In Time: 

“When will I be the Elder I need to be?

How long does fruit take to grow on a tree? 

What’s wrong with the Mana transmuted through me?

Is there something untapped inside, needing to be set free?

In time, in time, in time I’ll see.

What does it take to defeat these great forces? 

How do I take a step forward without remorse? 

Give me some hints, some kokua, oh, Source! 

Why do I feel so unsupported, completely unendorsed?

In time, in time, in time I’ll see.

Perhaps it's not about me but the greater beings around me.  

If I stop pressuring myself, I’ll be able to see that Mana,

like everything, flows when it's ready

Like the saplings growing from their roots.

Like blossoms rising from their bud.

Like baby manu bursting from their shells. 

Their timing seems out of order, pell-mell, 

But it’s perfect – I’m simply not privy to The Grand Plan.

So, I bow.

I feel it now, I know the truth: Wow!

My growth, my blooming, my bursting, my life will be empowered.

In time.”
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Chapter 3 The History of Manafuls 
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Storyteller in Papakōlea, Hawaiʻi

August 4, 2022

Ari loved her daily hour-long stroll through the Tantalus trails. She returned just as Aunty’s bird clock sang out its thrush song. Upon Ariʻs return home, Aunt Ellie got Ari to shower and join her for storytelling. Ari noticed her auntʻs lingering concerns about her being out there alone. She hoped to ease them.

“The mountain is an old and sacred one, Aunty,” the kolohe niece began, dark eyes mischievous. “People find their own peace amid the poky yet colorful bougainvillea. It’s full of natural birdsong. Hungry mangroves gobbling up every space in sight.”

“Maybe you shouldnʻt be alone on the trails with all kinds of predators!” Aunt Ellieʻs brows furrowed, wishing to hold on tighter to her niece. She wanted her cuddly, sweet homebody Ari back.

“Aunty,” Ari laughed, “Most of the people visiting the trails were either your former students or are related to us. Papakōleaʻs a small community.” 

Ari patted her Auntyʻs knee as she made herself comfortable on an opposing couch in the living room. Their cups of chamomile iced tea refreshed the ladies on that particularly humid summer afternoon. 

Tranquil meditation music soothed them and floated around like pixie dust bringing calmness. Ari saw Auntyʻs laptop beside the couch, excitedly awaiting the rest of the fantasy story. 

The preteen was a little scared of the Secret Clubʻs most recent visit to Manaful. The sandalwood forest being burned down breaks oneʻs heart. Thatʻs a tragedy. Yet, nothingʻs spookier than Lapu. She anxiously wanted to know more about the Spirit. For example, where did Spirits come from?

Aunt Ellie’s face brightened with an inner glow, grateful for her niece’s interest. She explained, “Manaful world is a place created to hold all the unused magical power. When it accumulated in Manaful dimension a Hill was formed as its core point. On it grew three magical relics.”

“Oh, like those found in museums?” Ari interrupted. “Aunty, Kumu Ala taught us that relics represent significant meanings in many cultures.”

Aunty Elle nodded, “Yes. Now, let me cover a bit of the Manaful World’s history. All of Manaful's geography originates from Old Hill. He is exactly what he sounds like. An old hill.”

“He?”

“Yes, Let’s say he is the Manaful equivalent of Earth’s concept of Gaia. Know her? ‘Soul of the Earth’?”

“I’ve read of her. That’s pushing it.”

“Look, I’m aiming at storytelling over here. Hopefully educational too. Give an old kumu a break.”

Ari giggled. She was interested in the story. Now that her ideas were showing up in the tale, she felt like it was her story as well.

Aunt Ellie put a cushion on her lap and went back to Manaful, “The rest of Manaful land is simply the periphery of Old Hill like robes around a king. He magicked up three relics to keep him company.”

“Boo.”

“Why?”

“I want to know about Spirits of the Manaful World.”

“The Spirits also come from Old Hill. Please be patient before you know the whole story. For now, just know one thing. When the Spirits touch Mana, they taint it.”

“Tainted? What? The Spirits make bad Mana? They're bad beings and Manaful are good? Whyʻd Source make Spirits bad?” Ari plucked at the yarn balls that popped out of the older quilt. She coiled the loose sunflower yellow string around her fingers as she shot off her questions. What’s going on with those Spirits? She thought.

Aunty Elle squeezed Ari's yarn-wrapped hand reassuringly. She continued to expound, “Source created the Manaful to counterbalance the existence of Spirits. Manaful purified Mana. But Spirits remain strong because the Hopohopo ban themselves from using Mana. Unused Mana saturated their world. Spirits gleefully fed on this unused power. Spirits aren’t inherently bad, but they become dangerous forces once let loose. They grew strong on unused Mana. Among them, Lapu is the strongest one. He wants to take over all of Manaful.”

“What’s stopping him? I mean.”

“A huge amount of Mana is needed to realize Lapu’s dream of taking a corporeal form. More Mana than even the Elder’s can harness.”

“Corporeal form? Like a physical body. What’s he doing to harness that much Mana?”

“A lot of things. One of his perpetual battles is with nature – trees, rocks, rivers, animals. Natural ecosystems are always harnessing Mana. The imbalance in the system came because the Manaful population dropped below a certain point.”

“I thought there were plenty of Manaful.”

“Don’t you remember the Hopohopo? Those are dwarfs who refused to submit to Source. They were blocked from Mana by their own actions. They have shorter lifespans than Manafuls. The Hopohopo refuse to tap into the Mana flowing into their world. This leaves plenty of room for Spirits to hijack the flow. Spirits consume the excess Mana and evolve into powerful forces.”

Ari shook her head in wonder, “Then real-life beings counteract the power of Spirits! The very existence of the Hopohopo is the reason imbalances persist!”

Aunty Ellie nodded. “Exactly! That is why Spirits destroy natural growth, to reduce natureʻs inherent power. Spirits need nature’s balance to be tipped and there to be more Hopohopo than Manafuls. Spirits believe they can grow strong enough to manifest in physical form. On Manaful and Earth.”

“Or so they hope,” Ari cringed.

“Lapu is a strong leader of the Spirits. As far as we know, he is the only Spirit currently trying so hard to manifest,” Aunty shivered too.

Ari sipped her tea thoughtfully, asking, “Can Hopohopo society be changed? If all of them become Manaful, the Spirit power-balance problem will be fixed. It’s just one simple solution.”

Surely the Spirits can coexist with the other life forms in Manaful. Weren’t the Spirits part of Manaful nature too? A part of Source? She was confused.

Aunt Ellie noted her niece’s questions on her laptop. They helped develop the story further. Already new ideas were blooming.

“What exactly did Lapu do to the Secret Club?” Ari asked.

“He brought forth their insecurities and doubts. Those feelings became stronger than their natural state of loving, confident acceptance of the world,” Aunty Elle replied solemnly.

“Some people do that too.”

Aunt Ellie was surprised. She tickled Ari’s arm. “You sure have a lot to say about people for someone so young.”

Ari giggled, setting her cup on the saucer, “It’s true. Some kids at school are always saying mean things to others. Their hurtful words cut everyone in hearing range.” Ari popped up from her seat. She paced. Excess energy bubbled inside. She wanted to wiggle, dance, and sing. Aunty Ellie nodded encouragingly. Ari couldnʻt contain herself any longer. 

Ariʻs Song: No More: 

“Why is it easier to be naughty than nice?

simply jump on you like mice.

Canʻt let you go or be.

Just let you have your tea.

Something about you makes them feel less.

Maybe itʻs the way you talk, walk, or dress.

Putting you down makes their day.

Wish theyʻd see they're enough! Hey,

Bully, talk to your mirror, affirmations

that build you up– confirmations

that tell of the truth inside of you

That youʻre hurting; this is true

Let me hug you, letʻs be friends

Step by step, your heart will mend.

They say, ʻHurt people hurt,’

Take my hand, stop spitting dirt.

Your days as a bully are no more

Let love win, come, letʻs explore!”

Ari spun around the living room happily singing and sharing her heart. She ended her song with a grand stage bow. She even clapped for herself. Catching her breath, she laughed when Aunty Ellie jumped up to catch her. They shared a swaying hug and giggles. 

“That was delightful! Youʻre a Broadway performer in the making! I should sign you up for drama classes!” 

Ari bowed over her auntʻs hands, kissing them affectionately, “I owe any theatrical talents to you, dear Aunty. Mahalo.”

“Awww...dancing and singing was decades ago for me, my love! I'm touched. You remember that?” Aunt Ellie pulled Ari down to the couch. 

“Of course, Aunty!” Ari smiled and patted her auntʻs leg.

“Your song gets to the heart of the matter in Manaful and in real life. All beings need Aloha and to mālama themselves!” Aunt Ellie patted back, but on Ariʻs hand.

She continued on that line of thought, grateful for the segue into the Manafuls. “People who overly favor pessimism end up being bullies. They use otherʻs insecurities against them. It’s the same as Lapu’s tactics on the Hopohopo. He creates doubt that poisons the mind slowly over time.”

“Hey, can’t the Secret Club screen their minds from stuff like that?”

Aunt Ellie reined her niece in. “Youʻre getting way ahead of yourself, Ari! Although you did give me the idea of mind-screens in the first place.” 

She took a sip of chamomile, taking a deep breath. Preparing herself. She picked up the story where they’d left off, reading from her laptop screen.
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Chapter 4 @Crib for Mind Screen
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Manaful World

August 4, 2022

Koa Forest, Elder Territory

Ikaika’s Mansion

The Secret Club appeared in Ikaikaʻs ʻUlaʻula mansion in the sky. It was completely transparent and devoid of any furniture until and unless an inhabitant imagined them up. All three collapsed to the see-through floor. They landed in a gigantic plush couch that appeared right on time for their butts to land on.

Ikaika magicked up separate seats. A coffee table filled with snacks and chilled boxes of fruit juice appeared. A Turkish rug unfurled at their feet. The air cooled considerably. Everyone sighed comfortably. Below them, the verdant canopy of the Koa forest stretched on for miles under a forget-me-not sky.

“Maybe next time we can step right here from the Shimmery Wall?” Nicole suggested, snatching a raspberry juice. She sucked so hard on the straw that Malie burst out laughing at the slurpy sounds.

Ikaika shook his head. “Puna made this place impervious to Shimmery Walls for traveling. Only the viewing kind here.”

“Makes sense. For security.” Malie nodded. She grabbed a handful of sugared candy from the pile on the table, stuffing her face.

“I feel better already.” Pierre hopped up to stretch, as usual unable to sit still. There was some iced water on the table. He really needed it after all the crying earlier. He chugged it greedily. Then he felt like burning off his excess energy. Maybe exercise would drive away the lingering worries Lapu had seeded in the boyʻs mind.

A stationary bicycle appeared in a corner. Pierre grinned at the Manafuls. “Thanks, Ikaika!”

“Huh? Excuse me! That was me!” Maka projected sourly. He’d just MT to the crib.

Maka was a few inches shorter than his friend, and had a pointy face with the ability to wear a darker scowl. Ikaika’s heart shaped face lit up to see his buddy, as did Pierre’s.

“Oops. Thank you, Maka, I didn’t see you arrive. Glad you’re here!” Pierre smiled at the young Elder before hopping on the bike and pedaling furiously.

Ikaika was laughing at Pierre, but gave Maka a sidelong look. “You ok, Brother?”

“I’m good,” Maka grinned.

Ikaika grinned back and projected, “Are you going to tell Pierre itʻs the mansionʻs embedded magic, not ours?”

Maka laughed, already feeling ʻnormalʻ again being with this little team. “No, let him think weʻve got all the power.”

Ikaka smiled and shook his head. “You're funny!”

Nicole finished her drink loudly. “I still feel like I need a shower. I don’t like how Lapu touched my mind.”

Maka and Ikaika exchanged a look.

“Don’t you use group telepathy when we ask you to?” Nicole snapped.

“Sorry. I apologize for what happened to you,” Ikaika TGP humbly.

“I don’t want that to happen to me ever again.” Nicole threw her empty juice box away. It vanished instead of hitting the floor. She stared at the space her rubbish disappeared from! “What the?” 

“That was mansion magic!” Ikaika and Maka TGP simultaneously.

Pierreʻs brows went up. He pointed at his stationary bike, looking at Maka quizzically. “Mansion magic?”

Maka laughed and nodded. Pierre tutted at the lame joke. His bike whistled out Queen and David Bowieʻs “Under Pressure” which encouraged Pierre to pump even harder.

Malie put her book down and gave Maka a serious look, worried for him. Sheʻd noticed he stayed back in the forest. Priorities. She agreed with Nicole – she never wanted to be possessed by Lapu again.

“Me neither,” Malie said, unaware of a growing sugar mustache as she chewed candy. Pierre huffed agreement from the bike. The Secret Club unanimously voted No to Lapu.

“There are mind screens that will help,” Maka projected. 

Nicole perked up and Pierre stopped pedaling. Malie leaned forward. She said, “Oh yes! I remember Puna talking about it on our first visit.”

“Correct. Mine was placed by Gramps long ago,” Ikaika projected. 

“I want one!” Nicole banged the table with a fist. “Give me a mind screen at once!”

Pierre and Malie laughed at her spoiled toddler impression. They earned a very dark scowl. The Secret Club sobered up and nodded at the Manafuls. They all wanted screens.

“I don’t know how to do it.” Ikaika was apologetic. Maka bristled and blushed. He admitted, “Me neither.”

Malie scrunched up her face. She screamed out a thought: “Elder Puna, we need you here at once!”

When she opened her eyes, she found Puna standing there frowning. The others gaped at him.

“Wow, Malie!” Ikaika ogled the tiny girl. “That was LOUD!”

“What happened?” Puna looked around at the youngsters scattered on various pieces of furniture. His red robes rippled around him.

“We want mind screens,” Nicole burst out.

Puna’s caramel eyes landed on Malie, projecting to her. “That was an immense attempt at projection, little one. I’ve never before seen anyone without Mana send an SOS so powerfully. Well done.”

Malie was too surprised to react. She hadn’t known it would actually work. She was beginning to really like telepathy. She projected back, “May we please get our minds screened from Lapu, dear Elder?”

“Of course,” Puna TGP. “Elder Alaka’i was just advising me to do the same.”

Noting the trio had become fearful and distrustful after Lapu’s lies and the pain of his infiltration into their minds, Puna didn’t waste time. “Please sit still, all of you.”

Pierre, Nicole and Malie quickly arranged themselves, bumping elbows and settling in comfortably squished up on the couch.

Puna extended his hands towards them. “You might feel funny.”

“Don’t fight it or it wonʻt work.” Ikaika advised.

The Elder’s robes coruscated light as he channeled Mana. The human children fidgeted nervously, staring at the glowing fibers. Their skins tingled with gooseflesh. They remained as still as they could. Malieʻs breathing slowed down. Nicoleʻs heartbeat decreased to near bradycardia levels. A coolness penetrated their skulls, causing a light headed, almost sleepy feeling. Their heads drooped.

“Stay awake!” Puna TGP forcefully.

Nicole snapped her head up. Malie sighed lethargically. Pierre was the least affected; he scratched his hair as his scalp crawled. Then the feeling was gone as suddenly as it had come. The peppermint coolness withdrew.

Puna used a diver’s OK signal. The preteens shook their heads No then Yes, eyes wide open.

“There. I have placed mind screens on all of you. You have to actively push back against the sort of intrusion you experienced today. You don’t need Mana for that. Just the strength of will, enough to activate the mind screen.”

“Thank you!” The Secret Club thought in unison. Overwhelmed with gratitude they forgot they could speak. 

Puna turned to his grandson. “Advise them. Help them become extra vigilant within their minds.”

The SC relaxed and spread out across the large sitting room. Riding the stationary and gaining a mind screen successfully soothed Pierreʻs nerves. He was now in full lounging mode. He asked the magic mansion for a waterbed. It gurgled out of thin air right next to him. He dove into it and let the oscillating, rippling waves comfort him.

Malie asked for a velvet loveseat with a couple of books. At the same time, Ikaika summoned his puppies Cookie, Cupcake, and Brownie. Nicole lay down on the silky Turkish rug to play with the three labradors. Abandoned, the plush couch faded away.

Puna was pleased with his grandsonʻs instinct to put the kids at ease right away with refreshments. The wise elder thought it was time the Secret Club learnt more about Hopohopo life. They needed to learn how their generational rejection of Mana affected the Hopohopo communities.

Being the second most powerful Manaful in this world after Elder Alaka’i, Puna’s telepathic projections were the softest of touches. The kids absorbed the information he supplied while they were engaged in their respective activities. 

“Uli may be dead, but Lapu keeps many of the green elderʻs plots still alive and well. His work is carried out by Uli’s Hopohopo network. We have yet to root them all out.”

“I thought Uli owned only the Protector’s Academy,” Malie said. She rifled through the pages of Nānā i Ke Kumu, a book on her bucket list.

Puna nodded. “He did. But ever since Maka took over we have noticed several discrepancies in how it is run. We fear it may be a dummy institution. It actually functions as a mercenary business. Most of the control is in Hopohopo hands.”

“Just read their minds. Can’t Manafuls find out any secret in just a few seconds?” Nicole asked. 

“I am not the only one who knows how to place mind screens,” Puna sighed. “It seems Uli was an exceedingly busy Elder. There isn’t a single Academy administrator without one of his mind-screens.”

“More like mind-blocks,” Maka interjected. “It feels more than a simple mind-screen. It behaves differently, chaotically. There’s a whole lot we don’t know about Uli’s schemes. Or how he used his Mana.”

The Secret Club didn’t know how to respond. They’d only ever seen Uli on a screen. A Shimmery Wall for viewing, to be precise. While they were safe and sound in Ikaika’s crib.

“We’re thinking of approaching this problem from the back,” Ikaika picked up the thread. 

Elder Puna regarded the youngsters. “That is correct. I need all of you to visit the ‘Ōma’oma’o Hopohopo territory. See if we can get new leads on exactly who Uli’s merchant network comprises outside of the Academy.”

Maka jumped to his feet and pumped a fist into the air. “I am ready!”

Nicole looked up from a handful of puppies. Malie put down her book. Pierre bounced on his face on the waterbed yelping, “What! Right now?”

“Whenever you are ready,” Puna projected. He shot a stern gaze at Maka that told the young Elder to avoid forcing the Secret Club into anything.  “Feel free to enjoy your time here any way you please.”

Puna MT away in a swirl of rainbow Mana mist. Ikaika looked around at everyone. Despite his previous yelping, Pierre fell out of the waterbed excited. “You know what? I do want to see the Hopohopo up close. But I also want to go back to check on mom now. We’re having a baby.”

“You’ve told us a thousand times already about this baby,” Maka sniffed.

Malie nodded. She snapped the book closed. “Definitely need to get back to Earth.”

“Agreed. See you later, puppies,” Nicole giggled around a pair of lolling tongues. She deposited the puppies onto the rug. The SC left in a blink to the Koa Forest floor and then to Earth.

Right out of the gymnasium Shimmering Wall, the trio immediately grabbed one another in a tight group hug. They felt tremors running through each other. They were breathing heavily.

“Why does returning to Earth bring a sudden rush of emotions?” Malie asked her pals. She patted Nicole’s and Pierre’s shoulders. 

“I donʻt know,” Pierre groaned, fighting tears. “Maybe stepping out of the portal brings a reality check. No distractions. No magical buddies. No tricked out crib. We’re forced to face only facts.”

“Which are?” Nicole said through her exhalations.

“We almost died!” Pierre hyperventilated. “We were attacked!”

Nicole didnʻt like those reminders. She was breathing too fast already. Malie broke away to do owl breathing.

“Whoo! Whoo! One...two...three...” Malie counted. She waved her hand at Pierre to help. The breathing exercise came with flapping your arms in time.

“Whoo! Whoo! One...two...three...” Pierre breathed with her. They urged Nicole to follow.

Nicole finally let out a huge breath. She bent at the waist. When she came back up, her arms were spread open. She went along with her buddies. “Whoo! Whoo! Whoo!”

Malie grabbed Nicole’s wrist and timed her pulse. She nodded in approval, “Better. Your heartbeat is slowing down!”

Nicole nodded with a big sigh. 

Pierre watched his pals. A tune bubbled up from his chest, from a place he could only call Source.

Pierre’s Song: A Heartbeat Away: 

“Dark forces tried to bring my mentality to halt.

Big issues and pain – it was a total fall out.

Those memories that I’d rather forget.

The stupid mistakes that fill me with regret.

Dark forces will bring them all to mind.

Even that hateful incident I cannot rewind.

Little did I know peace was a heartbeat away.

The inner strength is always here to stay.

Holding awareness of my true connection inside

To a large Source and Mana no one can hide.

From the power and solace if one accepts it, indeed,

Set aside the fear and always pay heed

To the love and great warmth found every day

Source defeats Dark Forces –

It’s just a heartbeat away.”

Pierre closed his eyes to savor the moment. The song washed him with happiness. Malie grabbed his hands, kissing both of his cheeks like his French dad does. He laughed at that. Nicole grabbed his arm, squeezing it hard. She was made of tougher stuff, no kissing. 

“That was beautiful!” Malie skipped away feeling light hearted.

“It does change the vibe in here,” Nicole pointed to her heart, nodding.

“I’m glad, girls. I don’t know how to explain what Source is. But I believe every word that comes from there,” he said. His eyes smiled though his voice was serious. He felt his cell phone shiver in his back pocket. Oh, he’d put it on vibrate. 

Malie swatted a fly from her leg. She spotted fresh dog poop by her sandal. Thank goodness she hadn’t skipped into that! 

“Yuch! Let’s get out of here.” She hopped away from the doody. 

Pierre was still checking his messages. Gabe texted to check on him. With Shelly’s delivery date coming soon, his father kept close tabs on him. Did he or the girls need a ride home? The girls called their moms to tell them Gabe Martin was bringing them home. Of course, Kaleo wanted Gabe's number, adding, “Put him on the phone.”

“OMG, Mom!” Nicole complained. But Gabe didn’t mind talking with Kaleo. 

“My mom’s good. She says, ‘Mahalo!’” Malie relayed her mom’s consent to Pierre, closing out Pili’s text messages. She whistled, eager to rest. It’s been a long afternoon. The SC arrived at their homes less than an hour later. They were all relieved and grateful for each other and their ‘ohana.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 5 SC  The Hopohopo Towns
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Manaful World

August 5, 2022

ʻŌmaʻomaʻo Hopohopo Community 

“Remember, the Hopohopo distrusts Manaful and our allies,” Ikaika told them. “Stay close to us.”

It was another day. The Secret Club stepped out of the Shimmery Wall into Maka’s sandalwood forest for a fresh round of Manaful adventures. The fragrance of the ‘iliahi hung thickly in the air. They felt giddy inhaling it.

Maka nodded at them and gestured. In a split second their molecules burst apart and zoomed several miles to the south. When they were put back together, Pierre put his hands between his thighs and squeezed. “Woah! That felt funnier than usual.”

“My navel is tickly,” Nicole agreed. This time she patted herself all over just like Pierre. That called for a rare Malie eye-roll.

“This is the furthest we’ve traveled in the Manaful world so far,” Ikaika explained. “You’ll get used to it.”

They were standing in a field on the outskirts of a small town. In the distance they could see the high rises of the city proper. A dirt path led through open gateways into this Hopohopo community. A log fence painted green circled the perimeter.

The preteens followed Maka and Ikaika down the path towards the town.

“Why didn’t we MT right in there?” Malie asked, ever picking up on subtleties. 

“Hopohopo panic when Mana is used in their vicinity,” Ikaika explained. “We have to be careful and try not to worry them.”

“Which is a useless endeavor, because Hopohopo are worried all the time anyway,” Maka interjected. 

Nicole snorted but kept mum. She stomped along with Pierre. Malie followed her cautiously. Soon they passed through the gates into the brick paved Main Street. Rickety rickshaws, mopeds and bicycles creaked around the citizens who ran about as busy as locusts on a feeding frenzy. Maka and Ikaika earned several ugly looks. The stares directed at the human children were openly curious.

“There’s a town hall meeting happening right now,” Maka noted. He scowled up at the pigeons arrayed on electric cables overhead. Beneath them a fresco of pigeon poo painted the paving bricks. Maka quickly stepped away from range.

Ikaika grinned. “Perfect timing.”

They wove through the crowd till they found the city square. In the middle of the cobbled courtyard stood what looked like a ridiculously big barn. It was riddled with tinted windows. It had a weathercock on top of the A shaped roof. On either side of the front doors stood two House Green Protectors with their lances at rest. Nicole and Malie recognized them at once. They ran the rest of the way yelling, “Kokua! Maikaʻi!”

Kokua and Maikaʻi were Academy trained ‘Ōma’oma’o Protectors, experienced across multiple fields. They were also Maka’s aunts. They’d helped reveal Uli’s schemes and pulled Maka out of his grandfather’s tyranny. They turned against Uli after he’d tortured them with his Mana.

Maka bowed his head respectfully. The Protectors thumped their breastplates with their fists. “Elder Maka! What brings you here?”

Maka was grim. “Finding clues to solve a mystery.”

“We thought you quit being Protectors,” Pierre said.

Kokua and Maikaʻi fidgeted uneasily.

“We want to,” Kokua said. “But we need coins until we become fully Manaful.”

Ikaika nodded sympathetically. “My grandfather's Manaful Center for Aspiring Hopohopo is still welcoming recruits. Free of charge across all territories.”

“We have reached out to Elder Puna. We requested special admittance, since we are ‘Ōma’oma’o. Thank you.” Maikaʻi smiled gratefully.

“We are also working as part-time healers at the Elders Medical Center. Anything to have a roof over our heads and food on the table,” Kokua updated them.

“The Medical Center is where we learn most about channeling Mana hereabouts,” Maikaʻi said.

Maka blushed, suddenly very aware he was the boss of ‘hereabouts’. “I give my word that a similar Manaful center to Elder Puna’s will open right here in green territory as well,” he promised intensely.

Kokua nodded vigorously. “Can’t wait to be Manaful and live life without worrying about money.”

“What’s this meeting about?” Nicole asked, pointing her chin at the hall.

“Oh, just a bunch of merchants complaining about the ban on cutting down House Green woodlands around here,” Kokua sighed. “They hired us for two hours of guard duty while they heckle.”

“Please enter.” Maikaʻi swept her hand at the City Hall. “There’s no way we’re barring our Elder and the ‘Ula’ula heir from this place.”

Maka bowed his head and marched up to the double doors. They creaked open to admit them. There was a collective frenzy of rustling and whispering. Seated Hopohopo turned to see who was interrupting them mid-meeting. A rotund Hopohopo with a top hat who was behind the stage podium spluttered mid-speech. He lost his train of thought. Adjusting a large monocle, he stared open-mouthed at the little group marching down the aisle towards him.

The town hall was filled with top Hopohopo merchants lined up in seats. Unlike Manaful dwarfs, the Hopohopo came off more like trolls than beings of light and magic. They all wore frowns. And headgear.

“They sure love hats,” Ikaika TGP. 

Nicole snorted. She almost choked swallowing her laughter. It was true. Every kind of headwear and headdress imaginable bobbed over the creaky pew-like bench seats.

The Hopohopo stared with saucer eyes at the ʻŌmaʻomaʻo Elder, the ʻUlaʻula heir, and the three humans. Just like out on the street, the humans got the most attention. There was some muttering.

They reached the front row. An important looking Hopohopo in a fez pointed at a few empty seats by the stage. Apparently a few VIP’s had skipped the meet. The five new arrivals sat down, smiling politely. Top Hat, behind the podium, realized they wanted him to finish his speech. 

Top Hat cleared his throat. “Ah-yes. As I was saying, the Elder Council is a bunch of crackpot fools with poi for brains. They should lift the ban on logging and poaching at once. And that is all I have to say. Bye.”

Maka’s nostrils flared. Top Hat scurried down and slid into a third row seat. A Hopohopo in a cone hat strode up to the podium microphone. He said, “Thank you, Merchant Logan, for that eloquent and accurate elaboration on the pathetic creatures that we call our leaders and Elders. Speaking of which... it appears our own dear “Elder” has graced us with his presence. I wonder if he has something to say to us. Aloud.”

Maka nodded. Cone Hat said, “It seems the new Elder of our Uli House wordlessly affirms he does have some words. But first, he would listen to what we have to say if he knows what’s good for him.”

Waves of mocking laughter rippled through the crowd to echo in the moldy rafters. Cone Hat proceeded to invite various merchants to march to the community podium. They gleefully shouted their complaints at Maka, who slowly started to steam at the ears.

Finally, after a particularly vociferous rant by a merchant wearing a baseball cap, Cone Hat returned to the podium. He glared at Maka, waving him up, “Let us now see what our Elder has to say about the troubles faced by our community.”

There was grim silence. Maka stood and went up to say his piece. The young Elder dwarf looked at the sea of scowls before him. He was grateful when Ikaika projected calming thoughts. “You can do this, Maka. Keep them distracted. I’ll sift through these hatted heads.”

Malie put her hands together in prayer. Pierre followed suit.

Nicole mumbled under her breath, “This could get ugly!”

Ikaika silently agreed.

“First of all, I want to make it very clear that the ban on logging and poaching stands in all territories by order of the Elder Council,” Maka began. His voice was drowned out by a cacophony of boos. He gave Ikaika and the Secret Club a pained look. They gave him identical You Can Do It brow lifts.

The noise did not die down. A thundercloud passed over Maka’s face. His patience expired. He blasted a strong TGP across the hall: “SILENCE!”

The Hopohopo were shocked at the blatant mind-intrusion. They obeyed without even realizing it. Under the assorted brims, mouths were open like goldfish. Maka threw his shoulders back. His emerald robes slithered to life. There was no point in reducing himself before this uncouth gathering.

“I am your Elder, your leader, and every decision we make is meant to improve all of our lives and our world as well,” Maka said. He also mentally projected the words he spoke. His statement rang so hard in these hatted heads that they wouldn't even think of interrupting him anytime soon. 

“Already the Hopohopo has spread much destruction throughout these outlying lands. The Elder Council has informed you a thousand times: you do not need to destroy the world to survive. You don’t need excessive trade to get by. Your coin system exists only because the Hopohopo reject Mana. There are many institutions in the Territories that teach Hopohopo to become Manaful. Green territory will have its own soon. Why not reach out to us in humility? That is the solution to all of your problems.”
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