
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Cliffs of Kapu

by Tony Martello

Taylor, a surfer from California, travels to Kauai to surf perfect waves. He finds himself falling for a local girl but is unaware of the cultural and historical implications of integrating with the Hawaiian people. Join him on a life-changing adventure that takes him into unescapable legend territory.
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Episode 1: Haole Who?
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Misty vapor hovers over green and lush mountains carved by the soft slow dig of relentless precipitation. Jagged rifts of red soil and narrowly chiseled volcanic valleys evolve from the thrill only Pele could deliver; her bellybutton undone, birthing her first in the archipelago. The whole island is just a cone-shaped tip of her first-born volcano, Kauai. Could this be why the most rain settles on the tip and flows down the northern and eastern sides of her slopes more than any of Kauai's siblings? 

Peering down from an Iwa's point of view, Kauai is crowned with incredibly beautiful beaches of golden sand and sharp obsidian lava rock. Older than the others, she's had plenty of time to grind, crush, and roll shelves and shelves of coral into the beach. Underneath the windswept surface, mounds of sand build-up, calling waves to crest and roll over them. This is a surfer's delight! 

In a dreamlike state, Taylor hikes along the stream, his callous heels digging deep into the muddy ground. Every few steps or so he glances upward to the top of the peak searching for something but losing focus in the humid vapor. His eyelids are heavy and half-open. He strives to keep them open and wakes slightly when he submerges his feet into the cool stream slithering by. As he floats higher, he comes upon a tree with tan-colored bark and streaks of darker brown, red that emanate a richer color over the other green variety of trees. 

He continues and begins to climb the tree automatically and effortlessly. Arm after leg, he keeps climbing until the rough green leaves began to change into long strands of black shiny hair that cascade down onto him with a familiar presence. He keeps climbing and reaches for a branch above him when the bark morphs into brown feminine globes. He holds on for leverage and enjoys the warmth that swells through his core. He pulls his chin up over her chest, searching for her face, but awakes aroused and confused. His dog, Lani, barks to be let out of the house. Waves crash and shake the ground beneath them. He arises out of bed and walks across the damp lawn. Jelly-like algae squish between his toes as he heads to the beach. Lani, ahead of him, chases the sandpipers on the shore. 

They play catch and fetch on the sand for a while. Taylor looks for one more stick to throw Lani when he reaches for a piece of driftwood that resembles the broken tree branch from his dream. As he throws the stick, he wishes to drift back into his sensual dream, but Lani jumps on him, kicking sand in his face, and slobbering all over him. Taylor throws a stick out into the waves crashing on the shore. Lani leaps up over the waves, chasing after the stick. 

Behind her, the waves roll in toward shore with feathery gusts blowing wisps of salty water back out to sea. The waves at their crests stand about head high. Taylor envisions himself gyrating through the tubes on his red pintail. "Lani, come." He calls his dog, and they walk back to his house. Taylor grabs his 6'4'' vibrant red pintail surfboard. Taylor paddles out and takes a head-high wave; he drops in, cranks a bottom turn, and pulls into a nice tube that funnels for about three seconds. As the wave curls over him, a red streak reverberates through the greenhouse as he travels through the tube. As Taylor paddles back out to the lineup, he is confronted by a local Hawaiian resident splashing water in his face.

"Haole, you come here wit your bright red board and tink you can take our waves. Try go surf over there by the keiki's down by the pier. this is our spot." Taylor paddles around the local and goes back out to the original lineup for another wave. This time other local paddles toward him and both guys sandwich Taylor at the take-off spot. "Like I said Haole, beat it." The second local pushes down on Taylor's board and threatens, "You stay here...then I going bus up your board, Haole." After a few cycles of dodging and repositioning himself, Taylor paddles away further toward the pier where the kids are surfing. Exhausted and frustrated, Taylor recalls the first day he stepped of the plane and arrived in "paradise." 

He immediately felt sweat between his toes and breathed in a warmer blanket of air than he was used to in the mainland. His friend picked him up and drove them to the beach. As he first stepped foot onto Hanalei, he was approached by a local, "Hey Haole, you like fight?" How weird was this? he thought. He hadn't even put on his board shorts and was already confronted by the residents of this breathtaking beach. Taylor finally makes it to the pier and chooses a few shoulder-high waves to dance on. He paddles onto the shore and then decides to visit Randy.  

Author Notes:

Kauai is one of the wettest spots on earth.  It still baffles me to this day how people can live on the top of an old extinct volcano.  Can you visualize the years and years of erosion necessary to form this beautiful place?
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Episode 2: Key to Respect
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Taylor walks over to the river mouth. The warm sticky sand grains on his feet wash off in the refreshing cold as he jumps into the river and paddles across the mouth to get to the other side. He walks five minutes over the lava rocks and through the thick hau bush and comes up to the bank of the river. A 30 ft. fishing vessel is tied up to the dock. It speaks of many adventures rolling over wave upon wave throughout the Pacific. Mosquitoes buzz around Taylor's head, so he hurries over to Randy's house. He shuffles across the wood deck and knocks on the door.

A salt-crusted middle-aged man with silvery blond hair opens the screen door, "Taylor, did you get any good waves, today?" Taylor marvels at how a dude could live on a river mouth without a worry in the world. The mosquitos didn't bother him and if the river rises, he just jumps in his boat and goes fishing until the tide drops. 

Taylor responds, "Well, there were nice offshores about head high, but I got hounded by the locals again."

Randy encourages Taylor, "You got to give it time. There is an unspoken language here, you know...?"

Taylor responds, "You mean, a set of rules I must follow?"

"Exactly," Randy assures.

"Rule #1: You don't drop in on any waves they are taking. Rule #2 Don't line up in front of them during the wait for waves. Rule # 3: After about 3 months of living here, give them a nod when they walk by. It's a sort of unspoken respect"

Taylor's bright blue eyes open, "Ah, I see. Now, I know why they burn me on waves. Because I said hello too quickly. I've only been surfing here on this side of the island for a few weeks."

"Oh, and you don't want to stare at them for too long," Randy educates. The wise man's wrinkles express years of wisdom living here on the island and acclimating to the culture. His beady eyes lay hidden behind bags of weathered skin and crow's feet above his cheeks. 

"Taylor, cruise with me. Let's go get a Mahi sandwich at Hanalei Café."

Taylor obliges in his usual jovial self. He follows Randy, the local legend fisherman who takes tourists out on his boat, telling them stories about the ancient Hawaiians, and boating them to the actual locations of the amazing legends along the Napali coastline.
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