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            Her hair is upswept into a wave,

            a month before she is to lose

            everything to the sea.

            —Juliet S. Kono, from Tsunami Years
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            Part 1
Initiation

         
         
      
   
      
      
         
            1
Jane

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

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

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

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

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

         
         But also new.

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

         
         This is how the story goes: Jane will fall in love. And then all of this will vanish.

         
         

         Walter Jr. appears at her elbow. They had been playmates as children and now have the awkward familiarity of estranged neighbors
            thrust together.
         

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

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

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

         
         A man says, “We might be stuck here.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

         
         “Golden child,” the man teases.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

         
         At the door, Kenji pauses and waves.

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

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

         
         “You could inherit your father’s business.”

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

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

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

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

         
         Soon the night is over, and the skies clear. Lightning crackles, moving across the bay.

         
         

         When the storm clears and the humidity lifts, Jane’s hometown feels fresh and unencumbered, more beautiful than she usually
            gives it credit for. The sea blue as sapphire. The volcanic sand black as onyx.
         

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

         
         “Oh, Janie, it was nothing.”

         
         “Why didn’t you tell me?”

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

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

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

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

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

         
         Jane says, “I would’ve come home.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

         

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

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

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

         
         

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

         
         When she turns, Kenji wears a messenger bag, crossed between his broad shoulders. Those eyes, near-black when they last met,
            now lighter in the sunshine.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
         
            2

         
         “Kenji.” Jane likes his name in her mouth. When she fantasized about this collision, she was her shining self—hair loose,
            eyes lined. But he’s caught her unprepared. At least now they’re equal, with no apron or baby boss to interrupt. “I thought
            that was you. Come sit.”
         

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

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

         
         She insists, “I remember.”

         
         He laughs. “Wally-Jun told you.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

         
         Relieved, she says, “You choose.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

         
         He smiles. “My favorite drive.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

         
         Avoided parental arguments and debt.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

         
         “Our little architectural adventure?”

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

         
         She wants to be witty, but no reply comes. Instead, she longs to travel back in time and shove a note into Janie’s sketchbook
            and tell her to look up.
         

         
         

         The drive with Kenji lingers the next day as she flips channels in her living room. It’s a windless afternoon; the ceiling
            fan whines with each rotation. She pauses to watch a pastry chef pipe cream onto little cakes.
         

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

         
         Jane sighs. So she’s stuck.

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

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

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

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

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

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

         
         Her mother asks, “In Honolulu?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

         
         Later, after the wave sweeps the house away, Jane will try to capture what she took for granted in this moment. Her mother’s false anger, extinguished as quickly as it sparked. Her father’s calm, comforting as a placid bay. The floor, unflooded. The windows, unbroken. The photograph of an old love story, lost somewhere, but safe. 

         
         

         With nowhere to go before her evening shift, Jane roots in her bedroom closet, lifting unmarked boxes. Beneath each flap,
            remnants of her childhood. Swimming medals and sketchbooks. In a corner, a box of yearbooks, spanning kindergarten through
            high school. Her eyes sting and throat tickles from the dust. The oldest yearbooks are weathered and loved, with encouraging
            messages from teachers and lengthy missives from friends who long ago moved away. At the bottom, the two newest, from the
            public high school, with their spines uncracked and pages uninked.
         

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

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

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

         
         But now she spots a lost expression on Kenji’s face, as if he’s unsure of what’s expected. The boy who is near the group, if not of it. Jane thumbs the space between Kenji and the sprinters, pictures herself there. 

         
         

         Families flock to the restaurant for early Father’s Day celebrations. She pitches specials, memorizes the orders and substitutions
            for parties of a dozen or more, and snaps countless family photos. On one arm, she can balance a hunk of prime rib, a stack
            of snow-crab legs with accompanying butter dish, and a whole aholehole, scales glistening from the fryer.
         

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

         
         Kenji.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

         
         The past, forever bleeding into the present.

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

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

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

         
         “What moment would you freeze?”

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

         
         Jane says, “Maybe I’d freeze this one.”

         
         

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

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

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

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

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

         
         “Why? Do you want to go?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

         
         “No?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

         
         He laughs. “You really are something else.”

         
         “You like it.” She hopes she’s right.

         
         After a moment, he says, “I do.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

         
         “Coffee,” he agrees.

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

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

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

         
         “Funny.”

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

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

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

         
         “You’re teasing. I feel so guilty.”

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

         
         “Do you have any Father’s Day plans?”

         
         “My father left a long time ago.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

         
         “Yes, Jane.” He laughs. “Now, go.”

         
         

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

         
         Jane’s smile falls. “What?

         
         “Rough,” her mother says.

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

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

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

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

         
         Of course she knows. She will enjoy Kenji through the summer, and then she will leave for good.

         
         

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

         
         “For me?”

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

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

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

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

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

         
         “Not really.”

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

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

         
         She winks. “Then prove it.”

         
         “Jane.” So he won’t.

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

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

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

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

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

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

         
         “Sorry,” he says.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

         
         Thrilled, she says, “Please.”

         
         Jane thinks they are wandering without a destination until the car screeches off the road and onto a dirt path. Kenji opens
            a cattle gate through the gleam of headlights. The sun, she realizes, is starting to set. With Kenji, she loses time. The
            car bounds down hills, ending in a cliff overlooking the water. A rocky shore without sand.
         

         
         This was once a ranch, Kenji explains, but it has been long abandoned. Sometimes he camps in this spot. Jane enjoys the view—swatches of black lava and blue depths and a fading coral sky. Their first beach had been the sandy shoreline of a public park. Here they are on higher ground, both exposed and invisible. “Are we camping?” she teases. 

         
         “I didn’t bring my gear,” he says. The hatch is aloft, the car providing shelter if they want it. He sits, watching her. “I
            wasn’t expecting this.”
         

         
         Kenji, the man who plans ahead and keeps his word. But with her, she suspects he’s in new territory.

         
         “Neither was I.” She edges her hips between his knees, tips on her toes. The kiss tugs at her belly, like she might sink.
            “You’re wrong.”
         

         
         He pulls back. “About what?”

         
         “You’re very good at this.”

         
         That dimple in his cheek. “Maybe I’m just good with you.”

         
         At first they rush, though soon they settle into each other, and the cab fills with moonlight. Her dark fingernails trace
            his arms, bridging sight to touch. He is a lover who needs her permission, and so she continues to say please and please and please. His skin on her tongue tastes of tannins and brine.
         

         
         Before dawn, Jane wakes cold in the cab, body aching on the hard surface. Their awkward first union, desire too large for
            the cramped confines of his car. Still, her skin pulses, body charged with a new energy. She takes his shirt, her blanket
            for the night, and pulls it over her torso.
         

         
         She finds Kenji perched on a cinder block, poking a small fire. “Hey,” she says, approaching. She kisses the spot on his shoulder
            where her teeth have left a mark. Proof it had not been a dream. Here, there is only the roar of the sea, the nip in the air,
            this little circle of light.
         

         
         Kenji studies her in his shirt so large it makes her feel like a child. His fingers encircle her rib cage. “You’re so small,”
            he says. “I could crush you.”
         

         
         That would be true, if he were another man. “But I know you won’t.”

         
         He raises his hand toward her face, gently lifting her long hair from the collar.
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         Kenji waits for her each night in the restaurant parking lot. They drive and talk and fold the seats down, and he delivers
            her home. While her parents work, she dozes in the still house, dreaming of Kenji in the sunlight.
         

         
         On weekends, she wants to do what Kenji enjoys, so she can picture his life when she is not in it. They camp after all, driving
            into the mountains with Kenji’s green tent and a grill. Jane enjoys circling the campsite naked, despite his objections that
            a ranger might come, or worse, hunters and their dogs.
         

         
         More likely she’ll cross paths with hippies. No matter the decade, young kids arrive, barefoot with a bellyful of back-to-the-land
            dreams. Some locals despise them—Jane’s parents do—claiming they’re using Hawai‘i for their pathetic rebellions. Our home is their movie set, her mother likes to say. Often, they return to the continent. But sometimes they end up strung out and begging for food
            on the street. Still, Jane recognizes in them a type of dreaming. Striving, even.
         

         
         Her professor’s list languishes, the sites serving only as an excuse for out-of-town excursions with Kenji. The GRE textbook
            remains unopened, though its cover promises to boost her verbal and math scores. She figures there will be time, after Kenji
            and the summer, to build her graduate-level vocabulary. She convinces herself, as an architecture student, that she’s well
            acquainted with the geometry of triangles.
         

         
         

         After weeks in Kenji’s car, she convinces him to drive across the island to Kona. She longs for a door to close. A memory foam mattress on which to frolic. A shower encased in glass. 

         
         At a restaurant, Jane orders a bottle of wine. Today, there is no need to be practical and heed the college budget. Nothing
            is better than the flesh of raw fish on her tongue, the wine cool in her throat, this happy accident of Kenji.
         

         
         When they enter the hotel room, Kenji watches her circle the space. He asks, “You like it?”

         
         Jane glides fingertips over the sheets. High thread count. A satin hand. An abundance of pillows. Most notably, no parents
            or pesky neighbors within a hundred miles. Freedom. “I do.”
         

         
         She catches herself reflected in a full-length mirror that faces the bed. Never have they been together in a space where she
            must see herself, a young woman too petite, not traditionally beautiful. Her face, neither a moon nor a flower. Her body,
            not an hourglass or a pear.
         

         
         Kenji approaches, and embarrassment colors her. He has caught her assessing her faults.

         
         “I want you to see you as I see you,” he says from behind her, breath tickling her ear. “You can’t hide anything, Jane. You
            want what you want, without shame or hesitation. It makes you shine.”
         

         
         That does not make her beautiful, she thinks. Still, he wants her. It’s that lower pitch in his voice, his body arching over
            hers as a question. He tugs up the hem of her dress.
         

         
         Too slow, she complains, but she knows he likes to wait until her legs twitch with impatience, when his name escapes her lips
            in want. She sees them come together, and here his body appears as a blank canvas on which she longs to make her mark.
         

         
         They must leave early in the morning so that Kenji can tend to his responsibilities. It’s a word he uses often. She doesn’t
            understand how he can have so many obligations.
         

         
         The road home carves a winding path through volcanoes. Even in the shelter of his car, the temperature drops as they gain
            altitude. And while satisfaction consumes Jane, on its heels, dread arrives.
         

         
         More than any summer before, she wants time to slow; already she has begun to grieve what she’s not lost. It’s not only the fun—romping around like honeymooners—but she knows that he will drop her at home, and she will be left to crave the sound of his voice, his quiet confidence. For years, Jane’s split herself in two—the Honolulu striver and the Hilo homecomer. Kenji’s body is a needle, their time together a thread, each night a stitch. 

         
         Fog descends, and Jane feels like she’s floating on a cloud. Kenji slams the brakes and throws his arm out to the passenger
            side. His palm on her heart, her neck straining into the seat belt, his jaw clenched in worry.
         

         
         “I’m okay. You okay?” she asks.

         
         “My fault,” he says. “Going too fast. There’s zero visibility.”

         
         Blocking the road, an abandoned car shrouded in the mist. Kenji flicks on the hazards, inching past. In the side mirror, Jane
            can no longer see it.
         

         
         The cool creeps into her in this dead zone between cities, where nothing is clear. Her mood sours. Her life elsewhere awaits.
            Beyond her, Kenji doesn’t seem to have chosen much. His home is where he was born. His work is the family business. What life
            would Kenji choose, if he could?
         

         
         “Do you ever think about the future?” she asks.

         
         On the wheel, his hands clench after the near collision. “What are you talking about?”

         
         “What do you want, Kenji?”

         
         He brakes, stares at her.

         
         “Keep moving. We’ll get hit.”

         
         “Like, do I want to get married and have kids? Is that what you’re asking?”

         
         “No. Think bigger,” she says. “Like, what you want to do and see.”

         
         “Why should I want to do and see anything?”

         
         His response rankles her. He’s too smart for such a dumb answer. The car rumbles over a tank crossing. They’re near the military’s
            Pōhakuloa Training Area, home of live fire exercises and the ghosts of dummy warheads.
         

         
         “Why?” he continues. “What do you want?”

         
         She details her five-year plan: graduate school on a continent, a firm in a big city.

         
         He says, “So you’re not coming back.”

         
         “I thought that was obvious.”

         
         In his silence, a question. Why? She has no simple answer, no single tragedy that would explain her compulsion to get out. If forced to explain, she might
            mention her grandmother’s hospice bed that transformed the living room into a death parlor, her best friend who moved away,
            the pettiness of middle school bullies. How, when she stopped swimming, she stopped belonging everywhere beyond the walls
            of her home.
         

         
         Still, the idea of leaving Kenji behind pains her. Not once has he mentioned an ex-girlfriend, or even a more abstract “friend.”
            Perhaps he’s too careful for that, but clearly, he’s not inexperienced. Many women could have swept through his life and been
            swiftly forgotten.
         

         
         She asks, “Have there been others like me?”

         
         A flex in his jaw. Through the windshield, the shadow of a lava field. “Do you want to answer the same question?”

         
         Her Honolulu connections were an itch scratched. Longing, zero. If one misunderstood and asked for too much, she disappeared.
            Her sights fixed on a more distant horizon. So why this need now to grasp at Kenji? “I’m curious how they ended,” she says.
         

         
         “Janie.” Her childhood name a chide. “There has been no one else like you.”
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         It had been ten weeks, then five, then three, now one.

         
         During this last week, the rain returns. Kenji’s south in Ka‘ū, where the roads are flooded, and he worries he won’t be able
            to drive home safely. As she waits for updates, Jane assembles boxes in her childhood bedroom, mentally catapulting into the
            house she shares with Donnie. She imagines launching into classes, the library, restaurants with dim lighting. Graduate exams
            and applications. Her parents’ faces, relegated to a screen. As long as she thinks of nothing else, this planned future pleases
            her.
         

         
         Her phone chimes. Out her window, a break in the rain. Kenji is driving back for her.

         
         Downtown? he asks. Ice cream?

         
         A sweet salve from the humidity. A distraction from the inevitable.

         
         Please, she says.
         

         
         

         They enjoy ice cream cones on a bench outside a parlor, and Jane licks her sticky fingers. “You’re quieter than usual,” she
            says.
         

         
         “You’re leaving, that’s all.”

         
         “Come on.” She nudges his shoulder with her own. “It’s been great, right?”

         
         Her happiest months in Hilo she can remember. One hell of a summer.

         
         But Kenji won’t rally. He broods. “Bet you’re all packed.”

         
         Half packed. Already she has become predictable to him.

         
         What if she stayed, or at least came home after graduation and they tried to turn this sojourn into something real? She pictures
            them forever tied to their childhoods, a lifetime of duty.
         

         
         People pass on the street, some tourists, a few recognizable faces of near-strangers. A couple stops in front of them. No,
            siblings. The same height, with the same dark curly hair, penetrating eyes, jawline. Twins.
         

         
         Kenji transforms, lighting up with false cheer. He stands and shakes the man’s hand, kisses the cheeks of the woman. They’re
            all about the same age.
         

         
         “Been a while,” the woman says to Kenji. “I was just thinking of you.”

         
         He asks, “When did you get back?”

         
         “This morning.”

         
         Jane stands, feeling left out. Among company, Kenji becomes less hers, reminds her that he is connected in this town. Despite
            the tension between them, a person who performs for others.
         

         
         So Jane will perform politeness too. She introduces herself and extends her hand. The man laughs, leans in to hug her. The
            other woman shakes, her hand a vise. Kenji says, “Jane, this is Brandon Gonsalves. And his sister, Loralei.”
         

         
         “We were in school together, so we’ve met,” Loralei says, tone as hard as her grip.

         
         This look of disdain, Jane remembers. Loralei Gonsalves was not a golden child like Wally-Jun or an athlete like Kenji. She
            strode through their high school halls with a self-righteous air. Loralei came from a large family and enjoyed twice as many
            friends. Jane can place Loralei in the cafeteria, where Jane drew her lunch before eating it. Let me guess, Loralei would quip, you don’t want to. Janie, forever saying no. Not wanting to sign a petition or participate in a fundraiser.
         

         
         Now Loralei says, “This is shitty, Ken.”

         
         Ken? His high pitch of politeness turns deeper. “You left, Lei.”

         
         “I said I’d call you.”

         
         “Right.” Besides this one word, Kenji appears tongue-tied. His sweaty palm snatches Jane’s. “Sorry for the misunderstanding. We were just leaving.” 

         
         Jane hastens to keep up. At a corner, Kenji pushes the button for the crosswalk signal.

         
         “What was that about? Kenji?”

         
         He steps into traffic before the light turns. “It was nothing.”

         
         “You’re practically running away from her. It can’t be nothing.” Jane trails him, skipping across lanes. “What are you not
            telling me?”
         

         
         “We were friends. Then we started hanging out. Before you. She went to Maui for the summer.”

         
         “Hold on.” They teeter on the curb. Beyond them, the bay. “What does that mean? Hanging out? Look at me.” His expression pained,
            even annoyed. “How long?”
         

         
         “Jane.” Before this moment, she loved when he said her name. His body casts a long shadow on the pavement, distorting his
            figure to twice its size.
         

         
         “Tell me.”

         
         “A few months. Maybe a year.”

         
         “A year?”
         

         
         Of course. Jane can picture them together. Not a cute couple, but a good fit. Two island children, grown up. Loralei, brazen and tough. Kenji, unaffected and accommodating. Paired at weddings and baby
            showers and retirement parties. By day, it’s Loralei in his passenger seat. By night, this other woman fills his mouth.
         

         
         “It’s not what you think,” Kenji interjects, as if tracking the speed of Jane’s imagination. “There was no spark.”

         
         Jane tries to recall any mention of Loralei or Brandon and finds only Kenji’s vague responses. Days of waiting as he worked
            out of town, frustrations at canceled plans for his mother’s doctor’s appointments, and various engagements he lumped together
            as responsibilities. Kenji continues on the path through the coastal park.
         

         
         They pass a bandstand, a homeless encampment on its periphery. Jane is disturbed by the tang of urine in the air. The painful reminder of humans left to rot. In her hand, the cone, dripping. Jane drops it in the trash can. She wants to push Kenji into the bay. “When we met, I asked if you were with anyone. You lied to me.” 

         
         “I said not really. I figured not, but I didn’t know.”
         

         
         Now she remembers. The hongwanji. The party he was supposed to attend. “You didn’t want me to go to Brandon’s party because
            he was your girlfriend’s brother.”
         

         
         “No. That wasn’t it.”

         
         Not once has she met his friends or family. She’d fancied the idea that they existed in an hourglass, ever aware of time slipping
            away, but maybe he’d been hiding her. “When you were supposedly working out of town, did you visit her on Maui?”
         

         
         “Listen to me, Jane. I haven’t talked to her all summer. She didn’t reach out to me either. She said we’d talk when she came
            back. Figured she was being nice, since I’m friends with her brother.”
         

         
         Cars pass on the road, headlights gleaming. Jane, caught in the spotlight of this lover’s quarrel. She can’t believe Kenji,
            because Loralei so palpably fits in his life. Jane fashioned herself as rare—there has been no one else like you, he said—but she is common. Someone to be enjoyed while his girlfriend was out of town.
         

         
         Their cute story has taken a pathetic turn. Stupid. Another small-nose misstep. Jane will walk under dark palms, over stone
            bridges, through the hanging roots of banyans. Away.
         

         
         “Where are you going?” Kenji jogs after her. “It’s not safe at this hour. I’ll drive you.”

         
         “I don’t need you.”

         
         He blocks her passage and reaches for her. She raises a splayed palm. Stop.

         
         “Let me pass.” She should focus on what’s ahead, though the sting of this trespass deepens. These months, Kenji hedged, letting
            Loralei believe they were on a break and Jane believe—what? “You should have told me.”
         

         
         If he’d told her, from the beginning, they would be equal. She could have navigated this distraction with open eyes. A guarded
            heart.
         

         
         “Why do you care anyway? You’re the one leaving. I’ve been telling myself take only what Jane’s willing to give. Everything, until you depart, right? Then what? Nothing?” His tone yielding but sharp. “See? You won’t even look at me.”
         

         
         “Don’t make this about me.” Her chest collapses into itself with the confrontation. She both distrusts his explanation and
            recognizes the truth. Jane from the beginning of the summer leaves what she loves. These months with Kenji have disoriented
            her, though. She can’t look at him, can’t be close. It hurts too much. “You’re right. I was confused. Now I’m clear.”
         

         
         “Jane, don’t pretend I’m alone here.” But in Loralei’s wake, she can’t discern what’s real. She pushes past him, onto the
            path that will lead her home. “Please let me drive you.”
         

         
         “I should have never got into your car,” she shouts and does not look back.

         
         Every step brings her farther from Kenji and the shore. She walks past the schools of her childhood. She stomps through a
            baseball field, earth soft from the rain. Mud oozes into her sandals. To cry would admit sadness. To scream would reveal fury.
            Better to feed this kindling into the next fire.
         

         
         She stops at a fountain and gulps water, rinsing her sticky fingers and burning cheeks. Beside her, a blue and white sign
            with a monster wave and a warning: Leaving Tsunami Hazard Zone.
         

         
         As if that was the problem. Kenji was a liar. Love was the hazard.

         
         

         Jane wakes before her parents and meets the sweet stench of rotting mangoes in the kitchen. It’s the smell she equates with
            the summer’s end. Jane pulls a knife from the drawer.
         

         
         By the time her mother emerges, Jane has filled bowls with yellow slivers, partitioning the cut fruit for different purposes—to
            freeze, to pickle, to bake. Her mother circles the kitchen, notes the full carafe of coffee, the warming oven. Jane cooked
            breakfast, now an hour cold, waiting on two plates. An offering to her parents.
         

         
         “You want to talk about it?” her mother asks.

         
         Jane fingers the bags under her eyes, the crust gathered in their corners. Her brain still half haze, after a fitful night
            in her own bed.
         

         
         She shrugs. “Nothing to say.”

         
         A predictable story of summer romance. Everyone knows how it ends.

         
         Her mother squeezes her forearm. “Nice to have you here this morning.”

         
         Jane attempts a smile. “Sorry I haven’t been around.”

         
         The oven beeps, and her mother joins her, stirring and pouring batter into loaf pans. When her father enters, he says, “There’s
            our little mouse—” but her mother shushes him. She understands her parents are silently communicating—their daughter, heartbroken.
            So Jane focuses on gliding the knife under the skin, the fruit so soft it’s mush.
         

         
         Her mother wraps warm bread in a decorative towel. “Aunty Maile wants to see you before you leave. She didn’t get to say goodbye
            on your last night at the restaurant.”
         

         
         Maile, Wally-Jun’s mother. Jane had allowed Kenji to consume her. She’d teased him for his excessive sense of duty. But now
            tender, she’s aware of her debt to those she’s known since birth. Her affection overdue.
         

         
         Jane showers and collects the bread. Wally and Maile’s house is nearly identical to her own, bought by a developer from the
            same prefab catalog decades ago. When she knocks, Maile’s voice carries from the side yard, bidding her to come.
         

         
         Here Maile rises from her crouch, wearing a wide-brimmed hat, rubber boots on her feet. She’s been weeding a raised bed peppered
            with red and yellow blossoms.
         

         
         Jane presents the loaf and kisses her cheek. “So sweet, girlie,” Maile says. “Let’s have a slice together.”

         
         On the lānai, Maile lowers in a chair and bosses Jane around, telling her to fetch plates, a knife, the pink lemonade in the
            fridge. Settled, nostalgia overtakes Jane. For years, she has pinged between her home and this one.
         

         
         They chew as they overlook the large yard, brown in the midday sun. “You planted flowers this year,” Jane says, making conversation.

         
         “My brilliant idea at the start of summer. But it’s too much. The weeds are choking the blooms.”

         
         “Next year, you could try native plants. Less upkeep.”

         
         “One day we’ll build an ‘ohana unit out here. Me and Uncle Wally can live there when we’re old futs, and Wally-Jun can live
            in the big house.” Maile’s bracelets clatter as she downs the last of the lemonade. “So. You and Kenji Lee?”
         

         
         “Aunty.” Jane uses her grown-up voice. “It’s not polite to pry.”

         
         “Oh, please, girlie. As if politeness matters among family.” Family of no relation, though Maile is a second mother of sorts.
            “Your parents would be pleased if you moved back.”
         

         
         “That’s not happening.”

         
         Maile prods, “So he’s coming to Honolulu with you? Kenji’s a good egg.”

         
         Jane wants to knock him from his community pedestal. Not a good egg, a liar. A door slams, someone else at home. Uncle Wally,
            or worse, Wally-Jun. Jane resists the urge to divulge, mimics Kenji’s vagueness. “He has responsibilities to his family here.”
         

         
         And maybe to Loralei, if she’ll forgive him.

         
         The older woman’s humor falls away, as if Jane’s love life is a soap opera she’s been watching from her front window. “I always
            hoped it would be you and Wally-Jun, but no matter. The heart chooses. I’ve known Kenji since he was a boy, and people don’t
            change that much. You should try to make it work.”
         

         
         “My business, Aunty.”

         
         “Not in this town. You leave a mess, and the rest of us have to live with it.”

         
         Jane collects the plates. “He made the mess. He can live with it.” Maile cocks her head, curious. “I told you, I’m not coming
            back.”
         

         
         Maile shoots her mom-glare, stern but loving. “We both know that’s not true, girlie.”

         
         Jane kisses her cheek, then washes the dishes in the sink. As she leaves, Wally-Jun fills the doorframe. “Hold the door?”

         
         He carries a box from the garage, also packing for the fall semester. “Thanks.” He steps onto the threshold and studies her
            face. “Oh.”
         

         
         In the reflection of his glasses, she is small and childishly sad. She says, “Don’t say it.”

         
         “Told you so.” His face falls, instantly regretful. “Sorry, can’t help myself.” He reaches out to her, as a friend might,
            but he loses his grip on the box and must catch it.
         

         
         “You were happy. Not today . . . Well, let me know if I can help.”

         
         Her eyes drift past Wally-Jun to the curb where Kenji’s car should be. “No thanks.”

         
         Back in her room, she dials Donnie in Honolulu. She wants to be rid of the stink of maternal entanglements, free herself from
            the sweet prison of being grown in your hometown.
         

         
         When she can’t get hold of Donnie, Jane engages in wishful thinking. If only they’d not collided at the restaurant or the
            courthouse. If only they didn’t drive the coast. If only he’d mentioned Loralei. If only he would call.
         

         
         If only.

         
         If only.

         
         If only.

         
         

         Jane departs in three days. While staring at her packed boxes, addressed and bound with rope, the idea of not seeing Kenji
            once more fills her with anguish. Perhaps he is telling the truth; it was all a misunderstanding. Perhaps Maile is right.
            At the least, they should part on friendly terms.
         

         
         Jane taps on Kenji’s bedroom window. Only now, with no response, does she consider that he’s resumed his pre-Jane life. Out
            with friends, or Loralei. Her hope deflates, until the curtain opens. His face—how she missed him. Before, she couldn’t read
            him. She notes his eyes, a touch wider. His parted lips. She has surprised him but is not unwelcome.
         

         
         “Jane.” He steadies her as she steps through the frame. “I’m glad you came.”

         
         In his room, she glimpses a child growing through time. An anime poster. Track trophies. A graduation tassel hangs from a
            lamp. On the nightstand, a photo: Kenji’s a slim-faced child, three or four, held by his mother along the black lava fields
            on the Kalapana coast. His mother is young in a green dress, determination hardened into her features. Neither smiles.
         

         
         Jane studies the plump cheeks and gangly arms. No likeness to his mother. “What was your father like?”

         
         “Wild.” Kenji’s father resorted to force when he did not get his way—with a young child underfoot, that was all the time.
            When he left, his mother suspected he went to another island or skipped an ocean to California. “Turns out he’s in prison
            in Arizona.”
         

         
         “How do you know that?”

         
         “I got a letter, stamped with the prison’s seal. I didn’t read all of it, to be honest. Maybe he’s getting old and regretful,
            twelve-stepping and making amends. Anyway, I opened a PO box so my mom wouldn’t see any other letters and get twisted up.”
         

         
         So that’s why Kenji was at the federal building. A serendipitous moment that began with a drive to Laupāhoehoe and led them
            to this room.
         

         
         “Aren’t you curious about him?”

         
         “He broke her jaw and left us both. He forfeited our love.” Jane clenches her own jaw, unable to fathom the violence. “Uncle
            Roy says there’s two types of men in the family—the fists-and-feet type and the heart-and-hearth type.”
         

         
         “So your uncle’s of the heart-and-hearth variety.” Maile’s words surface. A good egg. “Same as you.”
         

         
         Kenji appears unconvinced. “You think so?”

         
         He has touched her many times, and never has she feared his hands. “Please. You’re a gentle creature,” she says. “The only
            thing you’re capable of breaking is my heart.”
         

         
         These words escaped her in jest, but now the truth of it hangs awkwardly between them. She says, “Forget I said that.”

         
         “I never want to hurt you,” he says.

         
         Days before her flight, it’s too much. Jane turns away, refusing to meet his open face. In his closet hangs the shirt he wore
            their first night together. Tacked to a corkboard above his desk, her sketch from Kona. Here, their present melds with his
            past. There’s so much of his life that eludes her. “Tell me about your uncle,” she says.
         

         
         Kenji shares his earliest memories of Roy, a quiet man arriving with gifts. Candy enveloped in rice paper. A bundle of steamed
            banana leaves that unwrapped to a meal. His uncle was sustenance and safety. Besides Kenji’s absent father, Roy was the last
            of his father’s line, and his mother’s family had gone back to Japan. Eventually the three of them had moved here and become
            a family.
         

         
         “Wait.” Jane nestles beside him, sitting on the bed. The bed is small, but they fit. “Roy’s your father’s brother? Are your mom and him together?” This strikes Jane as a biblical arrangement, where a man takes on his missing brother’s
            wife.
         

         
         Kenji doesn’t know, nor does he want to. “They’ve always had separate rooms.”

         
         “So they came together because of you.”

         
         Kenji turns off the lamp, and his childhood dims around them. “I worried I wouldn’t see you again.”

         
         “You should have told me about Loralei. I never thought you’d lie to me.”

         
         “I wasn’t lying. At least, I wasn’t trying to lie. You just happened. You at the restaurant, you at the federal building.
            Loralei was . . .” He pauses, choosing his words. “Familiar. Then she left, and I was grateful, because I’m no good at ending
            things. I didn’t want to say anything if it was a nonissue.”
         

         
         “Am I a nonissue?”

         
         “No, the opposite. With you, it’s like being out in the open water when a volcano breaches the surface.”

         
         “That’s dramatic.” Still, it thrills her.

         
         “It’s different with you. Do you know you’re the only person who asks me what I want?”

         
         He returns the frame to the nightstand. His mother’s round face is a moon in this room. “It’s kind of tragic, a life without love. Who would want that?” she says. 

         
         “Who says they don’t love each other?”

         
         “That’s not what I mean.”

         
         “You mean love like this.” He pulls her ankle toward him, and she laughs, covering her mouth to not make too much noise.

         
         Love. At summer’s end, the word floats and settles between them. “Is that what this is?” She won’t be the first to say it.
         

         
         “I wouldn’t want to sleep in separate rooms.”

         
         On the bedside clock it’s 12:17 a.m. Two more days. She wants to tunnel into his body and forget it will end.

         
         “Me neither,” she says.

         
         

         Jane’s mother shimmies dishes around the dining table, while her father rearranges the chairs to make room. ‘Ōpakapaka glistens
            in the china that Jane’s never seen used. Rice steams in a bowl. The modest chandelier glimmers on the ceiling. Her mother
            insisted on meeting Kenji, and on this last night, Jane relented.
         

         
         “Mom, you didn’t have to make a big deal out of dinner,” Jane says.

         
         “It is a big deal. My girl’s leaving tomorrow. And I haven’t seen you most of the summer.” Her mother turns to Kenji. “Your
            fault.”
         

         
         Her mother is teasing. Jane has forgiven Kenji, so they’ve welcomed him as family.

         
         “Hope you eat fish,” her father says.

         
         “I’m a Hilo boy,” Kenji says.

         
         Jane’s world shrinks. Here, she witnesses more of the dutiful son: Kenji’s manners, complimenting the food and her parents and the house. He shares opinions on any topic her father throws his way. The new football coach, the coming volleyball season. Proposed legislation that would remove affordable housing regulations, benefiting developers while squeezing out local families. The downtown business association’s plans to revitalize business for the holiday season. 

         
         She can read their faces. They approve of Kenji. He’s more like them than she is.

         
         “You could get our girl to come home,” her mother says to Kenji.

         
         “Mom,” Jane begins.

         
         Her mother silences her with a dismissive look. “I miss her when she’s not here,” she says.

         
         “One day I’ll design you a house so beautiful you won’t be able to resist coming to me,” Jane says.

         
         “You want us to move after we worked so hard to get this house?” her mother says. “It’s all for you, Janie girl. A gift.”

         
         “Then don’t lord it over me.”

         
         Her mother shifts her attention to Kenji. “Your folks’ house will be yours one day, right?”

         
         Kenji nods. “That’s the plan.” Just like Wally-Jun.

         
         “See, Janie? It’s what parents do.” Jane sets a fork down, her appetite lost. Her mother grasps her hand. “It’s one way we
            can show you we love you after we’re gone.”
         

         
         “It’s morbid.” Jane can’t imagine being as old as her parents, preoccupied with property and inheritance. As far as she’s
            concerned, they’ll live forever. “Anyway, this year I’m coming home for Christmas. I promise.”
         

         
         They arrive at dessert, and tomorrow’s plan. Her father usually drives Jane to the airport, but Kenji volunteers.

         
         “It’s unnecessary,” Jane says.

         
         “It’s no problem,” Kenji insists.

         
         In the driveway, Jane and Kenji linger so long and silent that the kitchen light goes out, her parents done cleaning for the
            night. Three doors down, Maile’s car pulls into the garage, returned from the restaurant.
         

         
         Jane doesn’t want to part with the air of familial love between them and it’s too late to drive along the coast. How is it possible that she won’t see him tomorrow evening? He wants her to stay, but she’s already packed and ready to go. He must know she wants him to come with her, but how could she ask that of him? Her school and plans are a playground of pure potential with little risk, while he has the responsibilities of full-time work, part of a mortgage, and elders to tend. She wants him, too much, to herself. 

         
         The Bernie Jane looms in the garage. In high school, she used to sneak onto the parked boat to sip stolen beer and smoke cigarettes. She
            climbs onto the deck and offers a hand. He doesn’t need the help, only the invitation.
         

         
         Aboard, the sadness overwhelms her as she recalls the spaces they’ve come together. She could build a box from each memory,
            spend a lifetime inhabiting a single summer. She says, “I’ll miss you.”
         

         
         He sits in the captain’s seat and pulls her to him, kisses the pendant at her throat. “We’re not at goodbye yet.”

         
         He scoops her onto his lap, stripping off her shirt. He lifts a breast, runs his tongue over a beauty mark hidden beneath
            the fold. When he’d first discovered it, weeks ago, he said her body was a sky, every mark a constellation. This one, his
            star.
         

         
         Jane predicts Kenji will stretch out the night, as if there is no ticking clock.

         
         “Don’t make me wait,” she says.

         
         “My Jane. Always in a rush.”

         
         She understands that his pace is its own message. The man has superior willpower. He frustrates and fulfills her, and so she
            is entirely his. At least here. At least now.
         

         
         When their bodies fit together, she’s tempted to confess, I love you, but Kenji speaks first.
         

         
         “You’re going to haunt me. You’ll be far away, and I’ll have to watch your father haul this boat through town, and remember
            us like this.”
         

         
         

         At the airport counter, Jane weighs a box on the scale. She, too, is already haunted by their last hours. The agent hands
            Jane her driver’s license and boarding pass.
         

         
         “You could come with me.” She attempts to keep her tone light. It takes so much self-control not to cry or make promises. Already his voice is in her head. My responsibilities. Kenji must stay for his mother’s surgery next month, an upcoming job in Kona. Worse, he’ll be exposed to Loralei and her
            wild hair and bouncing ass. In this open terminal, a lei stand fills the air with the sweet fragrance of plumeria. Jane tastes
            acid on her tongue. “Just for a few days. It’ll be fun.”
         

         
         In his face, confusion. “Do you want me to?”

         
         Choose, Kenji, she wants to scream.
         

         
         On the wall, as always, local children’s paintings depict what they love about Hilo. Gazebos and waterfalls. Of course he
            will stay. His rejection makes her regret asking at all. She grabs the suitcase handle from Kenji’s grasp, and after a tug,
            he lets go. An errant wheel squeals as she walks away.
         

         
         “Wait,” he calls.

         
         When she turns, she finds him supplying a credit card to the agent. Soon he raises a ticket in the air. A small victory.

         
         At the security checkpoint, she kisses him. They have manufactured more time. “You sure?”

         
         “No.” He has no luggage. His car’s in the parking lot. But he brims with giddy energy, this spontaneous decision. “But I couldn’t
            watch you get on that plane.”
         

         
         Past the sign marked Ticketed Passengers Only, she goes first, and he follows.
         

         
         From the air, Honolulu appears as a jagged horizon, high-rises shooting up over piers. A colorful array of hotels lines the
            beach of Waikīkī to the Diamond Head crater. Streets of houses clump in the valleys and ascend the mountain ranges, an accumulation
            of shelters that remind Jane of an upward cupped palm, spidery fingers reaching skyward.
         

         
         “There’s just so much,” Kenji says, leaning over her, seated at the window. She knows what he means. So many buildings, so
            many houses. Eight major islands in the archipelago, but the majority of the population live on O‘ahu, home to the capital
            city.
         

         
         “I love it,” she says.
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         Jane lives in a small house off campus. The aging structure has the appeal of the midcentury tropics with built-in bookcases
            and glass jalousies that allow the valley breeze to sweep right through.
         

         
         Kenji sets her luggage on the stoop. She wants to impress him, even though brown grass encircles them and paint chips from
            the doorframe.
         

         
         “It’s nicer inside,” she promises.

         
         The key slides in the lock, and she calls in, “I’ve got a surprise.”

         
         Donnie stands at the end of the hallway, wearing a lime sundress embroidered at the low neck. For Jane, Donnie’s a vision
            with her light brown hair skimming her waist. Donnie embraces her, and Jane pulls back to study her face. That freckled nose,
            those sad eyes.
         

         
         “How you doing, babe?” Jane asks. She knows, from Donnie’s texts, that Summer left for California earlier this week.

         
         “Ah, fine.” Donnie’s buoyed by a long weekend visit, already booked, six weeks from now. At the door, Kenji pulls in Jane’s
            suitcase. Donnie bumps her hip with her own. “You brought some extra baggage.”
         

         
         With her arm around Donnie, Jane watches Kenji haul her box into the house. She could watch him do mundane tasks for days
            on end. “I think he might be my big game fish,” Jane says.
         

         
         “Every time you come back from Hilo, you’re full of fishing metaphors,” Donnie teases. “Good thing I sent Will away. He dropped
            in yesterday and left a note on your door.”
         

         
         Will. She hadn’t thought of him in months.

         
         Kenji approaches, leans in to kiss Donnie’s cheek, and introduces himself. Glee courses through Jane. A piece of her life puzzle falls into place. 

         
         Donnie ushers them into the kitchen, inviting them to share leftovers from a graduation brunch. Donnie blows on a party favor,
            its bleat filling the air. It’s not yet noon, but Jane opens a champagne bottle, and the flying cork hits the refrigerator.
            She fills flutes and licks chantilly frosting off a fork. This moment’s so superfluous, so perfect, that she’s content to
            witness it unfolding around her.
         

         
         In the air, Donnie holds the knife, covered in cake crumbs. “I could cut the energy between you two with this knife. Jane,
            your sex pheromones are wafting off you.”
         

         
         Jane tells Kenji, “Donnie took a behavioral psych class over the summer.”

         
         Donnie pours the last of the champagne. “If you’re up for it, there’s a house party up the heights tonight.” Jane had gone
            with Donnie each year, the party hosted by a friend of a friend at an old mansion converted into student housing, a kickoff
            of fall revelry. “But I suspect you might want to stay in.”
         

         
         Jane asks Kenji, “What do you want?”

         
         “Let’s stay in.”

         
         Donnie finishes her glass. “The house is yours, lovebirds.”

         
         Beyond the hall, a turquoise couch and a red lantern in the living room. Kenji pauses at framed photos of Jane and Donnie’s
            escapades. Last year’s Christmas getaway, interisland trips to Kaua‘i and Maui, bunker parties and rooftop bars.
         

         
         At her door, Jane palms the note, but she’s not fast enough.

         
         “Who’s Will?” Kenji asks.

         
         “My Loralei.”

         
         “Funny.”

         
         The bedroom is cool and spare. She lies on the mattress, kicks up her bare heels. She taps the space beside her, inviting
            Kenji close. He plops, sinking the mattress, nearly making her roll to the floor. She laughs and laughs. “What can we do with
            all this space?”
         

         
         “I can think of a few things.” He hooks a finger on her belt loop, slides his hand beneath the band.

         
         “So you want to make your mark here.” His mind no longer a mysterious place. “A dog claiming his territory.”

         
         He will take her on this bed, her desk, make her watch in the mirror behind the door. That way if he goes, she will remember.

         
         “Maybe,” he says. “I’m sure you have your own agenda.”

         
         She rolls onto him, the delightful creak of springs beneath them. Proof of them together. “I’m going to make the rest of the
            world disappear.”
         

         
         No families to navigate. No running off to work. No squeezing in love before sunrise.

         
         

         The next morning, Kenji’s clothes spin in the washer and dryer. She brings him breakfast in bed.

         
         For a day, they wander the house. She watches him pass his thumb over her textbooks on the bookshelf, fix the dud bulb in
            the living room. She prances around in her robe, hollering as she twirls the sash, pretending to lasso him. When he touches
            her—his skin illuminated in the midday light—he is rougher, as if he can trust he won’t crush her. She delights in the dirty
            dinner dishes, the shared toothbrush on the bathroom sink.
         

         
         Jane wakes early on the third day, giddy with revised plans. She’ll attend graduate school, and they’ll find a studio. As
            a couple, they’ll befriend other pairs. Double dinner dates and movie nights and anniversaries. Visits to their families every
            Christmas. Her heart aches for this new chapter.
         

         
         But first, he has to stay.

         
         

         “Let me show you around,” she says when he’s dressed.

         
         O‘ahu natives call Honolulu Town, harkening to old plantation days when most of the territory was fields of cane and pineapple with a single point of convergence for government and trade. Downtown’s only a few city blocks, and Jane fashions herself as Kenji’s tour guide. She lists the options: ‘Iolani Palace, the art museum, the— 

         
         “I want to see the art museum,” he says.

         
         The museum is a two-story structure; the galleries encircle multiple courtyards. Sometimes she lunches with Donnie there,
            pretending she’s vacationing in the Mediterranean.
         

         
         Kenji’s face transforms as he stands before the displays devoted to the cultures from which they can trace their own bloodlines.
            Polynesian paddles that led Tahitian canoes to these uninhabited islands. The feather capes of Hawaiian chiefs. The intricate
            shellwork of Filipinos, pre-Catholicism. Tiny woodblock prints from Japan depicting raging seas. Jade-set settees from China.
            On to the ancient gods of Aztecs, mortars and pestles made of stone.
         

         
         He stops midstride around a corner, and her body clashes into his. They’ve stepped into an exhibit titled “The New America.”
            It’s visual whiplash: white-wigged men in waistcoats, a set of porcelain plates, yellowing pages beneath glass.
         

         
         “Thousands of years of Indigenous culture, and then there’s Plymouth Rock and Captain Cook, and the whole world looks like
            this.” Kenji gestures to the gilded portraits.
         

         
         He refers to conquest, deluded ideas about destiny, manifest. Their home now resembles these American colonialists’ more than
            their own ancestors’, but Jane thinks of the ingenuity. Walls that protected you from nature, electricity that captured fire,
            printing presses and trains and planes. “Some call this progress.”
         

         
         “But they washed everything else away. Most of us don’t even know what we lost.”

         
         Kenji, looking backward. Jane, forward. She nestles into him, interlacing her fingers in his, and pulls him along through
            history. Still objects painted by starving artists in Paris. An impressionistic rendition of the Summer of Love, a gag of
            midday colors. Boredom typically descends on Jane, but now she enjoys witnessing him engaged in the larger world.
         

         
         They enjoy pastries in a courtyard as Kenji studies a pamphlet for the museum’s art school. An annex hosts classes in subjects from art history to woodwork. “Any classes interest you?” 

         
         Kenji flicks a scone crumb from the pamphlet. “Every class is interesting.”

         
         “You should study art.”

         
         “Art?” He laughs, as if the idea is ridiculous. “I work in construction, Jane.”

         
         “So you can work with materials. Build things. You could do installations. Sculptures.”

         
         Jane, architect. Kenji, artist. Their future, forming in her mind.

         
         She pictures Kenji in art school. They will go to museums as members. Study one piece a day. Argue over progress. They will
            fill empty rooms and learn to bake macarons and mix cocktails, buy something excessive. A levitating bed. A parakeet. She
            will draw him. Sleeping. Making tea. Shaving. Gazing out a train window. Standing beneath the clock at the Musée d’Orsay.
         

         
         Her phone rings, but she ignores the call. “My mother,” she explains. “Bet she has a maternal sense that I’m having too much
            fun over here.”
         

         
         “You can take the call.”

         
         “I’ll call her later.” By later, she means after she’s no longer orbiting Kenji. When he leaves and she needs solace, or when he stays and she’s satisfied.
         

         
         “You ignore her a lot.”

         
         “She calls a lot.” In Hilo, her mother called so often that Jane took to turning her phone off when she was with Kenji. “You
            haven’t called your folks since you’ve been here.”
         

         
         “I talked to them when you were in the shower this morning.”

         
         “Well, what a good son you are.”

         
         “They love you, that’s all I’m saying.”

         
         “They’re my parents, so they’re supposed to love me.”

         
         “I don’t know about supposed to.”
         

         
         Jane remembers his life’s been colored by adults choosing to leave and stay. Whenever he mentions family, she feels like a pouting child beside him. 

         
         She wants to recapture him. “Shall we go?”

         
         Kenji stuffs the pamphlet into his back pocket.

         
         On the way to her place, they drop by a corner market. Jane selects a bottle of sparkling wine, gelato in a glass tub, and
            fish with flesh so red it would be a shame to cook it. A dinner to be enjoyed outdoors under the cloudless sky, cooled by
            the trade winds of early evening.
         

         
         When they enter, Jane hears low voices from the television. She and Kenji cross the long hall. Donnie sits on one arm of the
            sofa in her red bathrobe, striped towel turbaned on her head. She wipes at her nose; it appears she’s been crying.
         

         
         “Why the long face, babe?” Jane says in greeting.

         
         Donnie blinks, registering their presence. “My god, Jane. I—” Donnie points to the television screen, where a grave-faced
            newscaster reports. “I was about to call you.”
         

         
         Kenji presses Jane’s shoulders, moving her aside. “What happened?” he asks. “Where’s the remote?”

         
         Donnie fumbles on the low coffee table, tossing magazines aside to find it.

         
         “Hilo’s underwater.” Donnie thrusts the remote toward Kenji. “A second wave just hit.”

         
         Kenji turns up the volume. On the television screen, a shaky shot of Hilo Bay. A replay. The shoreline recedes, then rushes
            forth.
         

         
         Tsunami.

         
         Through the water, Jane sees only rooftops. A structure at the port rips from the foundation and is tugged inland. SUVs float
            like bugs on their backs.
         

         
         The wave whips through the streets. For a moment, the image freezes. A newscaster returns, detailing a delay in the feed.

         
         “I don’t understand,” Jane says. She can’t sense her limbs, hears only glass dropping to the floor. The screen unfreezes.
            The downtown market’s underwater. The bakery. The old movie theater. Gone.
         

         
         “It couldn’t have reached—” she begins to tell Kenji, but the footage stops her. They know these streets. The street where her elementary school stood. The street where she learned to ride a bike. Kenji’s street. Her street. The wave swallows it all. 

         
         “Did the sirens go off?” Jane asks Donnie, as Kenji flips channels, searching for more information. The headlines read, BREAKING
            NEWS. Replays. The wave, crashing again and again on the shore. Interspersed is useless television. National election coverage.
            An animated blue puppy with an Australian accent. A doubles championship at the US Open. “Tell me the alarms went off.”
         

         
         Donnie says softly, “It happened too fast.”

         
         A talking head on-screen says, “Scientists claim a localized earthquake off the southeast coast generated the tsunami, giving residents less than two minutes
               to evacuate—”
         

         
         A shot of the harbor, boats tossed as dice. Her father. Oh god. And her mother. Where? At home?

         
         “When did the first wave hit?” she asks Donnie.

         
         “About an hour ago.”

         
         Jane does the math. A call between waves. “She tried to reach me.”

         
         This is the only detail she can hold. Jane senses the space—these rooms, this city, this island, this archipelago—but the
            world has shrunk only to this television, this ringing phone. This vast sea.
         

         
         “Jane, Jane, Janie. Pay attention.” Kenji peels her fingers off his arm, which she didn’t realize she was grasping. On his dark skin, the red
            outline of each digit. “Call your mother back.”
         

         
         Kenji, head cocked, phone to his ear. Jane fumbles for hers, having to enter her passcode three times with her shaking hands.

         
         Her mother’s phone rings through the speaker.

         
         “Fuck.” Kenji pokes at his phone. “I should never have left them.”

         
         “Your folks?” Donnie blinks. “But then you’d be underwater too.”

         
         Kenji’s regret washes over Jane. “I should’ve answered,” she says.

         
         Her mother’s voice fills the room, asking them to leave a message.

         
         “Again,” Jane says, redialing.

         
         Her mother’s phone rings and rings and rings.
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         Jane, seventh grade. Another field trip to the tsunami museum.

         
         The museum’s a downtown Hilo institution, located within an old bank that makes Jane feel as if she’s stuck in a vault. On
            the wall, a map that centers on the Hawaiian Islands. Everywhere she wants to go, a leap is required. There’s so much ocean.
            Continents loom: the sheer breadth of Russia, the landmass of Greenland. She can recite capital cities in alphabetical order,
            a skill learned during one lonely summer.
         

         
         The map depicts the Ring of Fire, fault lines that form a fiery arc over the Pacific, home to the majority of the Earth’s
            seismic and volcanic activity. Jane recalls capital names as the museum docent circles his pointer around the map. Alaska
            to the north (Juneau), New Zealand to the south (Auckland), Peru to the east (Lima), and Indonesia to the west (Jakarta).
            The docent explains that a 7.4 magnitude earthquake off the Aleutian chain triggered the 1946 tsunami, traveling 2,400 miles
            before colliding with Hilo, killing 96 people. In 1960, a 9.5 magnitude earthquake in Chile killed thousands before making
            landfall in Hilo, taking 61. On the wall, the names of the lost.
         

         
         Jane’s classmates press their fingers on the wave machine, a water tank depicting the displacement of water. The docent details
            the four stages of a tsunami. Initiation, when an earthquake creates a shift in the sea floor. Then split, when the crack in the Earth displaces the ocean water. Amplification, when centimeters of displaced water move toward landmasses and gain momentum. And run-up—the docent slaps his palms together, startling one new girl in the front—when a monster wave pummels the land.
         

         
         Jane is unmoved; she’s heard it before. In the first grade, a tsunami in Indonesia. Earlier this year, a tsunami on the north
            coast of Japan. A poster depicts wave heights and fatalities of these foreign tsunamis, numbers so massive that Jane can’t
            comprehend them. Tens of thousands. Hundreds of thousands. Waves taller than any building she’s ever seen. But her hometown
            is prone to hyperbole. For decades, her relatives have died of old age.
         

         
         The docent details the advances in seismic technology, tide gauge stations, and warning systems.

         
         The new girl raises her hand. “So we’ll be safe?”

         
         Wally-Jun teases her, “We’re waiting for the big one!”

         
         Jane feels for the girl. Wally-Jun’s a pest. He calls Jane Max, as in maxi-pad, because Jane once bled through her shorts.
            Jane’s best friend has moved away, her grandmother confined to an urn. The school taunting, from Wally-Jun and his friends,
            makes her cave into herself. She still swims, but no longer does it buoy her spirit.
         

         
         The docent’s face takes on that grave expression adults have when they’re discussing tragedies, whether it’s Pearl Harbor,
            the World Trade Center, or New Orleans after Hurricane Katrina. “We’ll have a few hours’ warning for earthquakes along the
            Pacific Rim. But Hawai‘i can create its own tsunamis because of volcanic activity. Underwater, there are thousands of earthquakes
            each year, so small you don’t notice them.”
         

         
         The girl asks, “But one of them could be big?”

         
         The docent explains that in 1975 in Halapē, a 7.2 magnitude earthquake triggered a 26-foot wave that killed two at a coastal
            campground. “With locally generated tsunamis, you may have only seconds. It’s important to have a plan and—”
         

         
         “Seconds?” the girl repeats. “What are we supposed to do?”

         
         Wally-Jun cackles, taunting her. “Make like diarrhea and run.”

         
         

         Jane and Kenji sit on her bed, watching every news clip they can find on the small screen of her laptop.

         
         The first wave.

         
         The second wave.

         
         Over and over.

         
         They search for proof of life. Often the screen is a gray slate, murky water that consumes everything she knew. No houses.
            No traffic signals. No bodies struggling against the tide.
         

         
         On her bare thigh, she pokes at her phone. She calls her mother. Her father. Her mother. Again, her mother. She can’t locate
            numbers for one uncle and three cousins—the weird ones she never liked—but now she longs for their voices.
         

         
         “The news says they’ve lost cell service.” Kenji tries to steady her hand, obsessively dialing. “Let’s try when service is
            restored.”
         

         
         When Kenji falls asleep, she presses her feverish face to the cool jalousies. From her window, the city twinkles, the ocean
            beyond a black hole. She tries her mother again. No ringing this time, only voicemail.
         

         
         Her mother’s phone is dead, and she likely is too.

         
         

         The morning after the tsunami, Kenji joins Jane in the kitchen. Beside her, a tepid cup of coffee, a laptop drained of its
            battery. Her hair is wet, her skin pale. She bites a fingernail and tastes blood on her tongue.
         

         
         He’s got stubble on his jaw, cheeks fat as rising dough. She hasn’t seen him cry, but his swollen face betrays him. Yesterday
            they would’ve kissed. Yesterday his body odor would have filled her with hunger. Today it nauseates her. The world has changed.
            The kitchen, shining with satisfaction, now dull with hand-me-down appliances and chips in the tile.
         

         
         “Donnie left us food. Help yourself.”

         
         Kenji pours coffee, loads a plate. “You eat yet?”

         
         “No.” She fixates on Kenji, his body going on as normal. Every ordinary action marks the line between the living and the dead.
            “I can’t. I tried a bite and threw up. But don’t let that stop you.”
         

         
         Jane wants to sleep and wake up in another reality. Earlier in the summer, when they were safe and together. She should have woken each morning to be with her parents. But when she closes her eyes, only the news footage returns, the water rushing the coast. 

         
         Seated at the table, Kenji raises a fork to his mouth. She palms her chest to check her heart.

         
         Kenji’s fork hits the plate, and he swats at her elbow. “You’re bleeding.”

         
         Jane examines her finger. Blood drips onto her wrist. She turns her hand in the light. “I can’t feel it.”

         
         Kenji bangs around in the bathroom and reappears with an emergency kit. An alcohol swab on the skin, the Band-Aid fastened
            around this minor wound.
         

         
         She’s lured Kenji away from his home, remembers his words. I never should have left them.

         
         Jane brings her bandaged hand to her wet face. Evidence that she’s crying, though she can’t feel that either.

         
         Kenji says, “Talk to me, Jane.”

         
         “You shouldn’t have come,” she says. “It’s my fault. It’s all gone. Your house, your car, everything you’ve ever known.”

         
         “Maybe you saved my life.”

         
         “Maybe I ruined your life.”

         
         “You did not ruin my life. This was an earthquake, tectonic plates shifting. It’s nobody’s fault.”

         
         She can’t accept the randomness. “How could this happen? Sure, we’ve been warned, but it was a joke. I figured if a real one
            was coming, there’d be a warning. It’s not 1946. There’s technology, predictions. Both our houses were built beyond the old
            inundation lines.”
         

         
         “There’s only so much that the scientists could have known.”

         
         “Someone must have known and been able to warn us.”

         
         “You’re going to make yourself crazy thinking that way,” Kenji says.

         
         On repeat, she recalls the moment of impact. Jane pictures the water rushing through her neighborhood. The first wave. It lifts the steel bench in the backyard. Her mother’s potted orchids float. Her father is at sea, drowning. Her mother scrambles to the roof of the garage and up to the tallest branch of a tree. The water recedes. Her mother takes a breath, praising her luck. 

         
         This is when Jane imagines her mother fishing her phone from her pocket, dialing Jane in Honolulu, telling her not to worry.
            But Jane doesn’t pick up—for this, Jane will hate herself for the rest of her life—and the second wave comes.
         

         
         And now it disappears. No house. No mother. No family.

         
         

         Newscasters call the tsunami the worst disaster in Hawai‘i since Pearl Harbor, the worst domestic disaster since Katrina.
            The screen fills with the faces of men: the mayor, the governor, the head of civil defense, each with somber faces and declarations
            of emergency. FEMA and Red Cross officials detail the survivor search and medical facilities. NOAA scientists rattle off facts
            about magnitudes and wave heights, the limits of technology.
         

         
         “These fucking assholes,” Jane says. It’s unfathomable to Jane that no one could have prevented this. If she failed, then
            someone else did too. “Why do they reassure us now? It’s too late. Their families are safe. They’re alive and clocking out. Right? Right?”
         

         
         If she stares long enough at Kenji, he’ll nod in acknowledgment. But this outburst triggers nothing. She might as well be
            calling her parents. Kenji’s lost in his phone. She mutes the television.
         

         
         “I’m sorry, am I interrupting you?”

         
         Kenji sets it down. “What? You want me to listen every time you talk to the TV? You’ve been repeating the same thing for hours.”

         
         The phone beeps in response. They both stare at it.

         
         “Who are you talking to?”

         
         Kenji sighs. “I’m getting news from people at home, same as you watching the news here.”

         
         “And?”

         
         “And it’s bad. But there’s hope.” On television, a survivor draped in a blanket, gesticulating for the camera. The survivor’s arm arcs—Jane comprehends, even without sound—The wave came and we ran, the survivor says. A family, whole, huddles around her.
         

         
         Jane dismisses this as a media play for false hope. “The majority are missing.”

         
         “There’s this website where we can register our families. They update it every hour, but I can’t get through on my phone.
            Can we try your computer?”
         

         
         They try to log in. The site keeps crashing.

         
         By nightfall, Donnie tiptoes around them. On-screen, the president asks the country to pray for Hilo. Kenji convinces her
            to eat a bowl of rice. Her empty stomach cramps around the grains.
         

         
         In bed, Kenji cradles the laptop, connecting at last. He registers his mother and uncle as missing persons, and Jane types
            in her parents’ names.
         

         
         After she hits submit, a red list appears. She scrolls and scrolls and there, at the bottom of the page, Kenji’s mother and
            uncle, her mother and father, each preceded by a number.
         

         
         
            	#2,954 Keiko (Kiki) Ishimitsu Lee

            	#2,955 Roy Kawika Lee

            	#2,958 Bernadette Castillo Ito

            	#2,959 Brian McKinley Ito

         

         She clicks a link, and a green list appears. The survivor tally in the first twenty-four hours is a mere 372.

         
         In the morning, news of these joyful reunions. Estranged siblings embracing, a dog discovering its owners under debris, twins
            separated by the waves now blinking their identical eyes into the camera.
         

         
         “Unfair,” Jane screams into the room. Why do these people get their families back and not Jane?

         
         Kenji, again, doesn’t respond. He plucks the remote between them and turns up the volume, wanting to hear these survivors
            speak.
         

         
         As he listens, his quads bounce with nerves, his shoulders tense at his ears. His body reflects this life in limbo; his clothes
            need washing.
         

         
         Yet at the commercial break, his voice is controlled and optimistic. “Telecommunications are down, and news will take time for most of us. There are evacuation routes and shelters. We just need to wait,” he says. “They’re probably fine.” 

         
         Jane does not believe this. With each passing minute, she understands that she’s no longer waiting for her parents. She’s
            waiting for bodies.
         

         
         Her throat feels as narrow as a blade of grass. Each inhale, ragged. Each exhale, a wheeze.

         
         Kenji strokes her back. “Deep breaths,” he tells her. “Should I take you to the hospital? You might be having a panic attack.”

         
         “No.” She forces air into her belly to show him she’s trying to cope. He rises, probably to find something to do or fetch
            to help, but she catches his hand. “Please, just stay with me.”
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         Donnie drives Jane and Kenji to the hospital, where the medical staff swabs inside their cheeks for DNA. Four days have passed
            since the wave and this will aid in identifying their family’s bodies. The test is a routine, clinical affair. Donnie asks
            questions as they buckle back into her car, but this excursion has stolen their words.
         

         
         Returned, Kenji looms too large for the space, unable to sit still. He announces that he’s going for a run. Jane can’t wait
            in her bedroom or in front of the television. Instead, she wanders to the back steps that creak under her weight.
         

         
         The yard is half dead after the summer’s heat, except for a crown flower tree, its branches heavy with chrysalides. Next week,
            butterflies will fill the air. She has spent so many hours staring at images of destruction, this normalcy unnerves her. The
            houses, the brightness, the cheery voices of children playing next door, each an assault. Inside, she hears Donnie tend to
            the house. The dishes Jane hasn’t washed. The mounting mail she neglects.
         

         
         Behind her, the door opens.

         
         “This came for you.” Donnie presents her with a letter. “The university’s trying to reach everyone from Hilo.”

         
         Jane crumples it without opening it. “Student Services calls me at least three times a day.” Her department’s been calling
            too. Professors have emailed, classmates and old lovers have filled her phone with messages. She ignores them all.
         

         
         “They might just want confirmation you’re alive.” Donnie picks up the balled envelope and her brow crinkles with concern. “It wouldn’t hurt to talk to someone.” 

         
         How can she tell Donnie that her life has become as meaningful as a cotton swab in her cheek? The not-knowing consumes her.

         
         “There might be someone who can help,” Donne says. “On campus, there’s a tent dedicated to assisting Hilo. Donations, that
            sort of thing. A guy told me about a lawyer who’s helping people locate missing persons.”
         

         
         Donnie produces a scrap of paper from her pocket. A name and a number. Jane questions what this man could offer her beyond
            the news and the DNA test.
         

         
         Jane’s phone erupts. She stares at the screen in disbelief. “It’s from Hilo.”

         
         Donnie says, “Pick up.”

         
         When Jane answers, a man’s voice says, “Janie, can you hear me?”

         
         “Wally-Jun?”

         
         “I’m at LAX.” Wally-Jun pauses as announcements fill the line. “How are you doing? How are your folks?”

         
         She ignores the first question, because she’s fucking terrible. To the second, “No word.”

         
         To Donnie, she waves, confirming she is fine. Donnie recedes into the house.

         
         “It’s the worst thing imaginable, right? We lost the restaurant twice before, but this . . . Hold on.” She hears a woman welcoming
            him aboard. “God, I haven’t slept for days. Instead, I watch the news. I was praying, Janie. On my knees. I haven’t done that
            since we were kids.”
         

         
         She fills with affection for Wally-Jun and asks, “How’s your family?”

         
         “This morning, my mom called. You know cell signal is still spotty, but some of the shelters have landlines, thank god. I’m
            headed home. My dad hasn’t turned up yet, but we’ll search the other shelters.”
         

         
         This news enters her sharp as a knife. A second ago, they were the same but no longer. She says, “Did you say your mom called
            you?”
         

         
         “It’s amazing. Prayers answered. You’re in Honolulu, aren’t you? When are you coming home? We can coordinate.”

         
         Jane should be grateful that Maile is alive. Instead, this adds to her fury. Snot drips into her mouth. “It’s not fair.”

         
         “Sorry, what?”

         
         “Your mother is waiting for you, and it’s not fair, Wally-Jun. You were so mean to me in school, and you don’t deserve it.”

         
         Behind her, a window slides open. Donnie, checking on her. She’s screaming into the phone.

         
         “Janie, come on. I was a dumb kid who liked you.”

         
         But Jane needs someone to blame. He humiliated her every day, and she hated going to school. She hated the town. Now he’s
            bragging, while her parents’ bodies drift out to sea. The phone is slick in her hand, and she must remind herself to breathe.
         

         
         Wally-Jun’s voice softens on the line. “I called because I care. We’re both Hilo kids far from home. I thought we could help
            each other. There’s hope. They’re locating people every day. Our fathers were practically brothers.”
         

         
         Wally-Jun will probably find his father too. A family reunion fit for television. She snaps, “That doesn’t make us family.”

         
         “You can’t be alone in Honolulu.”

         
         “There’s nothing to go back to.”

         
         She hangs up. And besides, she’s not alone. She has Kenji.

         
         

         Kenji returns from his run, shirt soaked with sweat. She thinks he’ll collapse from fatigue, his muscles must ache—he’s been
            gone over an hour—and yet he brims with nervous energy as he does drills in the backyard, a leftover routine from his high
            school athletics. But perhaps that’s the point. To transfer the pain from the soul to the body.
         

         
         As she listens to Kenji count, first to one hundred, then to a thousand, she punches the lawyer’s number into her phone. Bill Orr’s voicemail picks up. Jane dictates her parents’ names, their Hilo address, their dates of birth. What else can she supply in the absence of dental records? She comes up with only this: her father’s tattoo on his right calf, her mother’s on her left shoulder. They loved Hilo, and they loved her. The line beeps, cutting her off. 

         
         When Kenji enters their bedroom, his torso glistens. Her attention shifts from Wally-Jun and his spectacular luck, this lawyer
            who doesn’t answer the phone—to this man, this room, this limbo.
         

         
         She needs to touch him. The warmth of his flesh. His pulse thrumming in his limbs. It’s not quite desire stirring, only envy
            for living. She runs her fingers across his back.
         

         
         “Yes?” he asks.

         
         “Please,” she says.

         
         Sex is straightforward enough, practiced as they are with each other’s bodies. Her wetness a surprise. But soon, she drifts,
            as if she’s passed into the realm of ghosts, haunting her own life. She’s neither here nor there.
         

         
         “Stop.” Her hand on his beating heart, pushing him away. His withdrawal seals her emptiness. “I’m sorry.”

         
         

         “Hello? Hello?” Kenji repeats into the phone. To Jane, “The signal dropped.”

         
         It’s the next morning and he stands on a deck chair, shaving the top of the rear door panel that sticks to the frame. He fashioned
            a planer from a dough scraper and a hammer, needing something to mend.
         

         
         Jane, beside him at the old washer, loads today’s clothes. Kenji has only two shirts that he rotates between. On his body,
            the shirt he wore when he boarded a plane eight days ago, back when the airport still stood. In her hands, a shirt she gifted
            him from the museum shop while a wave pummeled their hometown.
         

         
         She dumps in the soap, agitating the water. She spots bumps on her inner arm, pinkish red. A rash, as if she has grown allergic
            to living. When the phone rings again, Jane’s attention shifts. Not to Kenji, but the otherwise placid day. The laundry lines
            taut over the dead grass.
         

         
         “Are you there?” Kenji says into the receiver. “Yes, this is Kenji Lee.” His voice is formal and reverential, as when he sat at her parents’ dining table. He disappears into the house and emerges with a notepad. He scribbles, then says, “Thank you.” 

         
         When he hangs up, he freezes. Jane reads the name of a hospital and phone number. She lets the washer lid drop, caresses him
            with her wet hand. “Tell me.”
         

         
         “They located my mom and uncle. Mom’s dead, but . . .”

         
         He falls silent, face transforming in minute ways—eyes glassy, jaw slack. This will be the first of many times he’ll say aloud
            that his mother is dead. He won’t meet her gaze, instead looking toward the horizon. The city. The calm sea. More islands,
            then home.
         

         
         She grasps his arm with both hands, as if he might drift away. “I’m so sorry about your mom.”

         
         She wants to say, I understand.
         

         
         He pulls back from her, and she knows that he must collect himself for whatever’s next. He’ll transform his grief into a useful
            creature. He says, “My uncle is on a ventilator. He’s got water in his lungs. You mad?”
         

         
         “Why would I be mad?” she asks.

         
         “Donnie said you were yelling at Wally-Jun yesterday.”

         
         Her grief contains a long shadow of envy, poking at her insides, writhing under her skin. Evidence that she is a bad person
            who does not deserve her parents back.
         

         
         “I’m happy you have news. Really.” But Jane’s head leaks saline. “I’m not mad. I just wish I knew something.”

         
         He wipes her cheeks with his thumbs. “They say my uncle won’t last the week. We need to get on the next flight.”

         
         Nearby, the whirr of the washer spinning, doing as instructed. Meanwhile, Jane can barely move. “How can we leave? There’s
            no airport.”
         

         
         He details his plan to fly to Kona and find a ride to the hospital.

         
         “But it’s not safe. There are aftershocks. Unstable buildings. You saw the news. They’re struggling with food distribution
            and basic utilities. We’d have nowhere to stay.”
         

         
         Kenji’s posture stiffens. “So what? Compared to what our families went through, that’s nothing. It’s time to go home.”

         
         She has no excusable reason not to join him, and so she says, “I called a lawyer.”

         
         “You’re going to listen to a stranger rather than come see for yourself? Try to find them?”

         
         “Maybe he can give me updates. You and Wally-Jun got news. I have nothing to go back to.”

         
         “You have me.” A profession, perhaps. Or a test. “And we’ll sleep at a shelter with everyone else.”

         
         “They’re packed.”

         
         “Loralei says there’s room at the high school. It’s on the safe side of the inundation line, and the first stop on the supply
            route.”
         

         
         The name sets off a series of explosions in Jane. This is Kenji’s moment—he just lost his mother, for god’s sake—and is not
            to be filled with her jealousy for his nearly dead uncle, his helpful ex. Pressure builds in Jane’s chest.
         

         
         “Loralei?” Jane repeats. “That’s who you’ve been talking to this whole time?”

         
         “She was searching for her brother. I used to work with Brandon, remember? Besides, I’ll go crazy if I sit around here any
            longer.”
         

         
         Why would she leave a house and a bed and a roommate who hovers with worry? A type of safety, an alternative form of familial
            love. “You want me to live in a gym with your ex-girlfriend?”
         

         
         “This is not the time, Jane. You’re the only one I want.”

         
         Kenji checks the swing of the door. The panel still sticks, but less so. He wipes his makeshift planer. No more playing house.
            He’s needed elsewhere.
         

         
         He goes on. “You dream about your future and your classes and whatever job you think will make you important. But that’s only
            possible because you don’t have to work for love. You’ve always had it. You don’t care about the house your parents provided
            for you—”
         

         
         “There’s probably no house anymore, and—”

         
         “But you have to give back. That’s how this whole thing works. They give, you give.”

         
         She translates: He gives, she gives. He came here, and now he wants her to return the gesture.

         
         “Are you saying I owe you?” she asks.

         
         “I’m saying I want you with me. Your life here”—he circles his hand, outlining her pathetic orbit—“is make-believe.”

         
         He pats his body, searching each pocket until he finds his phone. Kenji dials, and Jane’s so close she can hear the phone
            ring. “Who are you calling?” she asks. “Loralei?”
         

         
         “The airline.”

         
         On the other end of the line, someone picks up.

         
         

         Jane tries to collect her courage in the airport lobby, but it’s too much: fluorescent lights overhead, incessant announcements,
            the security line that snakes through the terminal. Pilots and flight attendants sweep past the waiting passengers, chattering
            about mechanical difficulties, thunderstorms out east. Flights delayed and canceled. Jane wants to change her own departure,
            rearrange the letters on the board. They bought themselves time once before, why not again? But their flight to Kona is leaving
            on schedule.
         

         
         As Kenji called the hospital, Jane stuffed a backpack, filling a plastic bag with toiletries. She circled the house, gathering
            what he might need. An umbrella. Two granola bars. A bottle of aspirin. In the end, the extra shirt was forgotten in the washer.
         

         
         He thumbs a strap and asks, “My wallet?” In his hand, a boarding pass. He’ll need his ID to board.

         
         “Bottom pocket,” she says.

         
         She has no memory of packing her own bag, and yet something weighs on her back. She scratches her neck. The rash grows by
            the minute.
         

         
         In her breast pocket, her own one-way ticket. Jane reminds herself that she’s done this dozens of times. Perhaps if she breaks it into tiny steps—security, gate, plane—it will be bearable. But it’s the landing that Jane can’t imagine. Her town gone. Her parents gone. 

         
         Ahead, a young man laden with lei. Jane scans the crowd and spots his parents, bidding their son off to college. Behind them,
            a group of tourists whine over the wait. “They had to reroute the flights from Hilo to Kona,” one says. Jane’s hometown’s
            tsunami is a tourist’s travel nightmare. “First responders are getting priority status. I’ve had this trip booked for a year.
            Half my PTO wasted in a shitty airport hotel.”
         

         
         The pressure builds in her chest. Kenji’s hand squeezes hers. He hears it, too, and wants her to ignore it. These people will
            continue on with their lives, while this journey brings Jane backward, brings her less than she left behind. Less than less.
         

         
         When they reach the front of the line, she leans into Kenji. Nose in his back, inhaling him. She palms his heart, not as calm
            as his demeanor. Wild and alive. He turns, dimple creased in a smile, a kiss on her hand, then passes through the checkpoint.
         

         
         Her feet are anchors, a sea sloshes her guts. “I love you.”

         
         He frowns. “What’s going on?”

         
         “Ma’am,” the security agent says, “boarding pass and identification.”

         
         Jane ignores this. “Did you hear me?”

         
         “Yes, I know. I love you too.” Of course this is love. Something they know but have been tardy in saying.

         
         Jane thought they must choose between islands. Or between an archipelago and a continent. Now the choice transcends place.
            The stakes are higher. Life and death. “Forgive me,” she says.
         

         
         “What are you doing?” Kenji starts to step out of the line, but the agent repeats sir, sir.
         

         
         “I can’t go back.” Behind her, the tourists groan. Ahead, the college boy has turned to stare. “Not now. If they find my parents,
            I’ll come home, I promise.”
         

         
         “Dead or alive?”

         
         As if that makes any difference. “We both know they’re dead.”

         
         “Come home, Janie.” Returning is the right thing to do, but her body rejects this. A divide between them, and she won’t cross.
            She can’t. He says, “This is the only thing I’ve ever asked of you. I need you.”
         

         
         The agent intervenes, his voice gaining volume, “Ma’am, if you’re not going to board—”

         
         “Kenji, please understand—”

         
         His face transforms from concern to contempt. “No matter what happens, I will always remember this,” he says.

         
         Jane registers the sting of his words. What’s worse is his tone of resignation, as if he now understands that she is weaker
            than he. A disappointment.
         

         
         She says, “Come back when—”

         
         But he’s already gone, striding to the next queue, not looking back. She fixates on his stiff figure, hard and efficient,
            progressing through each checkpoint, vanishing into Departures.
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         Ten days after the wave, Jane sends messages into the abyss.

         
         
            Miss you already. You safe?

            Did you make it in time?

            Tell me about your uncle.

            I’m worried about you. Can I call you?

            Kenji?

            Please please pick up.

            Are you okay?

            Did you hear? They called off the survivor search.

         

         All messages go unanswered. Calls go straight to voicemail.

         
         

         The end of the survivor search aligns with the final death toll. One thousand dead, hundreds permanently missing. Jane repeats
            the words as she reads the news, the syllables twisting on her tongue. Per.ma.nent.ly.miss.ing. Five days ago, she’d promised Kenji she would return. She had not considered that her parents’ bodies could just disappear.
         

         
         When the lawyer returns her call, Jane has been drawing and redrawing her parents’ house. The same structure from every angle.
            Capturing memory before it fades.
         

         
         “Jane Ito? I inquired about your parents.” His voice is younger than she expected. A bit weary.

         
         She thanks him for the call. “You’re the only person I’ve talked to in Hilo since the tsunami.”

         
         “I hear that often. Telecommunications are slowly being restored and every office is overwhelmed. That’s why I’m here.”

         
         “How did you survive?” She tracked his address online. His office is located downtown.

         
         “The luck of location. Seawater surged into the river, and I’m just north of it. Your family home, however, was right in the
            tsunami’s path. I’ll be honest with you, Ms. Ito. None of the shelters or hospitals have anyone matching your parents’ names
            or descriptions. It’s been our biggest disaster, but authorities view this largely as a matter of displacement. Everyone with
            businesses and houses in the inundation zone is homeless. Some of the missing have been recovered. Many alive. And the bodies . . .”
            He trails off. “They’ve all been identified.”
         

         
         On her sketch, she writes as the lawyer speaks. Home. Displacement. Bodies.

         
         “I wish I had better news. There’s a slim chance their remains will be recovered . . .”

         
         Now there’s room for the loss to take her entirely. “I appreciate the confirmation,” she says.

         
         “Families can often sense it before the official news. Legally, your parents must be missing for seven years before they’re
            declared deceased, but there’s an exception for imminent peril—this applied after the attacks on the World Trade Center, and
            with prisoners of war—so the authorities can release death certificates. At that point, it will trigger legal matters. You
            say you’re the last surviving kin. I assume you will inherit the property?”
         

         
         She returns to the last dinner with her parents. Her mother had said the house was just one way we can show you we love you after we’re gone. “They always said it would be mine.”
         

         
         Her hands shake. She sets down her pencil, sips water. The glass, slick with condensation, slips out of her grasp, and water floods the desk. The first thing she grabs is Kenji’s forgotten shirt. She’s been sleeping in it, and the cotton absorbs the liquid, blue deepening into black. 

         
         “Good. Survivor benefits will also go to you.” He pauses, and she visualizes a round man jotting notes on yellow paper. His
            language rings in Jane’s ear. What is good? How could she benefit? “Many ask about mortgage payments and rebuilding their homes, but that’s premature. Ultimately, it will depend on how the
            town manages the expanded inundation zone. Previous zones became public land.” Parks, including the ones she frequented in
            the summer with Kenji. The lawyer continues: “In other places, scientists shrink the buffer zone and reconstruction proceeds.
            But that could take years. With your consent, I can inquire with the bank or any lawyer your parents worked with once things
            settle here.”
         

         
         He details his fee. Jane agrees so that he will continue to give her updates from the wreckage.

         
         She asks, “Is it safe to go back?”

         
         “There are fewer aftershocks. The land’s fairly stable. But as you said, your home’s washed away. Do you have a safe place
            in Honolulu?” She explains that she’s a student at the university. “Most don’t have a choice. Hilo’s their only home, or they
            need to care for older parents. If it was me, I’d stay where you are. Shelter, food, electricity, communication. Life is easier
            when they’re reliable. It’s not the same Hilo you left—”
         

         
         His voice breaks. “Bill?”

         
         “Ms. Ito?”

         
         The line crackles, and Jane imagines they’re holding two tin cans connected by string in a storm. The signal drops.

         
         Later, Bill Orr sends her photos from home. A dirt lot littered with an upside-down picnic table and a refrigerator with no
            doors. She zooms in to identify the miscellaneous debris. She can only make out a pile of wood, a fishing net. These are foreign
            objects. Not their refrigerator, not their table. Nothing remains.
         

         
         

         The days weigh on Jane: 28 since the tsunami, 23 since Kenji left, and 18 since the search for survivors concluded.

         
         The news features the one-month anniversary of the wave. Reunions, revisited. Progress highlighted through a cleared patch
            of land, children playing in a shelter. Utilities, restored. The television feeds Jane’s grief. Her parents, lost forever.
         

         
         In Kenji’s absence, Donnie has stepped in, asking after Jane like one might care for a diseased child who’s been quarantined
            for the greater good. Jane finds herself reporting on her meals and showers, saying there is nothing she requires from outside.
            Donnie postpones her trip to California. I’m afraid to leave her alone, Donnie confesses to her girlfriend on the phone as Jane listens through their wood-paneled walls, so thin they may as well
            be wallpaper. She has nobody else.

         
         Jane’s self-pity compels her out of the house. She attends classes but her focus flounders. Gone are the freehand sketches
            of the summer, replaced with site and elevation drawings of fictitious buildings, flat and lifeless. The computer screen makes
            her eyes ache. Her head swims with the math.
         

         
         She attempts to drive and discovers the reassurance of muscle memory, her body’s reflexes, braking at lights, backing into
            a parking spot. That’s how she returns to the art museum. She admires the tiny woodblock print of Hokusai’s Great Wave off Kanagawa. A plaque details the floating-world printmaking technique of the eighteenth century, the revolutionary use of Prussian blue
            pigment. Three boats, tossed under a wave, a snowcapped peak behind them. The most famous Japanese print, and the most reproduced
            print of all time.
         

         
         She pictures her father in a Hilo tattoo parlor at eighteen. Variations of the Great Wave often appeared on local stickers and T-shirts, Hilo being another place ravaged. This image on his calf pinned him both to
            their town and to his long-ago lineage in Japan. A survivor of survivors. Until, of course, he succumbed.
         

         
         And because she longs for her parents, she pulls at another tendril of memory in an upper gallery, where Jennifer Goya’s video installation on native plants depicts an ‘ōhi‘a lehua. A small, gnarled tree, thriving in the barren landscape of black lava. A red blossom, many-stamened, bold as a firework, blooming. Her mother’s tattoo was a single flower on her shoulder, rendered in the same style as her father’s. An image that spoke to the land of her birth, since the tree grows nowhere else. The seed from its flower carries the ability to reforest singed earth. 

         
         Many tales tell the story of the ‘ōhi‘a lehua, but her mother’s favorite, and thus Jane’s, spoke of a handsome man named ‘Ōhi‘a
            who caught the eye of the fire goddess Pele. Yet ‘Ōhi‘a hungered for a woman named Lehua, inciting Pele’s wrath, and so the
            goddess turned him into an ugly tree. Lehua, distraught, begged the other gods to intervene, and thus Lehua became the flower
            on the ‘ōhi‘a tree. Her mother always said that to pick the lehua blossom would trigger rain. The lovers, separated. The sky,
            weeping.
         

         
         In college, Jane came to distrust her love of these Hawaiian stories. In her classes, she was taught that both sides of her
            family tree comprised Asian and white settlers who benefited from American power. Yesteryear’s laborers and today’s tourists
            both using Hawai‘i’s resources as a tropical backdrop for their individual striving; each group overlooking, or worse, claiming Indigenous culture. As a new undergraduate in the capital, this self-recognition brought her shame, then proof of her unbelonging,
            and finally an adolescent righteousness. She even teased her parents about their tattoos, telling Donnie her folks were those kinds of locals, provincial and ignorant.
         

         
         That Jane was itchy for independence, ravenous for newness. Her knowledge, expanding. Her heart, shrinking. She wants to eat
            her words now. Sometimes Jane will sit in her darkened bedroom for hours, berating herself for being an ungrateful child.
         

         
         Without her parents, there’s no other past she can return to—after all, what does Jane know of home and family other than
            what she’s learned on the islands? Any stories that predate her ancestors’ departure for this soil are as flimsy as a cardboard
            box.
         

         
         The umbilical cord of connection, already frayed, now snaps.

         
         Free of family obligation, Jane can live anywhere she wants without guilt. Yet there’s no joy in the freedom.

         
         Before her on the screen, the lehua blossoms drop. Rapid ‘Ōhi‘a Death, a fungal disease, is killing the forests on her home island. Thirty-two thousand acres at risk. Soon the trunk is bare. The tree dies. 

         
         There is no cure.

         
         

         After the museum, Jane sketches in her room. This week’s class assignment is to redesign an existing building, and Jane can
            think of no other structure than her childhood home. She raises the height, adds a second floor.
         

         
         Her design attempts to incorporate historic recommendations. Jane studied a report written after the 1960 tsunami in Hilo.
            Architects in Washington, DC, detailed how to make residential structures more resilient. The government heeded those recommendations
            within the hazard zone, but they didn’t plan for the possibility of a larger wave. She begins calculations. Still too short
            to save them.
         

         
         “Did you eat?” Donnie enters the room, balancing a slice of pizza on a plate. She sets it on Jane’s desk, trading it for this
            morning’s plate of now-cold eggs, barely touched. Her friend comments on Jane’s shrinking body. Jane takes a bite, wanting
            to please Donnie. If she pretends to be hungry, perhaps hunger will come.
         

         
         “I’ve got a study group coming over in a bit,” Donnie says. She knows Jane will eat if she watches. She taps the sketch. “Is
            this your Hilo house? I wish I’d come to visit you.”
         

         
         “Well,” Jane says, “nothing to see anymore.”

         
         No longer does Donnie attempt to empathize or apologize, instead accepting Jane’s bleak references without comment. Her friend
            cranks open the jalousies to let in some air.
         

         
         Anxious, Jane taps her phone. At this point, it’s a habit. She knows, no matter how much she needs him, Kenji will not respond.

         
         “Still nothing?” Donnie asks, nodding her head toward the plate. Jane understands. She must eat, and so she takes another
            bite.
         

         
         Jane says, “More shelters are opening, supply routes are moving, volunteers are flooding in. But Kenji won’t respond to me. I want to know where he is, how he’s doing.” She can hear the whiny tinge in her voice. She’s too worn to care. 

         
         “You told me that if you and Kenji weren’t on the same island, you wouldn’t be together.”

         
         She resists this reminder of the old Jane. Kenji remains her big game fish.

         
         “Maybe it’s better this way,” Donnie continues.

         
         “You saying I should let him go?”

         
         “I think—” Donnie takes in the mess of Jane’s life. She bends to pick up crumpled paper from the floor. “You were together
            for a short while, and it was intense and wonderful. Then something terrible happened. It makes sense that your paths would
            divide. I see how miserable you are, and I want you to be better.”
         

         
         Easy for you to say, Jane wants to snap. Your family is safe in their homes on this island. You gather for dinner every Sunday. You have a girlfriend in California
               who wants you. Texts every day. You’re planning your next visit.

         
         Anger is accompanied by the realization that this might be one more thing Jane must force herself to swallow. “Maybe you’re
            right,” Jane says.
         

         
         Donnie caresses the plaits of Jane’s braids. Jane twisted her hair into a milkmaid crown, an attempt to hinder herself from
            pulling at her scalp. “Love the hair,” Donnie says, bending to kiss Jane’s head. Her friend’s soft lips both sting and soothe.
            Every touch a reminder that she’s still alive.
         

         
         The doorbell rings. Donnie’s group has arrived. “Eat, babe,” says her only friend, departing.

         
         

         Beyond her door, Donnie’s study group grows louder. The school project turns into a party. Jane peeks out of her room and
            discovers guests stringing through the hall with drinks. Someone holds aloft a tray of shot glasses and invites Jane to join
            them.
         

         
         Donnie intervenes. “Sorry, my classmate brought a bottle, and now everyone’s half drunk. Just say the word, and I’ll tell
            them to leave.”
         

         
         This had been the thrill of Honolulu—the fresh faces, the unexpected revelry. Jane doesn’t buzz with excitement as she might have months ago. She also doesn’t want to dampen the life around her. She tells Donnie it’s no problem. Her friend needs a break. “Thanks, babe.” 

         
         Soon smoke from charred meat fills Jane’s bedroom. Unable to concentrate, she wanders to the kitchen, where Donnie stirs a
            batch of her signature cocktails. Li hing mui palomas.
         

         
         “Jane!”

         
         Will squeezes through the crowd. Tonight, he’s coiffed his hair, the color of the midday sun. Blinding, Jane used to think.
            When they first met in class two years ago, he charmed her with his pretty symmetrical face, lean body of a cyclist, and sarcasm
            that she took for urban wit. His nearness, familiar as she kisses his cheek. He squeezes her too hard.
         

         
         “Wow, it’s good to see you. The fucking wave. I mean, Jesus. How are you?”

         
         To his performed outrage, how can she respond? The wave didn’t affect him at all. Jane longs to disappear, reappear as someone
            else. “Drink?”
         

         
         She last cheered in this kitchen with Donnie and Kenji. Champagne in the morning. A celebration. She barrels through her cocktail.
            Takes one shot. Two. Three. Her limbs loosen, her peripheral vision blurs.
         

         
         Soon Jane’s in the yard, licking barbecue sauce off her lips. She dances in the warm night air. The drinks and the company
            help her pretend. For the first time in weeks, she laughs. She shoots the shit, details her plans for the future. She connects
            with the old Jane.
         

         
         Dizzy, she retreats to her room, and gulps water as she sits at her desk.

         
         “You good?” Will fills her doorframe.

         
         “Great,” she says, then searches for a better word. “Free. Just hydrating.”

         
         Will approaches her desk. They are lit by the window, the open door. “What are you working on?”

         
         He’s from Seattle and sketches skyscrapers. He never speaks of his family, never gets sentimental about the past unless he’s
            lauding the badly behaved geniuses of their field. Their occasional dalliances had always been a matter of proximity and occasion.
            Jane can sense it wafting off him. The preamble to sex. Conversation as foreplay.
         

         
         “Let’s not talk about school,” she says.

         
         Jane disowns the girl with the tragic story, designing houses for the dead. Her eyes study the outline of Will’s hairline,
            his boxy ears, his clean chin. Could she make herself feel desire? Could she control his body with her own?
         

         
         “You sure?” he asks.

         
         “That’s why you’re here, right? Close the door.”

         
         The door seals them into this box of shadows. He cups her jaw and kisses her, and she is there and not there. She feels his
            tongue snaking in her mouth, but also floats above them, as if observing strangers. Will removes his shirt, pulling it from
            the neck. Different from Kenji, who lifts the hem. But this man is here, doesn’t need a long on-ramp, an invitation. He will
            not make her beg. He will do what she wants. Fuck her fast. Then leave.
         

         
         Her body, through these first motions of sex, consents. He fiddles with her dress. Long sleeves, long skirt, a long line of
            buttons from neck to ankle. Each button, a game. For a moment, Jane feels powerful. She tells herself that he’s enough. A
            new path has appeared, paved with drinks and dancing and ending with this man. What relief to discover momentary amnesia,
            the ease of pretending.
         

         
         Her dress falls open, and he reaches for a lamp. “Let me get the light.”

         
         He wants it on. A visual man.

         
         “No.”

         
         “You know I like to see you.”

         
         “Will, no.” She lunges to stay his hand, but she is not fast enough.

         
         The walls glow, and Jane can see what he sees. Despite Donnie’s efforts, the room is trashed. No clothes hang in the closet,
            everything in piles on the floor. Her box from Hilo remains in a corner. The trash bin overflows with discarded sketches.
            Flies swarm the half-eaten pizza.
         

         
         She recognizes the look on Will’s face. It’s that smirk when a classmate parrots a professor, or he tastes something rancid.
            Disgust. His gaze makes her conscious of her mismatched underwear and unshaven leg hair. In the lamp’s glare, her body exposes
            her, flesh red with raised lumps, so large they resemble welts.
         

         
         “Jesus.” He steps back, as if she’s a leper he won’t touch. “Are you okay?”

         
         “It’s just a rash.” She pulls the dress around her like a robe.

         
         “You need help.” In Will’s voice, the pity she’s been trying to avoid.

         
         “Go.”

         
         “Jane—”

         
         But she’s gone deaf to his attempted kindness. It doesn’t suit him. She waits only for the creak of the door.

         
         On the bed, she gathers the sheets to cover herself, ashamed. Outside her window, laughter. The party, ongoing.

         
         In the darkness, her phone lights. Will, a minute gone, already trying to assuage his guilt. If you ever need—

         
         She swipes. Delete.

         
         What she needs is Kenji.

         
         Jane dials. The phone rings and rings. Picks up.

         
         “Hello?” She raises her voice above the music. “Kenji?”

         
         Then the phone beeps. Signal failed.

         
         Her thumbs fly over letters. I’m sorry. I made a mistake. I need you too.

         
         Seated upright, she dismantles her messy crown. Her teeth are full of pins when her phone lights up the dark room.

         
         Kenji.

         
         The ellipses appear on the screen. Kenji, typing. Then disappear. Reappear and disappear. Her need for him fills her entire
            body. One word, and she’ll promise him anything. Go anywhere.
         

         
         Janie, she imagines him beginning. She wants him to say I’ll call you when I get signal. Or I miss you. Or I’ll come back soon. Or I forgive you.
         

         
         For not being as brave as him.

         
         She piles the pins on her nightstand, pulls the twists out of her hair, tracing a line from scalp to shoulder. But as she
            tugs, a fat clump of hair comes out in her hand. She touches her tender scalp, checks her fingers for blood. Proof, she’ll
            tell Donnie later, that she’s falling apart.
         

         
         Jane watches the clock. Minutes, hours. There are too many islands and bodies between them, and Kenji’s message never comes
            through.
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Kenji

         
         Twelve days since the wave and, soon, Kenji will hold his mother and uncle in each of his hands.

         
         Roy was a tall man, seemingly indestructible, legs so long he could steer his truck with his knees. Kenji’s mother so petite
            she could fold herself into laundry baskets when they played hide-and-seek. She once stuck an arm up a vending machine that
            ate their coins. The image returns to him: her slender fingers appearing behind the glass, grasping candy from a stuck coil.
         

         
         Now Kenji sits in a van that will return him to Hilo, along with his mother’s and uncle’s bodies. He signs the cremation authorization
            forms in the silence of the van, the quiet so dense he can hear the ballpoint glide across paper. Soon their ashes will be
            swept into matching urns. In death, they will be the same size.
         

         
         His mother was fished from the ocean a week ago, while Roy had been warm with life until last night. Kenji could not know if Roy, in a coma, had heard him say thank you. Or goodbye. His uncle had always been quiet, but in the hospital where strangers raged and wept, Kenji longed for one final, impossible word. The seat beneath Kenji drops. More bodies. The driver’s door swings open and air whooshes into the cab. Fresh, if not antiseptic. The man’s shaved head shines under the fluorescent bulbs of the loading zone, the sky dark at this early hour. “Ready?” the man asks. 

         
         “Thanks for taking us”—Kenji reads the badge across the man’s chest—“Elijah.”

         
         “It’s Eli. No problem, kid. Going that way.”

         
         The engine hums. Eli takes a wide swing out, the van beeping a warning. Kenji’s unaccustomed to being a passenger, another
            reminder of the charity he keeps receiving. In Kenji’s lap, the bag Jane packed, plus a bottle of water and an energy bar
            gifted to him by a pitying nurse.
         

         
         On the dash, Eli’s phone lights with a photo of a woman and toddler, who Kenji assumes are his wife and daughter. The man
            types a two-word message that whooshes into the world. Kenji’s own phone is dead. He imagines the messages queuing up from
            Jane and Loralei.
         

         
         The van’s beeping taps on Kenji’s skull. “Your seat belt.”

         
         Eli clicks it into place. “First, we’ll need to deliver this load, then I can drop you wherever you need. You say you were
            out of town when the wave hit?”
         

         
         Kenji would rather not talk, though he suspects this might be the cost of the ride. “I was with a friend in Honolulu.”

         
         Jane. She claimed to love him, but Kenji needed her beside him in that empty seat on the plane, and in that cacophonous hospital
            waiting room where a group ceaselessly recited the novena for the dead.
         

         
         “You missed the worst of it, then,” Eli says. “Most people stayed away, had the urns sent on. You got a home still?”

         
         “A friend—another friend—says there’s space at our old high school. I don’t have any other place to go.”

         
         A lie. Jane would take him, urns and all.

         
         The van climbs the mountain road, and rain spatters the windshield. Kenji wants Eli to flick on the wipers. “What was it like
            after the wave hit?”
         

         
         The glass fogs as they gain altitude. “The first day, debris clogged the roads. There were vehicles lined up, waiting. We’re talking ambulances, delivery trucks stocked with medical supplies and food. We got people in uniform standing around smoking and playing cards.” 

         
         Eli’s hands fly as he talks, and the van veers into the next lane before he catches the wheel. Kenji wants to drive. Ten and
            two. Steady to the coast.
         

         
         “So people started loading up packs and walked into town carrying water, baby formula, and first aid kits. Same time, we got
            people walking out of Hilo. Refugees, you know? When the excavators came from Kona, we cheered. I mean, I wept.”
         

         
         Eli’s monologue washes over Kenji, and shame seeps in. He’d missed—as the man says—the worst of it. Too busy playing house
            with Jane. He has a hard time juggling both realities. On the one hand, his dumb luck and gratitude. On the other, his guilt
            over surviving. He should have been home, and now maybe the only place he belongs is at the bottom of the ocean. “Can you
            turn on the wipers?”
         

         
         Eli flicks them on, and the blades sweep across the windshield. When he continues, Kenji hears a tremor in his voice. “I feel
            for you, kid. I lost my father too.”
         

         
         Roy is his uncle, though there’s no point in correcting him. Besides, Roy was the father Kenji needed. “I’m sorry.”

         
         “Not this way.” Eli jerks a thumb to the back. “My father ran the tsunami museum in town, devoted his life to saving lives
            through education. He died last year, believing he’d done his best work. Schools now have drills, hotels have evacuation protocols.
            Then first year under my watch, a wave bigger than we’ve ever seen comes too fast for a single school or hotel to respond.”
            The man’s grief chokes the cab, thick as smoke. “People need someone to blame. They say it was God or gods. A commune’s forming,
            claiming they were saved. Others say it’s Pele, a fire goddess and her wrath. Or bachi.”
         

         
         Bachi. A term Kenji’s mother used. But he refuses to believe his family was sacrificed for cosmic payback. “So everyone thinks
            we did this to ourselves.”
         

         
         “Fucked up, right? Look, I understand we couldn’t have predicted this. Too much pressure had built up under the Earth, a localized earthquake, an underwater landslide. Science changes with new data. But Jesus. You realize there’s only two forces more deadly than a tsunami? One, an asteroid collision. And two, a nuclear explosion.” His hands, again, off the wheel. One fist into another: a rock hitting the Earth. His fingers flying from heart to ceiling: a bomb detonating. 

         
         In this small space, carrying the dead, Kenji feels obligated to console him. “It’s not your fault.”

         
         “That’s what my wife says. We’re lucky. We live beyond the inundation line, lost nothing compared to most. So, I’m helping
            now. They need me to drive bodies, I’ll do it. They need me to haul trash, I’ll do it. I’ll do anything until we have our
            town back.”
         

         
         Eli sighs, relieved. Kenji imagines he confesses to every new person he meets, recommitting to his self-imposed penance.

         
         If he could, Kenji would run to Hilo, sweat until his body’s physical needs eclipsed the chatter in his brain, the break in
            his heart. His stomach growls, and so he eats the energy bar and lets its sweetness coat his tongue.
         

         
         His mind drifts as the sky lightens, copper to sandstone to slate. He recalls Jane after their first night together—the marvel
            of her in the morning, icy toes burying into his flesh. The beginning is where he escapes when he remembers where he is. For
            days he’s been looking at the end. When his yearning rises, he softens. The timing was wrong. A fucking tidal wave between
            them.
         

         
         And here is the ugly truth: He wants to return to that room with a closed door. A mattress with springs. A pillow covered
            in Jane’s long hair. Food that doesn’t come from a vending machine. He would watch her sketch, let her envision what’s next
            for them.
         

         
         The road dips and narrows. On the horizon, the endless ocean. Woodpiles on each side, homes shredded by the impact. Soon the
            road is a single lane.
         

         
         Eli calls greetings to the passing drivers, detailing his business. He’s got six bodies to deliver, a kid to drop off. “Was
            having fun in Honolulu when the wave came. At least he missed—”
         

         
         The worst of it. Eli’s favorite refrain.
         

         
         Soon they’re on the coast. Hilo.

         
         Kenji had spent hours watching Jane’s television, forcing himself to look at the damage. Still, he’s unprepared. Downtown buildings with broken windows. Filthy waterlines on the second story marking the height of the wave—and between those buildings left standing, everything else has vanished. 

         
         Dizziness descends. He’s home and yet he can’t place himself. His eyes hurt, his tongue’s dry. The van rocks as it navigates
            debris. Most buildings are spray painted with an X, others HR. He asks Eli what this means. Eli tells him those marked with an X have already been searched for survivors, and the other
            stands for “human remains.”
         

         
         Eli turns inland when a boulder blocks the road. It’s taller than the van, takes up more than a lane. Kenji asks, “Is that
            from the breakwater?”
         

         
         The breakwater lined Hilo Bay for more than a hundred years.

         
         “It weighs a few tons. They can’t move it without special equipment. You all right?”

         
         “Pull over,” Kenji says. “Now.”

         
         Kenji’s feet land on sand and glass and wood. A frame swept from a wall, a wall swept from a building, a building swept from
            its foundation.
         

         
         Eli calls through the open passenger door, “What do you need?”

         
         “A fucking moment,” Kenji snaps.

         
         His vision blurs and back bends, as if his spine is a protective shell against this new understanding. The destruction carves
            its own path through his body, rippling under his skin, jostling his organs. He might be sick.
         

         
         How could he go back to ordinary life after this?

         
         He straightens, clear now. “I’m ready.” As he’ll ever be. “Let’s go.”

         
         They drive farther from the shore in silence, pass the inundation line, where the town is increasingly intact. At the funeral
            home, Eli unloads the bodies while Kenji walks into reception.
         

         
         Inside is so spectacularly ordinary. This door, this front desk with a bell, this calendar on the wall, this catalog of urns.
            A middle-aged woman with deep bags under her eyes behind the desk. He suspects she works day and night, burning bodies. Without
            greeting, she accepts his clipboard.
         

         
         “How long will it take?” he asks.

         
         “Intake’s been slowing since they called off the survivor search, so we’re catching up. Give us a few days.”

         
         He wants to visit his house—or at least, what’s left of it—but rubble clogs the roads. Fatigue seeps into his bones. He has
            a few days to rest and consider what’s next.
         

         
         Outside, Eli says he needs ten more minutes.

         
         “No bother,” Kenji says. “I’ll walk. I know my way from here.”

         
         He’s getting his sea legs. The air stinks of shit. Though most of the buildings are standing, evidence of the lives destroyed
            dams the gutters—a suitcase, a ceiling fan, a half dozen tires. A swing set sits crushed along a boarded-up storefront. A
            barbecue grill hangs from an awning.
         

         
         “Hey, kid,” Eli calls after him. Kenji chafes at being called kid by a man not much older than him. “Just remember, it can’t get any worse.”
         

         
         

         “We’re at capacity,” says the woman sitting at a plastic folding table in the gym’s foyer, “I can call the other shelters
            for you.” Nothing in her face conjures familiarity. A volunteer from elsewhere.
         

         
         Kenji blinks, confused. Five years ago, he passed through this gym in a blue cap and gown. He never thought he’d be back.

         
         The woman gathers more intake and referral forms. Behind her boxes loom, labeled with a local hotel chain’s name. Donated
            sundries, he guesses.
         

         
         “Is Loralei Gonsalves here? She told me to come.”

         
         The woman’s face transforms from apology to openness. Loralei’s name is a key. “She’s always running around. Hold tight.”

         
         Kenji hovers at the threshold. The bleachers are stacked against the wall, the basketball hoops raised, banners hang from
            rafters that read Home of the Warriors and State Champions. The school excelled at baseball and judo. In the foyer, a glass case displays photographs of notable alumni. Four Major League baseball players. The mayor. One mixed martial arts professional, a guy Kenji completed a science project with and who now pummels opponents in cages. 

         
         Today the floor is a sea of cots, many topped with folded blankets. Children play tag in a corner. Several people talk in
            various languages.
         

         
         Kenji tracks the volunteer’s progress through the gym’s perimeter, arriving beside a woman in a loose T-shirt and work pants,
            both black as if to deflect attention. In one arm, an infant. He recognizes Loralei by her height, the curls emanating from
            her knit cap. When she turns and waves, Kenji receives the warmth of her welcome.
         

         
         Loralei approaches him with a one-armed hug. She’s fragrant with floral shampoo, making him aware of his shabby state. “I
            didn’t think you were coming!” Loralei says. “I haven’t heard from you in days.”
         

         
         “My phone—”

         
         “No need to tell me. Things are so chaotic. Messages arrive faster by carrier pigeon.”

         
         The infant in Loralei’s arm, three or four months old, dozes with its tiny mouth open. A bandage on Loralei’s cheek crinkles
            as she grins, followed by a grimace as she touches it with her fingertips.
         

         
         “I didn’t realize you were injured.” In her messages and social media posts, she’d not turned the camera on herself. The bandage
            is so large Kenji can only imagine the gash beneath it. Brown speckles the white of the gauze. Dried blood.
         

         
         “It’s nothing. Doc says I need to stop smiling so much, because I keep reopening the wound. I’m just glad to see you.”

         
         Her eyes gleam. Only once had he seen her with her hair down, at her twin brother Brandon’s wedding. Loralei channels maturity
            and maternalism, but with her wild hair loose, she’s softer. It had intrigued him then. This was before Jane.
         

         
         “So Chelsea and I agreed that you can stay.” Loralei turns to the woman. “Right, Chelsea?”

         
         Chelsea is less confident. She tells Kenji, “I’m not supposed to allow you to check in, because capacity’s three hundred.
            And you are three hundred and one.”
         

         
         “We’ve got a few people leaving tonight. Let’s not get caught in technicalities. What’s a few hours?” Loralei says. “And if someone complains, I’ll take the blame.” 

         
         “Only because you’re asking,” Chelsea says. To Kenji, she adds, “Come back to me before dinner, and I’ll register you in the
            system.”
         

         
         Kenji thanks her, and Chelsea resumes her post.

         
         To Loralei, he says, “It’s like high school. You were involved in everything.”

         
         “Can’t help myself. I’m on a million committees.” She laughs. “It’s a village now. Mr. Cain’s office”—he was their principal—“is
            a massage parlor! And we’ve got a preschool in the library.”
         

         
         The baby stirs, and Loralei bounces him until he rests. Kenji asks, “And who’s this?”

         
         “Isaiah. He only sleeps if someone holds him. His mama’s at a checkup in B Building. That’s where we set up the medical volunteers.
            His daddy’s missing.” She dips her chin, as if in prayer.
         

         
         “I’m sorry about your parents,” Kenji says. “And especially Brandon. I know how close you were.”

         
         “My surviving family left to stay with relatives on Maui. I refused, insisted on finding Brandon. They protested, but it’s
            my kuleana.”
         

         
         The Hawaiian word was more complicated than the English translation of responsibility. Kenji was taught that the word defined each person’s relationship to their community and the land. More than an obligation.
            A privilege.
         

         
         She explains that on the fourth day after the wave, Brandon’s body washed up miles down the coast. “The worst was having to
            identify him. It was like looking at myself, only dead.”
         

         
         Brandon’s wife and daughter were recovered a dozen miles north the following day. Their ashes will be buried together, she
            says.
         

         
         The openness in Loralei’s face closes.

         
         “Lei.” I understand, he wants to say, though he worries it is not enough. He takes her hand. Last night, his uncle’s warm palm rested in his,
            and it’s these small reminders that make reality hard to reconcile. “I did the same for my folks. I just walked over from
            the mortuary.”
         

         
         “Oh, Ken.” In her voice, their shared grief.

         
         A couple passes through the foyer, waving to Loralei. They’re a decade older, arms threaded, hip to hip. When they’re gone,
            Loralei’s posture stiffens. “Are we expecting Janie Ito as well? I’m not sure we have room for two.”
         

         
         The name hangs heavy between them. At this precipice, what can he say that will satisfy Loralei? Apologies queue in his lungs,
            but why is he sorry? Even if he could go back in time, he wouldn’t erase the summer with Jane. “She’ll come home when they
            locate her family.”
         

         
         “That might not happen.”

         
         Well, it’s the only promise he has.

         
         The ground vibrates. Framed photos in the glass case hop on the shelf. Kenji’s jaw loosens. Loralei stands firm.

         
         “Aftershock,” she explains. “Soon you won’t even notice. Follow me.”

         
         Loralei walks through the gym’s threshold and explains where he might secure a cot and the best time to catch hot water in
            the locker rooms. “You sure you want to stay?”
         

         
         “You kidding? I’ve been sleeping on a chair in the hospital for a week.”

         
         “Most people with options have left. The tsunami shook them up, and they’re off to higher ground.”

         
         Higher ground for Kenji is returning to Honolulu, but from this perspective, retreating seems almost amoral. His survival
            leaves him in debt to the universe. “It’s nice to be around folks who understand.”
         

         
         She nods, satisfied. “Better to be together at a time like this.”

         
         The baby wakes with a cry. She coos at him. “You hungry? Let’s go get Mama.” She returns her attention to Kenji. “Go take
            a shower, Ken. You need it.” She presses her unblemished cheek on his scruffy one and says, “Welcome home.”
         

         
         Children’s voices bounce off the high ceiling. As he rounds a corner, he notes how people have claimed their space, cots turned on sides to create makeshift walls. Twenty feet away, a family has strung twine through the legs, securing their beds together. He begins another circuit when a man calls to him. 

         
         “This one’s free.” The man dusts small toys off the cot’s surface. Three miniature race cars, a half platoon of G.I. Joes.
            “The boy likes to play on it, but it’s yours.”
         

         
         The man’s grin reveals a missing cuspid. A faded tattoo circles his neck. On his feet, yellow high-tops. “Justin.” The man
            offers his hand. “I’m here with my nephew, Logan. He’s got nightmares, though, so that might wake you.”
         

         
         “No problem. This is all a nightmare.”

         
         Justin cocks his head to one side, considering this. “It’s a great place to be. You came from outside, a total wasteland.
            I’d be fine if I never saw it again.”
         

         
         Kenji unpacks his few items. The remains of his life don’t strike him as great. He clutches a cord. “Where can I charge my phone?”
         

         
         “There’s a room in A Building, but there’s a wait list. People joke you’ll get an organ transplant sooner. Folks with badges
            reserve the generators for essentials—medical equipment and whatnot. For priority calls, they’re directing everyone to the
            office. The landlines are working, but you’ll have to wait a while there too.” Justin stretches and his neck bones pop. “You
            hungry? They’re closing breakfast soon.”
         

         
         A hot meal. Kenji’s stomach churns with the possibility. “I could eat.”

         
         

         Kenji spends the first day waiting for food, blankets, and the locker room. There’s even a wait for the wait list to charge
            his phone. In the gym, Justin introduces Kenji to his nephew, Logan. They share an uncanny likeness—same oval face, a widow’s
            peak, though the similarities end there. While Justin is chatty and cheerful, Logan’s a grumpy ten-year-old. The boy’s shoulders
            slump and his feet drag on the floor. He fidgets with his toy platoon.
         

         
         Logan warns Kenji about lice while pointing to his own shaved head, “Don’t get too close to anybody.” Then he adds, “I hope
            you don’t snore.”
         

         
         Fatigue consumes Kenji. He falls asleep before lights out. But a disturbance wakes him, and he bolts upright on the cot.

         
         Exit signs glow red on the periphery of the dark room. Kenji places himself. He’s not at home or with Jane or at the hospital.
            He’s on a ship in a sea of strangers. The shelter.
         

         
         “Mom!” Logan screams.

         
         Justin gently touches the boy convulsing under the blanket, as if willing the little body to rest.

         
         “Dad!” he screams.

         
         Kenji’s heart quickens as Logan lapses into the gibberish of a nightmare. The panic in the boy’s voice is clear.

         
         In one moment, the town was safe. In the next, it was not.

         
         “It’s only a dream,” Justin whispers. “Wake up.” He repeats these words, louder each time, struggling to break through.

         
         “Fucking not again.” The complaint could come from anyone; it’s too dark to see. “Justin, shut that boy up.”

         
         Cots creak as people shift their weight, agitated by the conflict.

         
         Kenji stands. He has two equal impulses: to soothe the child or shake him until he calms down.

         
         “Step back,” Justin warns him. “I’m his uncle. He’s just a kid.”

         
         Kenji says, “I wasn’t going to hurt him.”

         
         But under pressure, Justin’s tone turns mean. He holds the boy’s shoulders. “Snap out of it. You’re bothering everybody.”

         
         Logan gasps as if he’d been drowning and finally breached the surface. His sleeping body, rigid and alert, softens. He’s awake.

         
         “You’re alive,” Justin says. “See? You’re alive.”

         
         “But they’re dead,” Logan says.

         
         Tenderness returns to Justin’s voice. “I’m here for you, son.”

         
         But the boy turns away from his uncle.

         
         Justin calls from his cot, “Everybody can go back to sleep now.” He exhales, and on his breath adds quietly, “Assholes.”

         
         Kenji tosses and turns until sunrise.

         
         

         Morning outside the gym is crisp if not quiet. In the parking lot, a group chants an oli to the rising sun. A generator hums. In the air, not the fresh-cut grass Kenji recalls, but the stench of still water. 

         
         Kenji follows Justin as they pass the baseball and football fields lined with tents, each flying flags from their poles. Kenji
            spots Switzerland’s white cross, Japan’s rising sun, and Canada’s maple leaf.
         

         
         “Volunteers,” Logan says, tagging along, unimpressed. He reveals none of the previous night’s terrors.

         
         Justin says, “They have come to help us.”

         
         As they walk, Justin narrates. A Building holds supplies and C Building is a house of worship, a different church for every
            classroom, with services in multiple languages, and NA and AA meetings in the evenings. D, E, and F buildings will soon open
            as makeshift elementary, intermediate, and high schools, and G Building will host adult students. Justin’s signed up for coding
            and calculus, which he didn’t take in high school.
         

         
         “That’s because you didn’t finish high school,” Logan says.
         

         
         “True, but now we’ll be going to school together, son.” Justin’s voice carries the cheery optimism of a fresh start.

         
         Kenji tries to map old to new. The track where a coach yelled, Pick up the pace, Lee. In a B Building classroom lined with hospital beds, Jane sat behind him, drawing.
         

         
         “Where you headed? Cafeteria’s that way.” Justin grins. “Thought this was your alma mater.”

         
         Breakfast is a single sausage and scoop of fruit salad, both of which carry the metallic tang of aluminum cans. Kenji and
            Logan poke at their food, while Justin digs in.
         

         
         After the wave, Justin says, there was no food for two days. On the third day, they received golf-ball-size mounds of rice
            and a half bottle of water. On the fourth, packets of oatmeal. “And now we’ve got three square meals, a safe place to sleep.
            Even movie nights on Wednesdays! What more could you want?”
         

         
         Kenji glances at the clock. Only 7:34 a.m. He wonders if this man can chatter all day.

         
         Logan says, “Uncle Justin used to live on the street. He does drugs. He stole my dad’s computer and bought batu.”

         
         “Son, I’m clean.” A nervous tone in Justin’s voice, Logan having forced him to confess in front of company. Justin had been clean for twenty-seven
            days. He’d planned to make amends, attend meetings daily, church on Sundays. Then the wave upended his plans, and in the shelter,
            he found Logan, his family’s only other survivor. He’s been off meth for forty days. “God gave me another chance. I promise
            to take care of you, Logan. It’s a gift. An honor.”
         

         
         Justin’s so earnest Kenji squirms in the light of the other man’s vulnerability.

         
         The table shakes, and the room stills. Another aftershock. The rattling travels from Kenji’s toes to his crown. His bones,
            unhinged. In a few seconds, the ground calms.
         

         
         Logan reaches a hand across the table to Kenji’s shaking one. “You scared?”

         
         Justin clicks his tongue. “That was a small one.”

         
         As if he wasn’t just grasping his milk carton and paper plate.

         
         Kenji and Logan share a knowing look. “A little,” Kenji says to him. “You?”

         
         “Not anymore,” Logan says.

         
         The boy sticks his chopsticks in the rice, and they stand upright. A sign of the dead.
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         Justin has skills from decades of wandering. Kenji assumes that means a lifetime of using and getting clean. Here those skills
            are endlessly useful.
         

         
         On Kenji’s second day, Justin led him to the woodshop, where they cut plywood sheets to cover windows and doors blasted out
            of the buildings in town. The third day, they dug plumbing trenches on the eastern end of the football field. On the fourth
            morning, a Red Cross truck stalled outside the gym. Justin cocked his ear as the engine sputtered and then scavenged for parts.
            Yesterday, Loralei gave them kitchen scraps, and Justin showed Kenji and Logan how to plant the nubs of green onions for regrowth
            and ferment tomato and papaya seeds for continuous harvest.
         

         
         This first week, the work protects Kenji from slipping sideways into grief—at least too much. Justin claims the town beyond
            campus is a graveyard of ghosts, but in the shelter, Kenji senses a small community rebuilding itself. Later today, he has
            an appointment to charge his dead phone.
         

         
         Justin stands on a ladder, inspecting a solar panel. Soil cakes Kenji’s shoes. Somehow, Justin’s yellow high-tops remain pristine,
            bright against the gray day. Across the lot, Logan and his friends fly kites they made with bamboo sticks, plastic bags, and
            kitchen twine.
         

         
         Justin climbs down. “Ah, here comes boss lady.” From a distance, Kenji recognizes Loralei by the bandage, that mane. When
            she arrives, Justin begins, “Bad news, Lei. This panel’s broken—”
         

         
         Loralei waves a hand. “Don’t worry about it. I got another job for you.”

         
         Justin palms his hips, pleased to be needed. “Shoot.”

         
         “The clinic’s running low on medical supplies. There’s a maintenance closet brimming with the stuff, but it’s locked. And
            none of my keys work.” She jingles a ring fastened to her belt. “What do you need to open it? I can get you wire cutters or
            a blowtorch. Far as I’m concerned, we can blow off the door.”
         

         
         Justin makes a tsk-tsk sound through his teeth. “That’s sloppy. Get me a couple paper clips and pliers.”

         
         “That’s it?”

         
         “That’s it. I got the magic touch.” His smile is too wide. Loralei doesn’t even notice. “It’s a date,” he calls after her.

         
         Justin whistles, so loud it could carry across a stadium. “Kid begrudges me my old life, but I got smarts. Real lifesavers.”

         
         Logan jogs over, the kite limp at his side.

         
         “We’re going to pick a lock, son,” Justin explains.

         
         “Uncle Kenji coming?”

         
         This morning, Logan watched Kenji as he shaved in the boys’ locker room, and now he wears his cap backward, mimicking Kenji.

         
         Justin says, “Your real uncle is going to teach you both.”
         

         
         At D Building, Loralei curses at her phone. She has no official title. She is a self-appointed volunteer extraordinaire. She
            hands over the tools and returns to tapping at the screen.
         

         
         The paper clips contort beneath the pliers. Justin explains to Logan that one clip will be a tension wrench and another a
            rake for the pins inside the lock.
         

         
         They all wear secondhand clothes plucked out of a donation bin, but Kenji notices how Loralei’s jeans cup her ass. A baggy
            neckline reveals a bra strap. Loralei catches him. “You’re looking well, Kenji,” she says.
         

         
         Justin interrupts. “Go time.” He inserts the wrench into the lock, followed by the rake, jiggling the wire.

         
         Logan says, “It won’t work.”

         
         “Hold on, son. Have faith.”

         
         Justin grins. They hear the lock pop and release. Loralei claps her hands and opens the door. Medical supplies reach the ceiling.
            “I could kiss you, Justin. This will help dozens of people.”
         

         
         That goofy grin, his arms outstretched as a reluctant savior. “I’m available anytime.”

         
         Kenji stacks boxes in Logan’s arms, eager to change the subject. “That was neat, right?”

         
         “Pretty awesome,” Logan agrees. “I want to learn.”

         
         Justin says, “Later, son. Go on, and we’ll deliver the rest.”

         
         They check each classroom until they find an audiovisual cart on the second floor. Together they lift it down the staircase.
            “So, you and Lei?” Justin asks, holding the cart too high, causing Kenji to stoop. “Something there?”
         

         
         “Level up.” Kenji adjusts his side so they’re even. “We used to hang out, that’s all.”

         
         “She dumped you?”

         
         “No.” He recalls those months with Loralei after Brandon’s wedding. The light he saw in her not a beginning—their intimacy
            always secondary to their friendship, a convenience of bodily needs, as if they’d catapulted from first date to golden wedding
            anniversary. Fondness, but no fire. “We’re better as friends.”
         

         
         “Ha,” Justin says. “She totally dumped you.”

         
         After Loralei, Jane. A rolling ocean, his pulse racing through his limbs. “There was somebody else. She’s in Honolulu now.”

         
         “Honolulu? What did we learn from the tsunami? Life is short. Loralei’s here, and she’s a fierce one.” Justin grunts as he
            loads the cart. “Tell me, does Loralei eat you alive or does she need to be served?”
         

         
         How can Kenji answer this? Anyone who wanted Loralei must contend with her many tendrils of connection. Jane once accused
            him of being a mirror, and if that was true, he reflected Loralei’s care. Kenji sometimes worried he’d waste his life just
            trying to be good.
         

         
         “Nothing to share? So you’re a fucking gentleman.” Justin lets out a loud cackle and pushes his shoulder. In another life, they’d be poking a grill and downing a six-pack. “Guess I’ll need to find out for myself.” 

         
         Kenji’s watch beeps. He can now charge his phone.

         
         “Run along, Grasshopper,” Justin says. “I’ll finish up here.”

         
         

         The charging room contains tables with cords running across the floor. Phones, tablets, and laptops cover each surface. As
            they wait their turn, people talk story, others dabble at newspaper puzzles or nap at the desks. Every few minutes, a device
            wakes with pings and jingles. Notifications of life beyond them, delayed.
         

         
         Kenji must wait before his phone pulls power. Justin was right. Loralei was something. And here, unlike Jane. He recalls a
            summer memory: Jane asleep, her skin cast green from the tent at sunrise. On her chest, a red-headed centipede. The creature
            curled into his hand, a willing substitute. Jane, oblivious, slept another hour. When she finally joined Kenji boiling water
            for their coffee, she kissed him. Where was it? she wanted to know. Show me. And he traced a line over her heart. Here.

         
         His screen revives with missed messages from Jane. She wants news. But how can he locate the words for what feels indescribable?
            Besides, if she were here, he wouldn’t have to explain. She could see for herself. Still, he savors a photo of her shoulder
            he took one morning, the constellation of freckles he liked to trace with his finger.
         

         
         Texts pile on his screen. Over the course of days, her worry has made room for accusation. You getting these? I can’t tell if you have no signal or you’re ignoring me. And self-confession. Not sleeping, this rash— Or, Donnie’s taken me on as her personal burden.
         

         
         He recoils at these. There, she has nothing to complain about. He starts to type. You chose to stay—

         
         Then his phone pings. A voice message.

         
         In his ear, the mortician says his parents’ remains are ready. “You can leave them here, if you wish, though my shelves are getting full—” 

         
         Within minutes, he’s back on the street, tromping to the mortuary. He pulls his mother and uncle toward him, each in black
            plastic urns with their names handwritten on a sticker. Nestled in his backpack, the zipper strains to close around them.
         

         
         At the intersection, a volunteer in a fluorescent vest signals him to halt as an excavator maneuvers the narrow street. Today
            the roads are clearer, thanks to this labor. Kenji asks, “Is it safe to walk east?”
         

         
         Into the inundation zone.

         
         The man says, “Safe as it will be for a while. Where you headed?”

         
         “Home. Or whatever’s left.” Kenji’s thumbs lift his straps, taking some of the load off his shoulders.

         
         “Anybody asks, I didn’t see you.” The man waves him through. “Go at your own risk.”

         
         Most street signs are missing, many poles are bent. Still, Kenji knows the way.

         
         Curbside, the lot is entirely sludge. But Kenji can see the walls, the roof. Home.

         
         By habit, he pauses at the front door, where he always removed his shoes, dropped his bag on a bench, hung his keys on a hook.
            He moves to the family room. During daylight hours, his mother at home, since she worked nights downtown. He’d often find
            her at the dining table, sorting the mail, paying bills. At night, his uncle on the couch, his food on a tray, the television
            lit with low volume.
         

         
         Next, the kitchen. It had white and green curtains, a dusty screen he always meant to wash. Then the bathroom, where last
            month he helped Roy replace the particleboard vanity that had started to bloat with moisture.
         

         
         At the end of the hall, two bedrooms. In the area that would have been his mother’s, Kenji uncovers the box with her name and opens the nested plastic bag. He scoops enough to fill the cup of his hand. The gray ash is finer than expected, like sand on a more ancient island. He walks the perimeter, dusting the ash into a border. 

         
         As a boy, he attended his grandfather’s funeral in Kyoto with his mother. It had been a confusing blur of incense, bowing,
            and chanting. But now he kneels, his body sinking into the mud. His knees, his forearms, his forehead. Prostrating himself
            for the dead.
         

         
         In what would have been his uncle’s room, he repeats this makeshift ritual. The ash. The border. The bow.

         
         This time he’s aware of his filth. With his head in the earth, he imagines the lot their graveyard, that if he stays here,
            earthworms will burrow into his ears, cockroaches will scuttle over his body. This land belongs to the ghosts now. Maybe they
            should never rebuild? That way they can never forget.
         

         
         

         Bile tickles his throat as he returns to the shelter, his loss amplified. Home is a house, but it’s also the assurance of
            a family nestled inside—and he has neither. The town, shattered. He hides behind the brick wall of a building and heaves and
            heaves.
         

         
         A block later, he stops to slurp fresh water collected in a cinder block. He washes the vomit from his mouth, attempts to
            clean the filth off his face. Two kittens hop on a pile of twisted metal and compacted trash. At the toe of his boot, a dirty
            crucifix. He had his moment of grief. Any more would be indulgent. He needs to entomb his suffering, revert to gratitude.
         

         
         Anger rises in its place. He wants to erase the last image of his mother, her face blue and bloated.

         
         In his pocket, his phone rings.

         
         Jane.

         
         He regards her as his mother might have and ignores the call.

         
         The last time he saw his mother, she’d been in the kitchen, a cigarette dangling from her lips, inspecting a watch. “Stupid battery.” She studied Kenji, dressed in jeans and a collared shirt. “Where you off to?” 

         
         He leaned against the fridge. “Taking Jane to the airport.”

         
         His mother rolled her eyes. She only knew Jane through Kenji—how he’d rearranged his life, gone without proper sleep for weeks,
            grown taciturn as Jane’s departure date neared.
         

         
         Roy entered with a packet of small tools, handed them to her. He gripped Kenji’s shoulder. “How come you’re dressed up?”

         
         His mother said, “His girlfriend. Airport drop-off.”

         
         His uncle whistled. In this room, he was a boy, no matter if he was three heads taller than his mother. They understood he
            would be lovelorn. Roy asked, “She coming back?”
         

         
         Jane said no, but to his parents Kenji shrugged. He couldn’t admit he fell for someone who would never come home.

         
         His mother unscrewed the case back. “They claim these things are waterproof, but this battery’s swimming in water. People
            lie so they can take from you.” She was prone to such pronouncements, one dead watch battery proof that humanity was full
            of charlatans. She relaxed, inhaled her cigarette, then studied Kenji. “I learned two things from your father—”
         

         
         Kenji said, “Ma, not now.”

         
         “First, don’t give your heart to someone who’s selfish, ’cause they can’t love anybody else, and they’ll hurt you no matter
            how nice or”—she paused, as if recalling Kenji’s father, a devil of a man—“not nice they are. And two—”
         

         
         Roy said, “Keiko, drop it.”

         
         “Those who want to leave, good fucking riddance.”

         
         Roy winked at Kenji. “You know your mother, a real romantic.”

         
         “I need to go.” But he felt off-balance when they disagreed, so he said, “I’ll get you a new watch.”

         
         His mother didn’t respond. As he left, he heard her say, “He’s too old to trust so much.”

         
         

         Loralei lies on his cot, flipping pages of a magazine. Brown chunks fall from Kenji’s clothes.

         
         “Jesus, look at you. Did you fall?” she asks.

         
         “Not looking so well, huh?”

         
         “Logan told me you were going to pick up your ashes.” He’d bumped into Logan on his way off campus. Padlocks and combination
            locks threaded through his fingers. To practice, Logan said. Loralei presents a plastic bag of white powder. “I nabbed sea
            salt from the kitchen for you.”
         

         
         Kenji understands. Salt to keep the ghosts away.

         
         Loralei continues. “People claim that doors and cabinets are opening on their own, they’re hearing chanting in dark bathrooms,
            lights flickering in empty classrooms. That kind of thing.”
         

         
         Ghost stories were commonplace. The old newspapers had a column devoted to sightings. Every camping trip in his childhood
            included fireside tales of the dead. He weighs the bag in his hand. “My mother believed in this too.”
         

         
         “And you?”

         
         “I think we’re all probably losing our minds.”

         
         “Morale is flagging, so we’re planning a hundred-day ceremony right before Christmas,” she says. “It’s a Buddhist tradition,
            but it will be for everybody. We need to say goodbye as a community.”
         

         
         He spots ash under his fingernails. When he sits beside Loralei, the cot sinks deeper to the floor. “Could you help set me
            up with a job? Get me into the inundation zone?”
         

         
         That’s the real world, not the shelter, and certainly not Jane’s pretend life in Honolulu.
         

         
         “It could take years to rebuild. You sticking around that long?”

         
         In his pocket, his phone rings again. Jane.

         
         His mother’s words echo in him. Love, Jane had said, except now he understands that she loves only herself. If she won’t come home, he won’t answer her messages.
            Good fucking riddance.
         

         
         “You need to get that?” Loralei asks.

         
         “No.” He waits for the ringing to fade, then details his skills. Besides building, he can operate a forklift, haul debris, repair fishnets, and do basic wiring. Justin’s considerable experience comes to mind. “Has Justin ever left the shelter? He can do anything. He could lead crews.” 

         
         Loralei glances over her shoulder to confirm they are alone. “Justin’s scared. After being on the street for so long, he has
            a roof, food, and Logan. Family.”
         

         
         “So, he feels safe here.” To Kenji, clinging to safety is a type of weakness, the shelter a delusion. As selfish as Jane.

         
         “Yeah. Safety. That’s what we discuss in these committee meetings. Some can’t wait to get back to their homes. Others are terrified of crossing
            the inundation line. Every day we inventory our supplies. We’re doing fine in here, but along the coast, they don’t have enough
            clean water or food. Roofs are collapsing. FEMA plans to construct barracks, temporary housing as we rebuild the town, but
            the doctors have warned us that survivors can be psychologically fragile. In shock, they mean. We lost so much, and now we have this”—she gestures around the gym—“and we can’t move so fast that
            folks feel like they’re losing this too.”
         

         
         “I admire what you’re doing, Loralei.”

         
         “Yeah?” She scrunches her face, and the bandage folds in on itself. “People say I’m too much.”

         
         He knows what she means: too intense, too responsible, too dutiful, too committed.

         
         “In this universe, you’re just right.” She leans closer to him, and he understands—too late—how his words came out wrong,
            and now she might kiss him. He turns, coughs. “The ceremony will be good.”
         

         
         “I better get back.” Frost in her voice, registering this rejection.

         
         “Hey.” Kenji slips the bag off his back and places the two urns between them. “One more thing, Lei. Can I get a locker? I
            hear there’s a wait list for the wait list.”
         

         
         Loralei’s humor rebounds. “You got it. But I’m warning you, there are people picking locks around here.”
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         Dawn, the battered coast. Kenji blows on a cup of steaming coffee, picked up along with a lunch bento in the cafeteria before
            leaving the shelter. He is one of a dozen volunteers rubbing sleep from their eyes, awaiting the day’s assignment. It has
            been fifty-four days since the wave.
         

         
         For weeks Kenji’s been clearing debris or transporting supplies into town. They’ve excavated entire homes from the harbor,
            unloaded countless barges at the port. Most of the buildings remain shells, and Kenji’s insides might as well have been gutted
            too. Still, the routine serves as an inoculation against despair.
         

         
         A truck arrives, and the driver hops out. “Your foreman’s sick, so I’m stepping in today.” This substitute is familiar—the
            shining head, the sad eyes. Kenji struggles to place him. “We got a job to haul up the coast. This rancher calls multiple
            times a day. Says his land isn’t a fucking marina. Wood in a cow pasture, a few boats.” He yells out assignments by family
            name. “Lee?”
         

         
         Kenji steps forward.

         
         “You’re riding with me.”

         
         The crew packs into vehicles. Kenji slides into a cab and, now closer, remembers. He unloaded Kenji’s mother’s and uncle’s
            bodies at the mortuary. “You’re the museum guy.”
         

         
         “Eli,” the man reminds him.

         
         “Shouldn’t you be running the museum?”

         
         “We’re waiting on insurance. Until then, I go where the need is. Buckle in, kid.”

         
         Eli starts the engine. In the side mirror, Kenji locates the end of the line. Workers towing empty containers.

         
         Their truck pulls an excavator, the hitch squealing around each turn. The town fades behind them as Eli eats a fried egg sandwich.

         
         To the right, the ocean. To the left, green fields twinkle with morning dew. “It looks normal, huh?” Eli gestures out the
            window.
         

         
         Hilo was a cluttered wasteland, and in this first venture beyond, Kenji’s nose tickles with the salt of the sea, the cool
            of eucalyptus. The town reeked when he first returned, and this fresh air reminds him it still does. His senses have acclimated
            to trash and stink. “It’s unreal.” Like a pastoral painting. “Surprised anything washed up north.”
         

         
         “The wave swallowed what it wanted and spit out where it wanted. So now we’ve got boats in a pasture,” Eli says. “What do
            you think happened to the rancher’s cattle?”
         

         
         “Likely dead.” So much has been lost that dead cows fail to register.

         
         When Eli asks about life in the shelter, Kenji says it’s fine. How can it not be? Justin reminds them daily of the privilege
            of a hot shower and warm food, but it doesn’t account for the hours Kenji is forced to listen to him grumble, or his petty
            fights with Logan in which Kenji intervenes. Loralei, always disappearing into her committees. Often Kenji dreams of a closed
            door. A moment of silence.
         

         
         Within the hour, the caravan turns toward the shore. Island ranches remind Kenji of a bygone era, hardworking cowboys and
            leisurely nights by the fire. Instead, they find heaps of wood taller than their vehicles and, in the distance, half a dozen
            boats.
         

         
         The earth yields beneath Kenji’s boots, and he sinks a few inches with each step. “You boys know what to do,” Eli says.

         
         They fill two containers and break for lunch. Kenji chases each grain of rice with chopsticks. In the tree above, a rustle,
            then a pueo’s call—hoot-hoot-hoot-hoot—so fast it resembles a racing heart. Eli joins him, unearthing another sandwich from his bag. “Sometimes I worry we’ll never
            reach the end. It’s trash and trash and trash forever.”
         

         
         “We can’t rebuild until we clear it,” Kenji says.

         
         “But it’s so depressing.”

         
         A FEMA worker told Kenji that even rescue dogs get despondent after days of unsuccessful searches. Handlers plant so-called survivors in disaster rubble to revive the dogs. That’s Eli now—too few wins for too many weeks. 

         
         The next load they need to tackle spreads along the earth some fifty yards. The pile resembles the sea, ripples on a flat
            surface, peaking at intervals as it nears land. Like watching a swell roll in from a high cliff, Kenji says to Eli.
         

         
         “I get it.” Eli washes down his sandwich with a gulp from his thermos. “You’re an artist.”

         
         “Me?” Kenji laughs. “No way. Anything I ever made was because someone paid me to hit nails with a hammer.”

         
         Still, he remembers sitting in the courtyard of the museum in Honolulu. The art gave form to feelings for which he had no
            words, everything ripe with possibility. A future, percolating. Jane, close enough to touch.
         

         
         “It’s not what you make, but what you see. I see trash. You see the ocean.”

         
         Eli tells Kenji that he was in the military, stationed in Europe, and spent his leave visiting museums. Paintings and sculptures
            capturing the reigns of emperors, the devastation of plagues, not to mention war, youth, madness. He’d once wanted to study
            art history. His father had pushed him toward oceanography. “Then my wife got pregnant and what was I supposed to do with
            an art history degree in Hilo?”
         

         
         Eli rises and stretches. Breaktime over. “I have to inspect those boats.”

         
         When Eli returns, he explains the afternoon’s labor. Two boats are in decent shape. They’ll scavenge the rest for parts. A
            man complains that it’ll take too long.
         

         
         “Don’t blame me. That’s our assignment. People are worried about food supplies. We need to get more fishing boats on the water.
            Otherwise, we’re eating Vienna sausage forever. Who here knows engines?” A few hands shoot up. “If there’s rust or sand, dump
            it. But salvage any carburetors or pumps you can.”
         

         
         Kenji hitches the intact boats to trucks and sends them off with a satisfying slap on the gunwales. Each load a small burial.

         
         When he turns, he discovers an Osprey with a hole in the hull so large he can see the pasture beyond. For a second, time freezes. Sweat drips down his back, and his fingertips spark with an invisible current. He recognizes the navy stripe from bow to stern. Two men survey the engine as Kenji passes from starboard to port side, holding his breath. And there it is, two names. Her mother’s, scratched from whatever awful journey this boat has been on. Then hers, unblemished. Jane.

         
         Kenji hoists onto the stern and the deck protests beneath his weight. The cabin, so small. Had they really fit in there together?

         
         “Lee,” Eli calls, “what the hell are you doing? That could collapse under you.”

         
         “I knew the family who owned this boat. Let me survey the cabin.”

         
         In Eli’s expression, a reluctant empathy. “Be quick, kid.”

         
         Kenji fears he’ll find Brian Ito decomposing. Other men have unearthed bodies, but never Kenji. Thankfully, the Bernie Jane is empty.
         

         
         Inside, the sun reflects off the dash, so different from when he’d last been here with Jane. In the garage, she’d climbed
            on deck and held her hand out to him. Jane always leading, him always following. They’d just dined with her parents, and in
            the morning, she’d leave Hilo. They danced around the word love that night, but he was sure she loved him too. For once, he’d believed he carried some power over whatever horizon she thought
            was better than this.
         

         
         “Lee?” Eli again. “Get out of there.”

         
         Kenji presses a palm to the window. “Coming.”

         
         He crouches under the helm. Buried beneath sand and wood, an orange mug.

         
         A Father’s Day gift. He imagines Brian Ito taking to sea with his daughter’s mug, as if it were any ordinary day. And now
            it’s all that’s left.
         

         
         Kenji holds the battered object as kindly as a lover. Banging on the hull makes Kenji jump. Eli yells, “Out, out, out!”

         
         Kenji hops onto land, wobbling. A man yanks the carburetor, and the bow crumbles. The mug slips from Kenji’s hand, and he
            crawls to retrieve it.
         

         
         “You all right, Lee?” Eli watches him scamper.

         
         Mud covers Kenji’s knees. “Let me send a message to the family.”

         
         He powers on his phone. His worker status allows him extra privileges, though by now his phone’s a tool for emergencies only.
            Something akin to a flare. And post-tsunami, nothing’s an emergency. His resentment at Jane resembles the tide—whenever it
            recedes, his longing is exposed.
         

         
         Jane’s last message appears on the screen. This arrived three weeks ago? Four? Time morphs with no weekends, no respite from
            hard reality. He has typed and deleted countless responses—furious messages, followed by missives so saccharine he mortifies
            himself. Always, he does not hit send.
         

         
         “Pack it up, kids,” Eli calls to the group.

         
         Now there’s no time for that. He snaps a photo of the crumbled Bernie Jane and sends it.
         

         
         Most days he pictures her cocooned in ignorance. He wants to force her to witness the wreckage. But today he considers her
            heart as battered as her father’s boat.
         

         
         Oh god, she writes. My dad in there?

         
         He types, No.
         

         
         She’d once said that without her parents’ bodies she had nothing. But isn’t this something?

         
         As he waits for her to respond, workers load the Bernie Jane’s carburetor on the truck. Jane writes, In class. Will call later.

         
         Kenji flicks his screen, disbelieving. All those messages, and now she’s too busy?

         
         He refuses to wait for Jane to fit him into her life. He takes a picture of her father’s mug. You want this?

         
         The lag in her response strikes him as apathy. The other men keep looking his way, impatient for Kenji to wrap up his personal
            business so they can move on.
         

         
         Finally, Jane writes, It’s too sad. I want you to keep it.
         

         
         He’s no idiot. He understands there’s an ocean and islands between them. Each load returns to him their town, his childhood,
            that summer with Jane. But never has she been farther away, and today, again, she disappoints.
         

         
         Come home already, he types. Before he can hit send, Eli calls, “Lee, we need to—”
         

         
         Kenji discards the message and stuffs his phone in his back pocket. Why does he even bother? She’s swigging cocktails and
            thinking about graduate schools while he’s covered in filth.
         

         
         Kenji says, “Let’s haul this junk out.”

         
         Later, in the quiet of the gym, Kenji’s phone rings. Jane’s name on the screen. It rings and rings and rings, and even when
            Justin complains about the noise, Kenji ignores it.
         

         
         Let the world know he’s wanted. Let them hear how much he doesn’t need her.

         
         

         “Nice mug,” Loralei says on the breakfast line. Kenji perks with the smell of fresh coffee.

         
         Until today, she hasn’t mentioned this addition to his morning routine, and he’s convinced himself of its usefulness, that
            it’s not a reminder of Jane.
         

         
         Kenji realizes something is different; Loralei’s bandage is gone. A concave slash of lighter flesh runs from the outer edge
            of her right eye to the corner of her mouth. He traces the same line on his face.
         

         
         She grins. “Now I’m a pirate with the scars to prove it.”

         
         “Happiest pirate I know.”

         
         Her knit cap, identical to his own. Every night in G Building, knitters unravel hole-ridden sweaters to make hats and socks.
            Clearly theirs came from the same one, a green shade the knitting aunty called chartreuse. Kenji pictures them as a body with
            two heads.
         

         
         He points to her crown. “We’re twins.” Too late, he realizes his misstep. Her twin is dead. “Lei, I didn’t mean to—”

         
         But she winks, folds his brim down, like hers. “Now we match.”

         
         

         When a mail truck finally arrives at the shelter, a crowd gathers. This is their first delivery, some sixty-six days after the wave. People yip with glee when the postwoman calls their names, as if they’re on a game show and have won a prize—news from outside, physical proof that they are loved. 

         
         Loralei receives a care package from Maui containing two sweatshirts, canned goods, and crayon drawings of a long-haired woman.
            Loralei, on a calm shore surrounded by a large family. She touches each waxy line. “When this is over . . .” she says to no
            one in particular.
         

         
         Logan receives a letter postmarked weeks ago. His friend writes that Logan was missed at this year’s Cub Scout campout and
            provides his archery score (200), the number of ghost crabs collected (42), and the number of monk seals sighted on shore
            (3 plus a pup).
         

         
         “Don’t worry about it,” Kenji tells Justin, sulking. “I’m not getting anything either.”

         
         But right as the crowd disperses, the postwoman calls Kenji’s name. Justin rolls his eyes. “Everyone loves you, Grasshopper.”

         
         Sure enough, his name in careful letters. The return address is Honolulu. He rips it open.

         
         
            Son, it begins. Kenji’s breath catches in his throat.

            I was in Arizona when I watched the tsunami pummel Hilo. I thought, the wave should’ve taken me instead. I’ve seen my brother
               and your mother’s names on the lists of the dead, but not yours. So I’m sending this to the old address, and if it’s meant
               to find you, it will.
            

            Last month I got transferred to Honolulu. Your mom said your life was better off without me, but this wave . . . It felt like
               God was giving me a sign, to tell you I’m here and that every day I pray for you. I send you my condolences on the loss of
               Kiki and old Roy. Good people who did good by both of us.
            

            I’ll be in Honolulu a long time. If you’re ever in town, come see your old man. I’ve already put you on the list.

            I’m grateful you’re alive.

            Your father,

            Kawika Lee III

         

         Kenji’s reminded of the note he received over the summer, the one he feared would hurt his mother, as if a sheet of paper could transform into a fist. He’d gone to the federal building to set up a forwarding address. That’s when he found Jane. 

         
         Cruel for his father to resurrect himself now in the wake of the wave. Unfair that he’s alive to write this message at all,
            burdening Kenji with its receipt.
         

         
         Later, as Logan writes to his friend, he asks Kenji about the letter. “It was nothing,” Kenji says, “from nobody.”

         
         

         A Hawaiian winter approaches with cooler nights, rainier days, holidays on the horizon. As a boy Kenji liked to accompany
            his mother shopping downtown, loved seeing ordinary streets transformed with festive lights. But this year, any holiday revelry
            is transferred to the shelter and their preparations for the upcoming remembrance ceremony.
         

         
         Beside Logan, Kenji opens the glass case that displays the countdown. They replace the sign—now eleven days to go—when Logan
            says, “I’m eleven.”
         

         
         Kenji arranges rusty tacks on cork. “I thought you were ten.”

         
         “My birthday was last week.”

         
         “Happy birthday, Lo.” Kenji hugs the boy. These days Logan stands straighter, speaks louder. His nightmares come less often.
            “Why didn’t you tell any of us?”
         

         
         “Never had to tell anyone before.” Logan fogs the glass with his breath, draws his initials and a face. Two eyes and a straight
            line for the mouth. Not sad, not happy either. “And I didn’t want Aunty Lei to make a fuss. Or worse, Justin, calling me son
            and making me listen to his stories. Like that has anything to do with me.”
         

         
         They’ve all tempered the season’s usual cheer, but have they also numbed themselves to the lives they still have? Guilty of
            the wrong accounting?
         

         
         On their return to the gym, they pass the football field, once colorful with flags. Now it’s abandoned, pockmarked with mud where aid and volunteer tent pegs once stood. 

         
         “The world moved on, forgot about us. We’re old news,” Justin responds the next evening when Logan mentions the empty field.
            Justin frowns as he pokes a fork into his spaghetti. “Notice the food portions getting smaller too?”
         

         
         Kenji has noticed, but he won’t give Justin the ammunition. “We’ve got more than most.”

         
         “You know people are going to protest at the port? Officials are sitting on food that’s supposed to come to the shelters and
            town.” Justin points his fork at Kenji, wielding it like a weapon. “Lei told me some dumbass has to sign off before they can
            open those containers for us. I told her, Go to the port at night and pick the locks. Take what you need, lock ’em back up.
            Bet they won’t even notice.”
         

         
         Justin grins at his own cleverness.

         
         Logan frowns. “That’s illegal.”
         

         
         “Illegal? That’s smart thinking. Taking from the rich who got plenty, and giving to us, who got nothing.”

         
         Sometimes when Kenji’s in the rubble, he thinks about the old-timers who used to work the plantations. Many came from famine,
            survived war, worked until their bodies collapsed at the end of every day. To possess your body, your life, your family. That
            was enough, they said. They called this new generation whiny. That’s the word that comes to Kenji when he listens to Justin.
         

         
         “Well, we got dinner. Unlike some folks. Speaking of locks”—Kenji pulls four locks from his pockets—“found these today.”

         
         Found is an understatement. He searched for hours, wanting to give Logan a belated birthday gift.
         

         
         “Neat,” Logan says. “For me?”

         
         “Bet you can’t figure those out.”

         
         This challenge is nothing. Logan’s surpassed his uncle’s skills. Each lock a puzzle, or better, a magic trick. Often the highlight
            of Kenji’s day is watching Logan hold a lock to his ear, listening for the last pin to drop.
         

         
         “I’m going to show my friends, Uncle.” Logan picks up his plate and moves to the next table.

         
         Kenji’s left with Justin, who says, “That’s nice of you, Uncle.”
         

         
         A jab. Kenji lets it go. “You should visit the new housing tract. They’ve poured the foundation for the barracks and the family
            units.” Kenji had walked the site with Eli, imagining life beyond the shelter.
         

         
         Justin has only criticism. It’s too close to the inundation line, the units too small. “When the last organizations go away—FEMA,
            Catholic Charities, Red Cross—you’ll own your family’s property, and I’ll be stuck in those shitty plywood shacks that’ll
            blow over in the next storm. Bet Logan’s going to inherit the family property, not me. They take your record into account.
            Doesn’t matter if I’ve been clean since before the tsunami.”
         

         
         “You’re Logan’s guardian, so you’ll live with him on your brother’s—”

         
         Justin looks at him as if he’s stupid. “You know nothing, Grasshopper,” he snaps. “And besides, whenever you get tired of
            hauling trash, you can go back to your Honolulu kitty.”
         

         
         “No.” The word arrives quick and sharp on Kenji’s tongue. “My work is here.”

         
         Still, the orange mug sits beside him.

         
         “Fucking saint you are,” Justin says. Beside them, Logan’s table erupts in laughter. “By the way, your other girlfriend is
            looking for you. Said to meet her after dinner. She’s got a meeting in F Building.”
         

         
         

         Loralei’s raised voice is a beacon. From the door in F Building, Kenji finds desks circling the classroom, and on the chalkboard,
            in loose letters, 100 Days: Celebration of Life.
         

         
         “No,” she says, “I don’t want them to come.”

         
         A man across the circle addresses Loralei. “So many have fled to other islands or the mainland. Or lost people here. The media
            will capture the ceremony for those who can’t attend.”
         

         
         “No,” Loralei repeats. “They just want to turn their cameras on us while we cry. Our loss is their entertainment. It will cheapen what we’re trying to do. This is about us. Our families. Our healing.”
         

         
         “Don’t be so dramatic,” chides a woman.

         
         Kenji empathizes with both sides. In Honolulu, the news had been a lifeline. A way to connect with home when everything had
            been swept away. But here, with so few screens, he’s turned inward. His sorrow a hidden room he wants to guard.
         

         
         The man says, “This can help us raise funds to rebuild. It’s almost curfew, so we need to take a vote. All in favor of having
            the media at the ceremony, raise your hands.” Kenji counts five. “All opposed?” Loralei’s arm shoots up with one other. “Passed,
            five to two. Media will come. Adjourned.”
         

         
         Loralei storms into the hall. Kenji catches her arm. “Hey.”

         
         Her face is full of ire. “Did you hear those idiots? They want to sell our grief to the cameras.”

         
         “Sorry, Lei.”

         
         “Why are you always apologizing? You did nothing wrong.” They each wear their chartreuse hats and flannel shirts. She gives
            him a push. “This way.”
         

         
         As they pass the gym, the lights flick on and off three times. Kenji’s never wandered after curfew, too exhausted from work.
            “You think we’ll get in trouble?”
         

         
         In the darkness, Loralei laughs. “Who would care?”

         
         She’s right. They’re nothing if not ideal citizens. But one name comes to mind: “Justin.”

         
         “Seriously, Ken?”

         
         “You know he has a thing for you.”

         
         Silence. He can’t see farther than his arm, and Loralei has stopped up ahead. Five feet. Or ten. “I put a stop to that months
            ago.”
         

         
         He follows her voice, steadies himself on chain-link and the rubber bounce of the track beneath his feet.

         
         They collide. Loralei grips his right arm. “I got you.” Her footfall echoes on the bleacher’s metal step. “We’re going up.”

         
         Together, they make their way to the top bench. His eyes adjust to the darkness, and he can see Loralei’s silhouette. “Logan’s requested that somebody—anybody who’s not Justin—adopt him,” she says. “We need to find Logan a good home, but right now I’m more worried about Justin.” 

         
         “That explains some things.”

         
         “Even if Justin’s not Logan’s guardian, he won’t be on the street, but he’s unraveling. Stopped going to his Bible study and
            NA meetings. Computer classes too.”
         

         
         “I didn’t realize.” Lately, Kenji’s sensed an edge to her care. Those committee arguments, these broken rules. “I should’ve
            been paying attention.”
         

         
         “Something’s off. Maybe he’s depressed, but who isn’t around here?” Loralei reaches into her shirt—her bra?—and Kenji turns
            away. “I doubt Justin’ll chance leaving the shelter for the ceremony. Can you take Logan? It will be good for him.”
         

         
         “Of course. I’ll always help with Logan.”

         
         “Knew I could count on you, Ken. It’s what I like about you.” This compliment from Loralei makes Kenji want to laugh. Even
            after a monster wave, his most alluring trait is that he’s reliable. A good boy.
         

         
         A lighter sparks, then the whiff of marijuana. She passes him the joint.

         
         “I’m impressed, Lei.”

         
         “Supply committee chair, at your service.” Her voice, calm now, smooth as silk. But also, dejected. “There’s just so many
            problems that can’t be fixed.”
         

         
         He understands that this corner of the bleachers, post-curfew with contraband weed, is her escape from all that. From this
            perch, the town has never been darker. No streetlights, no stoplights. He can imagine them as teenagers, consumed with track
            meets and graduation. Their town, whole. Their homes, standing. All the people they loved, alive.
         

         
         Kenji picks out constellations as they smoke. Here, Orion is a spider, weaving her way along the equator, a guide for master
            navigators. Yet Kenji has never been more adrift. 
         

         
         Loralei’s voice punctures the silence. “Can I ask you something?”

         
         He shifts his focus from the sky to her figure. “Shoot.”

         
         “What happened? When I went to Maui.”

         
         Kenji runs his bony knuckles over his cheeks. Wasn’t that a lifetime ago? Didn’t the wave wash away the need for this conversation?

         
         Loralei prods. “Was it Jane?”

         
         Yes. And no. “I thought you left, Lei. That you were moving on.”

         
         He can’t tell her he was relieved she left, because now she’s one of his favorite people.

         
         “If I didn’t want to be with you, I would’ve told you straight. Here we are again, and we’re good together.”

         
         He can’t disagree. “You’ve always been a good friend, Lei.”

         
         She snorts. “Fuck off, Ken.”

         
         “I mean, you’re amazing—”

         
         Before he can finish, her hand is on his thigh, her hair on his cheek. Her lips, warm and moist against his.

         
         “Whoa.” He laughs and pulls back. “I wasn’t expecting that.” He can’t make out her expression, but she withdraws. “It’s not
            you.”
         

         
         “Bullshit.” The bleachers squeak as she stands. “Do you ever say what you mean?”

         
         “I just . . .” The air changes with the loss of her affection. For weeks, months, he hasn’t been able to locate the right
            words. “I’ve been kind of—lost. The wave came, and I don’t know who I am or where I am or what I want.”
         

         
         “And you think I do?”

         
         “You”—the words tumble out of him; he doesn’t want to risk her too—“have more conviction and confidence than any of us.”

         
         If they were still lovers, he’d bend his head to her hip, a bid for forgiveness. Instead, he remains locked with confusion.
            Loralei cups his chin with her soft fingers.
         

         
         “Think about it.” Her grip is rough; she will not kiss him again. “We make a good team.”

         
         Later, the kiss from Loralei makes Kenji recall the first.

         
         Brandon had married his high school sweetheart in her parents’ backyard. If Brandon was gregarious, his wife kept a straight face with watchful eyes. As if Brandon might float away, and she, the anchor. That night, she was eight months pregnant, crowned with flowers. The grounds were borderless, the end of the property line giving way to wilderness. On the main porch, a long table overflowed with fruit harvested from the land: stout apple bananas, creamy ice cream beans, tart star fruit, red-spined rambutan. Their hosts burned breadfruit over a fire and unearthed a steaming pig from a pit. As the children fed tilapia and chased goats, the adults drank freely. 

         
         Kenji stumbled after Loralei, confused by his old friend made suddenly lovely under the glow of lanterns. Her bridesmaid dress,
            rose colored. The satin shone at her torso, the chiffon billowing from her hips. Her eyes, striking once lined. Black as ash,
            he thought then.
         

         
         “Give me a lift,” Loralei said, commanding him. He spun, realized she’d led them to a small room. A glorified shed, really,
            with a table and couch. “Come on. Uncle keeps the good stuff in here.”
         

         
         Kenji gazed up and saw the loft. There was no ladder. Loralei kicked off her heels. Before he could think, he offered his
            thigh, his hand. Soon she was balanced on his body, his face buried in her skirt. From above, a whoop.
         

         
         Loralei, victorious with a bottle of amber liquid held as a trophy.

         
         On the floor, she uncorked the bottle, releasing peat into the air. Neither of them big drinkers, but they’d shed their reservations
            for the evening. The point was to enjoy, pretend that dawn might never come.
         

         
         She took a swig and passed him the bottle. “Don’t just look. Take it.” The liquid swished in the glass, a miniature ocean.

         
         When he kissed her, her lips were stiff. Then she grasped his tie, coiled it around her fist, and tugged.

         
         In the months he’s held this moment, it has transformed. At first, it signified a promise of what they could become. Then
            a beacon, a place he longed to recapture once he understood that each day would be a carbon copy of the one before. Intimacy
            stolen in darkness, a temporary reprieve from their obligations.
         

         
         Now, after Jane, it serves as a warning.
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         Kenji and Logan reserve lanterns for the ceremony at the library. At the door, they collide with Loralei, who produces a candy
            cane from her pocket for Logan.
         

         
         Since their kiss, Loralei has exited every room he enters. Today, she touches the bandage on his arm. “This from the building
            that collapsed?”
         

         
         He nods. No rancor colors her face; perhaps her absence was merely preoccupation. “That wreck blocks the supply route,” she
            says.
         

         
         “Sorry.” And he is. He wants nothing to change between them.

         
         “She mad at you?” Logan asks when Loralei leaves with no response. He unwraps the candy, a whiff of peppermint between them.
            “Aunty’s usually as nice to you as she is to me.”
         

         
         “No,” Kenji says. “I didn’t do anything.”

         
         “Liar.” Logan wrinkles his nose, as if something stinks. The candy dangles from his mouth.

         
         Kenji’s arm pulses where Loralei touched him.

         
         “One lantern for each name.” Now it’s the volunteer, holding a clipboard. “Deceased or unaccounted.”

         
         The paperwork reminds Kenji of his first day in the shelter. Logan lists a dozen relatives. Kenji only two—his mother and
            uncle.
         

         
         Logan begins a new form. “My friend from the Cub Scouts is flying in to remember his cousins.” Logan copies names from a letter.

         
         “You can do that?”

         
         “Why not? We get priority for lanterns in the shelters.”

         
         “You’re starting to think like Loralei.” Also Justin, but he won’t offend the boy. All three, plotting ahead, trying to force a future outcome. 

         
         Strategic, Loralei would say. Smart, Justin would add. Sneaky, Kenji would typically think, though an idea percolates, and he asks for a new form.
         

         
         Kenji lists two names, Brian McKinley Ito and Bernadette Castillo Ito, and checks the neighboring box “Unaccounted,” the official
            word for missing. Under Lanterns to be picked up by, he writes, Jane Castillo Ito.
         

         
         These lanterns, like her father’s mug, are no substitute for her parents’ bodies. But having her here will help him, and won’t
            it help her too? The missing will be accounted for, a flame illuminating paper, the way a heart gives life to a body.
         

         
         He takes a photo of the form and sends it to Jane with a note, Come home.
         

         
         Ellipses appear on his screen. Jane, typing. He imagines a tether between them, slack for too long, now tightening. This proof
            of her rises and sinks, but no message surfaces.
         

         
         That night, his own words form a prayer across islands. Come home come home come home.

         
         

         On the day of the ceremony, Kenji and Logan return to the library to fetch their lanterns. An uncle—lanky as Roy, with the
            same graying hair at his neck—pencils letters onto a crossword puzzle. The man turns, seeking an audience. “‘Christmas ghost.’”
         

         
         Kenji asks, “How many letters?”

         
         “Four,” says the uncle.

         
         Too easy. Kenji says, “‘Past.’”

         
         His invitation to Jane is a secret seed he waters. He will not say her name aloud, has tried not to imagine their reunion. He allows himself only this: If she comes, he will forgive her. If she comes, he will find a way to explain. He wants to believe that no words will be necessary once they’re reunited. They will read the past on each other’s bodies and discover, together, whether they can navigate this new reality. 

         
         Today’s volunteer is a young man with a necklace of large wooden beads and a bored expression. Logan loads his lanterns in
            a wagon and leaves. Kenji lingers, his two lanterns resting in each arm.
         

         
         “I’m expecting a friend from out of town.” He keeps his voice neutral. He pictures her at the airport. “Has she picked up
            her lanterns?”
         

         
         The other man pokes at his laptop. “Tell her that we’ll distribute them if she doesn’t claim them in an hour.”

         
         Outside the library, anger ricochets off his insides like a pinball. He pauses at a picnic table, sets down the lanterns and
            orange mug, checks his messages. No response to his invitation. Nothing since the day he found her father’s boat.
         

         
         Ceremony today, he writes. Where are you?

         
         Jane responds, Sorry, I

         
         He waits for more, but that’s it.

         
         She what? What could possibly take precedence over this?

         
         Jane wasn’t one for public posting, but that didn’t prevent Donnie. He’d resisted the urge until now, and with a few clicks,
            Jane surfaces on his screen. Her long hair, gone. A fedora atop her head. Her slender arms and neck hiding beneath a black
            turtleneck. Her mouth red with fuck-me lips.
         

         
         He doesn’t recognize the woman he loves in this photo, as if she’s buried that old girl, transformed into this pixie vixen.
            Another click. A man with an ass for a chin drapes his arm around her shoulders, fingers dangling dangerously near her breast.
            Her smile, white with teeth. Her cheeks, flushed with liquor. Kenji clicks and clicks and clicks. Some pictures are blurry,
            as if they’re having too much fun. A barbecue. A hike. A party. A man. Another party. Another man.
         

         
         The wind goes out of him. For Jane, there is no tsunami. There are no bodies. There is no Kenji. Only pretty college boys.
            He wants to pluck their limbs like petals.
         

         
         There, in her perfect elsewhere of strangers, Jane is happy. Here, her lanterns will go to someone who loved their family and town, and he’ll throw his heart at the first thing that isn’t Jane. 

         
         The screen goes black and he wills his desire to dim too. For real this time, he says to himself.
         

         
         Fuck.

         
         

         The gym teems with familiar faces in unfamiliar garb. Kenji can’t imagine where they’ve procured these bright mu‘umu‘u, crisp
            aloha shirts, and service-dress blues and whites. Voices bounce off the walls, pooling in Kenji’s head as a wave of unwelcome
            sound. A roused, collective spirit. At last, they will celebrate their dead.
         

         
         Justin’s cot is tidier than usual, his blanket and clothes folded and nested in a cardboard box once used to crate oranges.
            He cleans his yellow high-tops with a worn toothbrush. In contrast, Logan’s cot is piled high with pillows, toys, and locks,
            neglected as the boy labels each lantern with the name of a deceased relative. The lanterns are stacked on a tower of stuff.
            They collapse on the floor. An apple rolls among them, followed by an open sheath of crackers. Extra food, Kenji knows, from
            Loralei.
         

         
         “You know we can’t have any food in the gym.” Justin gestures to the bruised fruit, the crumbs. “Pick it up.”

         
         Logan glares at him. “No.”

         
         “Pick it up, son,” Justin repeats.

         
         “Not your son.”

         
         Kenji listens to them squabble daily. Today, he’s had enough. He squats and tidies the food, sweeping crumbs into his palm.
            “You’re going to spoil him,” Justin says.
         

         
         “Give the kid a rest,” Kenji says.

         
         But Justin doesn’t show any evidence he’s heard Kenji, gesturing to Logan instead. “Learn to take care of your shit. Trust
            me, it’s a matter of respect. Never too early to become the man you want to be. Your dad’s not here anymore—”
         

         
         As if they need reminding of what they’ve lost. “Don’t talk about my dad,” Logan snaps.

         
         “Before he was your dad, he was my brother.” Justin sets the high-tops on the floor and pinches his wallet from his pocket.
            He produces a baseball card encased in a plastic sleeve. “Ken Griffey Jr., ninety-seven. MVP that year. Your dad and I were
            big fans. His father was a pro and so was his son. It was in the blood. Anyway, this was your father’s card.” He holds it
            between two fingers and waves it to Logan. “You should have it.”
         

         
         Logan eyes it with suspicion. “I bet you stole it from him.”

         
         “No.” Justin draws a line in the air, as if to say even he has boundaries. “Your dad did everything right. Me, no matter how
            I try, I can’t be like him. Take this card. It’s worth hundreds, but I never sold it because your dad gave it to me. That’s
            something, right? You understand what I’m trying to tell you?”
         

         
         Logan refuses to respond. Kenji says, “Not today, Justin.”

         
         “Here, you take it.” Justin pushes the card toward Kenji, but Kenji holds up his hands. It’s not his to accept, and he can’t
            carry any more than he has to today.
         

         
         Justin surveys Kenji with a whiff of disappointment. His face, pathetically begging a moment before, turns mean. It’s the
            clenched jaw, the aggressive push of his chin. “I’m so tired of your good boy face. Strutting around like you’re so great.
            You weren’t even here when the wave hit.” Justin’s pointer finger against Kenji’s breastbone. “Quit acting like you’re Jesus.”
         

         
         Kenji swats Justin’s hand. “Don’t fucking touch me.”

         
         Logan says, “Leave Uncle Kenji alone.”

         
         The boy’s voice, strained with worry, grabs Kenji’s attention. “Lo, it’s fine.”

         
         Kenji inhales, searches for calm. Today, Logan’s his charge. He promised Loralei. To Justin, he says, “Later, we can—”

         
         “Stop.” Justin hops as he slips on his high-tops, laces loose. He threads his belt through the loops of his jeans. “You don’t
            get the last word, Grasshopper.”
         

         
         

         On the shore, the crowd includes inhabitants from seven shelters, those with homes beyond the inundation line, plus the out-of-towners, bused in for the first time since the wave. Groups have flown in from Līhu‘e, Honolulu, and Kahului. Kenji catches bits of conversation—a family from Las Vegas, a couple from New York. If these people could manage the trip, why not Jane? As soon as the thought rises, Kenji buries it. 

         
         Logan leads, and soon, Kenji sees double. A pair of eleven-year-old boys engaging in an elaborate handshake. Same height,
            buzzed head, slippered feet, eyes too big for their faces. His Cub Scout friend, Aiden. Behind them, a woman and a man. Aiden’s
            mother and father. Kenji’s eyes sting with the knowledge: a family, together.
         

         
         The sky darkens, the sun swiftly sinking. The ceremony will begin at sunset. Now the blare of the conch shell, breath reverberating
            in bone.
         

         
         “Coming through!” A television crew with cameras and boom mics, bullying a path and separating the boys. Between them, a blond
            reporter who often appeared on his family’s television. In this distraction, Kenji loses sight of Aiden and his family.
         

         
         A helicopter looms overhead. Kenji clutches Logan’s hand. “Stay with me.”

         
         “What about Aiden?” Logan asks.

         
         “He has his family, and we’ll find them after,” Kenji says. “Let’s get to the shore.”

         
         “You’re holding too tight, Uncle.”

         
         Kenji won’t loosen his grip. “I can’t lose you.”

         
         A voice over the loudspeaker calls for a moment of silence. An oli fills the air. The chant roots him to this land that has
            nourished him since birth. The words enter his body.
         

         
         A voice extends welcome, first in Hawaiian, followed by English.

         
         “In some Buddhist traditions, final prayers are offered one hundred days after the death of a loved one, releasing their souls from eternal suffering and wishing them a better rebirth in the next life,” a woman says. 

         
         At the water’s edge, Kenji releases Logan, and they crouch on the wet sand. Each lantern must be folded on a foam plank. A
            tea candle will be placed in every one, lit, and launched. They work silently, and Kenji strikes a match.
         

         
         “In Hawai‘i, we have many traditions, and so today we gather as one people with many beliefs, to honor those who we lost and
            who remain missing. One hundred days ago, this shoreline receded without warning, and a wave returned—”
         

         
         The spark catches on the stick. “Uncle, are you crying?”

         
         Kenji blinks to clear his vision. His body goes through the required motions of living as he has for one hundred days. He’s
            held so much—his tongue, two identical urns, his fear, an orange mug, his hope, this boy’s sweaty hand, this match burning
            to his fingers.
         

         
         The lantern walls glow. On one side, Logan’s written DAD in careful letters. To have had a good father and lost him. “Tell me something about him.”
         

         
         Logan cradles the light. “He walked me to school every morning. And he liked the Raiders.”

         
         Kenji nods. “He loved you.”

         
         “Thanks, Uncle.”

         
         “Now go say goodbye.” He gestures to the sea.

         
         Logan wades in ankle-deep and places the lantern on the water’s surface. It floats, joining others.

         
         The woman on the loudspeaker continues. “We each have a light within us. May we wake from grief. May we all find our way home.”

         
         They bid goodbye to Logan’s mother, his aunts and uncles, his cousins. A grandmother.

         
         Kenji lights a candle for his first lantern. Logan says, “You didn’t write on it. Who’s this for?”

         
         “My mother.”

         
         “What was she like?”

         
         Kenji pictures his family at the kitchen table. His mother, smoking a cigarette, sorting vitamins. His uncle Roy, reading headlines from a newspaper with his reading glasses from the supermarket. In front of Kenji, a heaping plate. He had everything, once. 

         
         “Small but tough,” Kenji answers, though the loss swells his throat. “My uncle was the opposite. Big but soft. I’m going out
            with them both.”
         

         
         Kenji holds his lanterns, aloft and alight, and wades into the sea. Thousands of lanterns fill the bay, a horizon of light.
            Water soaks into his jeans, his T-shirt. If he goes any farther, he’ll lose his footing. Here, he hovers between the living
            and the dead.
         

         
         He could allow himself to sink and join these thousands lost.

         
         “Uncle.” Logan’s voice carries from the shore. He’s too far out. “Let them go.”

         
         “Okay,” he calls to Logan. “Okay,” he repeats to himself. Kenji pushes the lanterns toward the horizon. There is so much light.
            These lanterns will float on, forever away.
         

         
         On shore, Loralei’s flung her arm around Logan. “They’re passing out extras,” she says. Kenji had spent the morning consumed
            by Jane’s absence. Now his desire feels like boyish indulgence—the delusions and distractions of another life. “Grabbed one
            in case one of you could use it.”
         

         
         Kenji assembles the lantern and lights the candle. “Who’s that for?” Logan asks.

         
         “A lost soul who might need it,” Kenji says.

         
         Loralei scratches at her scar. Blood dots her cheek. “Lei, your face.”

         
         “Shit.” She pulls at the skirt of her long dress and dabs at her cheek. “The skin itches. It’s too tender.”

         
         Red stains the white fabric. Her eyes pool, and Kenji imagines the sea leaking out of her. Every day she contains their collective
            grief. Logan holds her waist. Kenji has avoided her since the kiss, as she’s avoided him. Tonight, that misstep feels too
            small to come between them. She’s his best friend. Kenji pulls them both close, and Loralei’s body quakes beneath his wet
            embrace.
         

         
         The crowd loosens. Loralei’s face shines. She gestures to Kenji, and he understands. He places the last lantern on the water, and it bobs. Eventually they’ll all extinguish and disintegrate. “That’s better,” she says. “Shall we?” 

         
         Logan asks, “Do you see Aiden?” They scan the crowd, but the other boy appears to have disappeared with his parents. Kenji
            searches for disappointment in Logan’s face. He only shrugs and says, “Let’s go home.”
         

         
         They walk back to the shelter in silence and their town returns, no longer accosted by outsiders. At the gym, Kenji pulls
            away from their tight huddle. “I’m going to clean up before dinner.”
         

         
         “Me too,” Logan says.

         
         Loralei kisses their cheeks and says she’ll save them some food.

         
         With the crowd in the cafeteria, the locker room appears cavernous. No men shaving at the sinks, no sounds of a shower’s spray
            on tiles. Kenji whistles a tune—an oft-played song on the radio—and enjoys how the space amplifies the sound. Logan mimics
            him. “Do it again,” Logan insists.
         

         
         So, they whistle and strip their damp clothes. They open their lockers and grab towels and soap.

         
         Kenji wraps a towel around his waist, self-conscious beneath Logan’s gaze. The boy must see the scars forming on his body,
            the way the endless work and small food portions have chiseled him down. Kenji stoops more than he used to, though never has
            he felt stronger—a machine with no excess—and older, too, as if he’s catapulted into middle age at twenty-three.
         

         
         Logan, in contrast, has a chubby face and gangly arms. In a few years, adolescence will transform him, stretching his body,
            deepening his voice. Kenji tries to imagine the boy at fifteen. At fifty. Facial hair. Children of his own. He wonders if
            Logan will stay in Hilo—whatever the town will be on the other side of this—and whether he’ll remember Kenji lighting lanterns
            with him, whistling in a shelter.
         

         
         “What?” Logan asks.

         
         Kenji smiles at the boy. “You’re one talented kid. We need to get you an uke.”

         
         “I used to sing with my family at church,” Logan says. “I hope we have hot water.”

         
         Most days they shower under a brisk tap. Kenji leads them through an aisle of lockers. “Let’s take long, hot showers until
            our fingers shrivel.”
         

         
         A luxury after the heaviness of the evening.

         
         Kenji sees the shoes first, floating above the ground. After all those lights, he thinks it’s a ghost, embodied. Defying gravity.

         
         But no. Yellow high-tops. Body swinging.

         
         “Stop,” Kenji yells. He turns to block Logan’s view as the boy comes round the lockers.

         
         “What is it?”

         
         “Lo, I said stop.” Kenji pushes at his little body. “Turn around. Now.”

         
         “Uncle, what is it?”

         
         Kenji’s heart sinks with this question. Which uncle? The uncle he just lost, or the uncle who’s failed to protect him?

         
         Logan’s face transforms. Kenji will never be able to make him unsee the belt strung to the pipe on the ceiling, Justin’s blue
            face. His slack body.
         

         
         “I’m sorry.” Kenji scoops Logan up as the boy pounds Kenji’s chest with his small fists. His own face is wet and hot. “I’m
            so sorry.”
         

         
         Logan screams Justin’s name.

         
         Now they are both orphans.

         
         “Everything good?” A woman’s voice at the door. “Ken? Logan?”

         
         The boy’s body stills with the interruption. Kenji cradles Logan and carries him to Loralei. The surprise on her face reminds
            him that he and Logan are both bare as the moment they came into the world.
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         Christmas Eve. Just as the ceremony was adapted from a Buddhist tradition, the Christian holiday is adapted for all. Holiday
            lights create a canopy on the cafeteria ceiling, and Loralei whisks about dressed as Mrs. Claus. A pine tree sits on the cement
            floor, a dozen feet tall, and kids revel at their reflections in the jumbo bulbs.
         

         
         Logan’s not roused by much these days, not even the promise of presents on Christmas morning. Kenji’s wrapped new locks in
            shiny paper, though looking at Logan’s gloomy face, he realizes it’s a bad idea. Too close to Justin, now two weeks dead.
         

         
         Kenji sits beside Logan, whose plate remains untouched. Soon performers will begin the Christmas play and talent show. A late-night
            movie will follow. Kenji did not want to come, but he didn’t want Logan to be alone.
         

         
         Loralei, white wig stark against her dark skin, arrives with a tray and offers a chicken drumstick. If Justin were here, he
            and Logan would fight over the bone. She cajoles Logan to eat when the lights dim, and an emcee taps the mic. Logan stands.
            “I’m going to sit up front.”
         

         
         She remains frozen. Her care, omnipresent, has taken on a suffocating edge. Kenji has twice found her screaming in committee
            meetings. Most nights her cot remains empty after lights out, and he imagines her alone on the bleachers, only the sky large
            enough to hold her grief.
         

         
         “We can’t waste this,” she says about the chicken. “We have plenty here, but outside these walls, it’s getting worse.”

         
         He brushes her stiff arm. “Rest for a sec, Lei.”

         
         She sits in Logan’s vacant chair. Onstage, a chorus of children sing about the Twelve Days of Christmas, the local version—mynah birds, shrimps-a-swimming, hula lessons, ukuleles, missionaries. Five big fat pigs. Lei plops the drumstick on Kenji’s plate, apparently needing someone to feed. 

         
         “How’s it taste?” she asks. “I killed it myself.”

         
         “Tasty.” The meat, charred by a fire and woody with kiawe, but he has no stomach for it. “Why you?”

         
         “Justin used to do it. Could decapitate a chicken in a single swoop. I don’t mind the work, though, even if I’m not as good
            at it.” She points to a vine clinging to the cinder blocks. Nature, intruding. Justin used to tend to that too. “There’re
            dozens of things I’m noticing since he’s gone. I should’ve thanked him more.”
         

         
         “There’s a lot I should have done too.” Not argue with him the day of the ceremony, for one. After the locker room, they’d
            found Justin’s cot empty and Kenji spent the rest of the evening rifling through the dumpster looking for that baseball card.
            Or a note. In the end, Kenji figured Justin had burned any tangible proof of his existence.
         

         
          “Relax,” Loralei says, pushing on his thigh to still his bouncing leg. “You look terrible. Have you been sleeping?”

         
         “Not really.”

         
         Nightmares fill his dark hours.

         
         “They’ll pass,” Loralei says, without him needing to explain.

         
         A volunteer in a snowman costume fetches the chicken tray, and Loralei checks her watch.

         
         “I need to step out. Can you tell Logan if he asks? Don’t want him to think I disappeared.”

         
         Kenji understands. Posters line the halls: Not One More Loss. In the past two weeks, therapists and chaplains descended on the shelter. Volunteers distributed purple wristbands that
            read There’s Hope with an 800 number for the suicide prevention hotline. The boys’ locker room is closed—for repairs, supposedly—but Kenji
            imagines the safety committee discussing the myriad ways the tormented might off themselves.
         

         
         “We both know you wouldn’t do that,” he says.

         
         When she goes, he stands. He needs fresh air and solitude. Lately he’s been prone to wandering campus or town alone. He circles the housing projects, dreaming of a two-bedroom. One for Logan, another for Loralei. He’d sleep in the living room. Close the door on everyone else. 

         
         Outside, the cool night refreshes him, though without the distraction of Logan, his mind churns with shadowy images. In one
            nightmare, his mother’s and uncle’s bodies hung from the rafters of their dining room. Once he dreamed of Loralei, resplendent
            in her bridesmaid dress, asleep in a graveyard. Last night, his fingers grasped the short hair on Jane’s head, his thumbs
            smearing her red lipstick onto her cheeks. He jolted awake in his cot, hard and ashamed.
         

         
         Kenji enters the gym and nods to a security guard, another addition since Justin’s death. A clatter ricochets through the
            open space, a locker opening and closing. The girls’ locker room radiates with light. A month ago, he would have thought nothing
            of it. Now it’s a warning.
         

         
         He practically sprints to the door, calls inside, “Hello? Anybody in there?” No answer. “I’m coming in.”

         
         He inhales as he pushes, hoping he’s wrong.

         
         But it’s only Loralei, standing at the sink in a black sports bra and a blue thong. “Anyone with you?”

         
         “Sheesh, Lei. Didn’t you hear me calling?”

         
         “I recognized your voice. So, you’re alone?”

         
         Out of her matronly costume, he’s reminded that Loralei’s a woman, shapely and wondrous. A scar crosses her breastbone, disappearing
            beneath the bra’s fabric and continuing to her opposite hip. “I didn’t realize you had another injury.”
         

         
         She touches the raised flesh. “Sliced my ass too. But it’s healing up fine.”

         
         In his body, the stirrings of want. It surprises him, and he wants to squash it. He turns away. “Can you cover up?”

         
         After a long pause, she says, “Nothing you haven’t seen before.”

         
         When she spins him around, she wears black leggings and a black hoodie. “I’m applying to become Logan’s guardian.”

         
         “Guardian? Aren’t you too young?”

         
         “We’re more than twice his age. If no one steps forward, Logan’s name gets put on a list. Last week, we lost three more kids
            to strangers.”
         

         
         Taking on a child strikes Kenji as an enormous responsibility. “Lei, you really will do anything.”

         
         She bends to slip on sneakers, classic black Adidas with the white stripes colored in. “I believed I was doing everything
            I could. Thought we’d have the ceremony and move toward healing. But then we come back and—” She won’t say it. Kenji can see
            Justin, blue-faced and dangling. “We went backward. So, yeah, I’ll do anything. Logan’s special, and he looks up to you. We
            could do it together.”
         

         
         “Me?” Kenji watches as Loralei tucks the mass of her hair into the brim of a hat. She slings a bag around her body, messenger-style.
            “What’s going on, Lei?”
         

         
         Loralei opens her mouth to speak and then stops. Not like her to withhold.

         
         “Tell me. Let me help.”

         
         “I’m not sure you want to get involved.” Her phone pings, beckoning her elsewhere.

         
         “You just asked if I wanted to adopt a child with you. I’m already involved.”

         
         Back straight, she stands eye level with Kenji. “You trust me?”

         
         “Of course.”

         
         She cocks her head, as if deciding.

         
         “Lei, I do.”

         
         After a moment, she relents. “Come with me.”

         
         “Where?”

         
         From her bag, she produces a set of keys. “I’ll explain on the way.”

         
         He follows her to a battered white van, where two people wait. He recognizes the woman’s face from the television news. The
            man holds video equipment. Kenji tugs at Loralei’s arm. “A news crew? Don’t you hate them?”
         

         
         “Yeah, but they’re useful. After the ceremony, viewers donated millions to the town. Millions.”
         

         
         She strides ahead, and he runs to catch up. “I don’t understand.”

         
         “I met these two at the ceremony. They asked me to do a feature, a day-in-the-life-of-a-poor-Hilo-victim thing. But this is
            more interesting. And it could help.”
         

         
         “Help how? Lei, tell me what we’re doing.”

         
         Loralei makes introductions. The reporter’s name is Sheryl, and the cameraman goes by Manny. “This is Kenji,” she tells them.
            “He’s one of the good guys.”
         

         
         

         They’re headed to the port.

         
         Kenji shifts the van into gear, navigates east. Sheryl and Manny slide around in the back. Kenji focuses on the road, though
            the video camera’s light reflects off the rearview mirror, distracting him.
         

         
         Sheryl pipes questions at Loralei, who narrates in a formal, adult voice that he’s never heard her adopt.

         
         “Right now, there are shipping containers full of food for tsunami survivors. The containers arrived at the port six days
            ago, and we’ve been waiting for folks in Honolulu and Washington to approve our logistics plan and release the supplies. Delays
            have been commonplace since the wave, but it’s Christmas Eve. Unless we intervene, there’s no way our people are eating on
            Christmas morning.”
         

         
         “Why do you need a logistics plan?” Sheryl asks.

         
         In his peripheral vision, Kenji catches a flash of the news anchor’s coiffed blond hair.

         
         “Because debris blocks the distribution routes. To the south, a landslide. To the north, a warehouse collapsed. Right, Ken?”
            Kenji bows his head, afraid to speak with a camera on him. “We can’t drive through, but we proposed to utilize our local network,
            meeting our neighbors at these points so they can distribute to their own communities.”
         

         
         Sheryl asks, “How can you trust they won’t steal the supplies for themselves?”

         
         “You don’t need to be an official to do the right thing.” Kenji brakes at a red light, and when it turns green, Loralei must
            tell him to go. “We’ve had help from outsiders, sure, but Hilo is being rebuilt by the children of Hilo. Those signatories
            can enjoy the holiday while our people go hungry. Tell me this. Why did we survive if only to be ignored?”
         

         
         “Great,” Sheryl says. “We got what we need for now.”

         
         Sheryl and her microphone sink back into the darkness of the van, and Manny’s camera light dims.

         
         When Kenji veers into the port, a figure emerges from the gate. Loralei rolls open her window and blows a kiss. A man silently
            ushers them through.
         

         
         The van coasts as Loralei consults a map. She points to a row of containers. “There. The two at the end.” 

         
         When they arrive, he opens his window. Fuel and salt tinge the night air. Rats scurry into shadows. “Now what?”

         
         Loralei roots in the glove box and hands him an envelope. Inside, a series of picks. Kenji fumbles with a hook and an angle
            pick. “Now you open the containers.”
         

         
         Heat flushes his face, understanding. He recalls a dinner conversation with Justin, when Kenji was only half listening to
            the man’s complaints. “My god. This is Justin’s stupid idea.”
         

         
         Objections mount in his head. Who takes advice from a meth addict? and We’re going to end up on the news and We thought the shelter was bad, but it’s better than jail and Why is this our problem? and What. The. Fuck. Lei.

         
         Loralei’s face hardens. She turns to Sheryl and Manny. “Give us a second?” When they’re alone, she says, “It’s a smart plan.
            The wave wiped out the cameras. All we have to do is open and relock the containers. No one will notice until the new year.
            Look at me.”
         

         
         His body tenses, and he refuses to meet her gaze. Instead, he peers through the window and sees a dozen pickups, parked bedfirst
            in a semicircle. Drivers in each cab, ready to haul it all away once someone opens the containers. “You go too far, Lei.”
         

         
         She touches his arm, firm yet tender. “Everything’s gone wrong. Don’t you want one thing to be right? We pull this off, our
            neighbors eat tomorrow morning.”
         

         
         Of course he wants what she wants. But not this way. “And if I don’t?”

         
         “I’ve got a bolt cutter and blowtorch in the back. Listen, if Justin were alive, I would’ve asked him. But you stepped into
            the locker room tonight, and it felt like it was supposed to be you.”
         

         
         In the rearview mirror, Kenji catches a flash of light. The cameraman, fiddling with his equipment. Waiting.

         
         “What are you saying? This was fated?”

         
         “I need this, Ken.” When he doesn’t respond, she withdraws her arm. “Forget it.”

         
         She kicks the door open, and the breeze of the winter night sweeps in.

         
         Here, alone in the van, he splits in two. His family is gone. Jane has moved on. Loralei is here. If he helps her, his neighbors
            get food. If he lets her go, Lei blows open those containers, and he might lose her too.
         

         
         The tools jangle as he steps out. Cranes hover, ghostly in the night. Shipping containers stacked higher than the tallest
            buildings in Hilo. Above, no moon or stars.
         

         
         “Lei,” he calls, jogging after her. When she turns, he notes her knitted brow and squared shoulders. Anger, but her eyes—upturned,
            hopeful. Even Loralei needs help. “Where do we start?”
         

         
         The first container has a padlock, similar to the one Justin picked the first day. Loralei presses against him, aiming a small
            flashlight on his work. He slips in the rake, then the pick. Kenji senses dozens of eyes on him, and his hands shake. “You
            good?” Loralei asks.
         

         
         The question carries warmth, though her cadence is quick and impatient. “I’m not as skilled as Justin. Or Logan. But yeah,
            I can pick this lock. This thing”—he swings the metal in his palm—“doesn’t protect much. I guess they’re counting on port
            security.”
         

         
         She lets out a small laugh. “These drivers are port security.” Kenji tries to channel Logan, who chants easy easy easy whenever he watches Kenji pick a lock. Not too hard, the boy would say. Listen.

         
         Now Loralei speaks. “You remember Christmas before? My family was so big, and there was a lot of love, and money was always
            tight. But every Christmas, there was plenty. Many of these guys spent every holiday with us.”
         

         
         He jiggles the pick and yanks the lock open. Loralei yelps with glee. Together, they open the door. Illuminated by the gleam
            of her flashlight, countless boxes and cans. Food for thousands.
         

         
         From the shadows, an assembly line forms with a couple dozen people. A man accepts a case of cans. Beans, Kenji guesses. “God bless you,” the man says. 

         
         Kenji tips fifty pounds of rice onto a woman who’s nearly the same size as the bag. She reminds him of his mother. Small and
            tough. “Thank you,” she says, kissing his cheek. “Merry Christmas.”
         

         
         “Merry Christmas, Aunty,” he says.

         
         Engines hum as trucks accelerate, and Loralei returns. “One more to go.”

         
         The second container has both a padlock and a crossbar lock. The padlock comes off easily enough. Kenji’s warming up to the
            task. The angle of the crossbar makes it difficult to arrange his body. He wants to be half his size with double the light
            and triple the time. Loralei ushers a new set of trucks forward.
         

         
         He says, “This one’s going to need more time.”

         
         “We don’t have time,” Loralei says. “Scouts spotted red and blue lights. Cops on their way.”

         
         Never in his life has Kenji been fast enough, and panic courses through him. “I told you this plan was stupid.” The flashlight
            under his chin clatters to the ground. “Shit.”
         

         
         For weeks, months, he’s wanted to help, and now understands that he’s only the embodiment of everyone else’s desires. This
            time, Loralei’s. He might haul the trash or drive or pick the locks, but it’s her hand behind it all.
         

         
         “Let’s finish what we started.” She snatches the flashlight, aims it on the lock. She wants him to try, even as sirens sound
            in the distance. Haven’t they been beginning and beginning and beginning, and still they find one failed end after another?
            “Come on.”
         

         
         But he can’t do it. Or he doesn’t want to. He says, “You get a record, and what? After this, they won’t let you adopt Logan.”

         
         He’ll lose her, and Logan too.

         
         Loralei sighs, as if he is exasperating. “This is what’s going to happen. They’ll hate us for making them look bad, but later
            they’ll forgive us.”
         

         
         From the darkness, a man’s voice pipes in, “She’s not wrong.” Manny, pulling the camera onto his shoulder. He has none of
            Loralei’s urgency and all her calm.
         

         
         “See?” she says, bidding Kenji with a cant of her head back to work. “What’s this trespass to them? We’re just a sad story on yesterday’s news.” 

         
         A halo of light punctuates the dark horizon. Kenji spots four cruisers racing to the port—and this intrusion ignites him,
            forces him to pick a side. He might disagree with Loralei’s plans, but not her intentions.
         

         
         So he tries, palm slick with sweat. The pick slips, lost on the black asphalt. As Loralei searches with her flashlight, she
            calls out to the others to fetch the bolt cutters and blowtorch.
         

         
         She finds the pick, and Kenji says, “Hold on, Robin Hood.”

         
         He listens, as Logan told him to do, and it’s not so much a sound but a sense.

         
         The last pin drops.

         
         Cruiser lights whirl and whip color through the night as they haul open the doors. Refrigerated air rushes toward them. Inside,
            dozens of turkeys, gallons of milk, piles of oranges.
         

         
         Now people run. They move so fast on the line that it might as well be engine-powered. When a truck is packed, tires screech
            off the asphalt.
         

         
         Two more trucks depart as the police approach. The container remains half full. “Go!” Loralei yells to the last drivers.

         
         Manny jogs, his lens capturing the cruisers as they skid to a stop. Sheryl approaches, illuminated by the camera’s spotlight.
            “Police have just arrived at the Port of Hilo, where two tsunami survivors have collected food and supplies that officials
            failed to distribute before Christmas—”
         

         
         Loralei clutches his hand, and he asks, “What are we going to do?”

         
         Kenji imagines what the cops and viewers at home will see. He and Loralei, together, one and the same. Her plan is their plan.
            Her heroism, her foolishness, now his too.
         

         
         She asks, “What else can they take from us?” Loralei bids Manny and Sheryl closer. “If they’re going to take us away, I want
            the world to see them do it.”
         

         
         A cop, attempting to hide from Manny’s lens, cuffs Loralei’s and Kenji’s wrists together.

         
         Loralei raises her arm and Kenji’s follows.

         
         “For Hilo,” she says straight to the camera.
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Jane

         
         Seven years later, Jane stands on the eighteenth floor of her San Francisco architecture firm, comforted to be on such higher
            ground. Often, too often, Jane considers the ways things can shift in an instant. She pictures the earth cracking on her early
            morning commute from Oakland, the bridge falling into the bay. On her lunch breaks, she stands on Market Street recalling
            the ghosts of earthquakes past, buildings reduced to rubble, the air hot with fire. Jane could live elsewhere, but everywhere
            she can think of, disasters await. Avalanches, tornadoes, wildfires. The planet, in every road and fault line, a risk.
         

         
         Behind her, the clack of shoes so distinct—tha-whack, tha-whack—they can only belong to Olivia. Jane’s supervisor’s personality is like her heels, pointed and with big effect. Olivia wafts
            into the office kitchen wearing a caftan, bright and fluid compared to Jane’s stiff grown-up uniform comprised of a pressed
            oxford shirt neatly tucked into a narrow skirt.
         

         
         Olivia places a porcelain cup on a saucer. “May I have a go at Miss Silvia?”

         
         That’s what the partners call the stainless-steel espresso machine, more beloved than junior staff, or so the junior staff believe. Jane collects her cup. 

         
         Olivia asks, “How’s the Cypress project coming along?”

         
         A series of mini-malls in central California. Better than Jane’s last project, a Sonoma retirement home where neighbors argued
            over the depth of the courtyard. “Good,” Jane says. “Nearly done.”
         

         
         “Great. Soon we’ll turn our attention to a new project. We’ve been in talks for weeks with Austin Zachary.” Jane understands
            the import: Zachary, supposed tech genius, is one of the world’s youngest billionaires. “We received news this morning that
            we’ll be designing his eco-resort.”
         

         
         “Incredible.” Jane’s cheeks warm with want. The kind of project she dreamed of as a student. High-profile, limitless budget.

         
         “It’s an opportunity for us all.” Olivia spoons foam from her cappuccino. “I’ve been losing sleep just imagining what we could
            do. Do you know one cubic meter of seawater is equivalent to twenty-one wind turbines?”
         

         
         “It’s on the coast?” Jane assumes California, though it could be anywhere.

         
         “Hawai‘i,” Olivia says. Her eyes are bright and clear. “A dream, but also a nightmare. I hear rezoning and permitting can
            take years. If it’s not the neighbors, it’s the environmentalists. If it’s not the environmentalists, it’s the Natives. I
            mean, of course, we want to be respectful—”
         

         
         As Olivia speaks, Jane’s body stiffens. Hawai‘i’s cultural complexities don’t often translate well to a continental mindset.
            Jane interrupts before she likes Olivia less. “I interned in the Honolulu planning department,” she says.
         

         
         After the wave. Before she followed Donnie to San Francisco.

         
         “That’s right. You grew up there.” Olivia leans against the kitchen island. “What intel can you give us? I want luck on our
            side.”
         

         
         Rarely does Jane have something to offer, only one in a sea of junior architects, each capable and angling for advancement.
            Emboldened, she laughs. “Luck? Didn’t take you for the superstitious type.”
         

         
         Olivia is mostly cool or indifferent to Jane, sometimes calls her Jade, but now her interest wafts off her body. “Dish, darling.”

         
         “Well, if you’re superstitious, you’re in good company.” Jane envisions open land, foliage as abundant as the rain. Swatches
            of black and green. The volcanic earth, the seed that germinates and blooms. “My father banned bananas from his fishing boat
            because he said the engine would fail. My mother wouldn’t kill any moths, because she believed they were visiting ancestors.
            And you can’t steal any lava rocks or Pele will destroy your house. You’ll need cultural advisers on this project.”
         

         
         “Destroy your house? People believe that?” Incredulity tinges Olivia’s tone, as concern covers her face. Cultural baggage
            is a business liability.
         

         
         “Yes. They’re old legends. Everyone knows them.” Even skeptical Jane, these years later, would not dare tempt a fire goddess.
            “Where in Hawai‘i?”
         

         
         Jane hazards another guess. Rainy Kaua‘i, where Elizabeth Taylor’s brother constructed a treehouse settlement in the 1970s.
            Or the pineapple isle of Lāna‘i, where one billionaire sold 98 percent of the land to another.
         

         
         When Jane hears the name of a town on her home island, she spills her espresso. It doesn’t burn, but bleeds. Brown on her
            white shirt. The town, twenty miles north of Hilo. Her maternal great-grandparents had been married there in a steepled church.
         

         
         “The dry cleaner downstairs works miracles,” Olivia says as Jane furiously blots the spot with a napkin. “Are you okay?”

         
         “Great.” Jane forces a smile and pushes down the past, both of which she’s practiced for years. “Many homeowners build rain
            catchments for nonpotable water. Use local materials. I had a classmate who experimented with the wood of albizia trees. The
            trees arrived in the early nineteen hundreds to reforest the land after cattle farming. It turns out they’re invasive. So
            there’s a surplus, and it’s good wood.”
         

         
         “Albizia.” Olivia’s gaze concentrates on Jane’s face. “You could be our lucky charm.”

         
         “On the Zachary project?” Her mind chants yes yes yes, but then there’s her heart, beating in her ears. “Will there be any site visits?”
         

         
         “Eventually.” Olivia raises her cup to Jane. “Cheers.”

         
         Perhaps never, Jane thinks. Surely, she can contribute from here.

         
         Jane returns to her desk, Hawaiian towns on her tongue. Her home island the last place she would have guessed, because it’s the first in her heart. 

         
         Years ago, she had to drown it to bury it.

         
         

         As Jane heads to the train station, her phone beeps. A staff email details the Zachary project with the phrases innovative interventions and smart development, and welcomes a select few junior staff to the project, including Jane. She closes her eyes, imagining what’s next. Unlike
            Olivia, she doesn’t dream of new technology but old. Curvilinear structures. A garden for indigenous and canoe plants. Māmaki
            to attract Kamehameha butterflies, its leaves to be steeped as tea. Every structure is a wish, though also an intrusion. Perhaps
            they can design something that gives as much as it takes.
         

         
         A gust of wind lifts the hat from her head. She runs to catch it, when a man scoops it into his hand. He wears round eyeglasses,
            a backpack on his shoulders.
         

         
         “Congratulations, Jane.” His accent—Irish—jogs her memory. The new engineer from the seventeenth floor. Last week, he invited
            her to happy hour during a brief encounter in the elevator. In the office kitchen, he peppered her for advice on city neighborhoods
            while assembling a salad. Now he stands too close on the platform, as if they are intimate enough for her to slip her arm
            in his.
         

         
         “Harmon,” she says. His name was also in the email. “Congratulations to you too.”

         
         “Thank you, thank you.” He bows. “Luck of the Irish.”

         
         “Can I—” She reaches for her hat.

         
         “Oh, yes, of course, milady.”

         
         When the train pulls in, he follows her. She asks, “You live in the East Bay?”

         
         “Me? No. Thought we’d go to your place tonight.” His face explodes into a grin. “I’m messing with you. My sublet’s up in the city, and I’m checking out an apartment in Oakland. Fancy a look? I welcome a second opinion, and we can grab a pint after.” 

         
         Harmon confuses Jane. She’d assumed friendliness. This seems like flirting.

         
         “I’ve got dinner with a friend,” she says as the train jerks forward.

         
         “Ah, a friend.”

         
         The train rattles through the city, under the bay, and emerges at the Oakland port, piled high with shipping containers. They’ve
            found a seat, and Harmon’s shoulder presses into hers. Jane sits straighter with this semi-stranger’s touch. She has sworn
            off office romances due to Donnie’s claim that Jane desires only to be desired.
         

         
         “A rain check,” Jane says.

         
         

         Jane navigates the dim streets of Oakland’s Chinatown, lake-bound from the train station. At an intersection, she glimpses
            herself in a storefront, reflected along with red lanterns. The short hair, knee-length coat, scarf wound around her neck.
            Some days she does not recognize this woman in this city, much as she’d willed her into being. But today she studies herself
            with a sense of arrival. A dream project. A man’s attention. Dinner with a friend. Not a bad day.
         

         
         When Jane turns the corner, she finds the museum, alight. In the window of a neighboring restaurant sits Donnie, her old friend
            and least flattering mirror. Her friend claims Jane is married to her work, judging her for too many late nights and canceled
            plans.
         

         
         Inside, the heat of packed bodies. She feels the tingle of warmth returning to her fingertips. Pregnancy has made Donnie ravenous,
            and at the table Jane finds shrimp buns, tea leaf salad, and curry. Donnie’s bulbous belly bumps against the table as she
            stands.
         

         
         “Relax, Don.” Jane kisses her cheek and sits.

         
         Donnie extends her arms across the table and grasps both of Jane’s palms. Jane squirms, though she tries to accept the love.

         
         “Poor thing.” Donnie taps the coffee stain, dips a napkin in her glass.

         
         “Leave it,” Jane says in warning. Then she smiles, softening. She avoids Donnie, and yet whenever she’s in her friend’s presence,
            it’s as if an old piece of Jane slips back into place. “Tell me everything.”
         

         
         Donnie chatters through chews. Her family will fly in from Hawai‘i for the birth. She and her wife, Summer, are weighing paint
            colors for the nursery, yellow or gray, gender-neutral. She’s training someone at work to prepare for maternity leave. Donnie
            pushes plates in Jane’s direction. “And you?”
         

         
         Jane can’t suppress a yawn. “Long day catching up with me.”

         
         This is Jane’s opportunity to share, but she doesn’t have the energy for Donnie’s pointed questions. She’ll drill Jane about
            the project and Hilo. Since the wave, Donnie can be a love bully. Jane wonders if this is how adult children perceive their
            parents.
         

         
         “You said you had a surprise,” Jane says. In her calls and texts, Donnie insisted on tonight at this time at this restaurant.
            “You know I’m no good with surprises.”
         

         
         “I know, babe. But this is worth it.” Donnie digs in her purse, large as her belly. “So we work with the art museum. Each
            year, the museum hosts a fellowship, inviting emerging curators to Oakland. They get space to work, as well as access to staff
            and artists for mentorship. And the museum’s been trying to expand their mentees beyond the usual.”
         

         
         Jane’s unclear what this has to do with her, but she bites. “What’s the usual?”

         
         “Polished arty folks with fancy degrees. Instead, they’re focused on community curators. They come for a few months, receive
            modest housing and a stipend.” Donnie plucks a flyer from her bag and hands it to Jane. “Each fellow presents a public talk.
            My colleague oversees the events.”
         

         
         Beneath the headline, “The Art of Disaster,” she recognizes the face. Those eyes, that jaw. For a second, she’s breathless.
            Twenty-one in Hilo. “What the hell is this?”
         

         
         Donnie raises her arm. “Check, please?”

         
         His profile in the grainy printout pains her. Under the photo, his name: Kenji Kawika Lee.

         
         “Why are you reminding me about a man who ghosted me, then became a celebrity with his new girlfriend?”

         
         “As if you need reminding.” There’s that look Jane wanted to escape. Donnie, with her love goggles, inspecting Jane’s armor,
            her broken heart beneath. “No mention he was with Loralei back then. And now he’s here, what a stroke of luck. You can see
            Kenji. Or you can always wonder.”
         

         
         After that Christmas at the Hilo port, the Kenji-and-Loralei saga gripped the local imagination. The arrest footage went viral
            online, and subsequent pieces provided detailed accounts of how Loralei and Kenji were held for thirty days and then released.
            Editorials questioned the judge’s sentence, claiming that one year of community service for two activists playing Robin Hood
            was no punishment at all.
         

         
         Jane had bundled Kenji along with her dead, people she loved and who were beyond her reach. She traces the outline of his
            face. The flyer is proof of a resurrection.
         

         
         “Take this back. You of all people know what a wreck I was after he left.” She’d spent months aching for his voice, but he
            never answered her calls. Her scalp bled. Too many blackout nights. Eventually, Donnie dragged her to Student Services for
            professional help.
         

         
         “As I recall, you were great with Kenji,” Donnie says with only half her attention. The check’s arrived. “It’s the wave that
            wrecked everything.”
         

         
         Jane can’t extricate the man from what separated them. “He wants nothing to do with me,” she says.

         
         Donnie signs, hands the check to the server, a short man in a tall apron. “What’s your opinion on second chances?”

         
         Jane snaps, “Don’t bring him into this.”

         
         “They’re, eh”—the man titters between them—“good?”

         
         “Thank you,” Donnie says. “Everything was delicious.”

         
         “Delicious, huh?” Jane says when the server leaves. “Because I didn’t have a bite. You ate everything.”

         
         “Please, I’m eating for two. And I offered. You didn’t take the opportunity when it presented itself.” Donnie pulls on her coat. “Why wouldn’t he want to see you? You two were electric. Online, I can find only that he works at a nonprofit in Hilo. If he’s an artist, he doesn’t have a website. This is his first public event since that Christmas. Far as I can tell, he has no attachments.” 

         
         Jane’s done her own sleuthing and turned up the same details. “The absence of a virtual life doesn’t mean he doesn’t have
            a life life.”
         

         
         “Babe.” Donnie tries to clutch Jane’s hands again. Jane leans back, crossing her arms.

         
         “This isn’t a surprise,” Jane says, “it’s manipulation.”

         
         “Well, me and baby think it’s a fantastic idea.” Donnie stands, rubbing her belly. “Program’s starting.”

         
         Jane could resist, though they both know she won’t. With Kenji, no other men exist. She follows her old friend back out into
            the cool air, up the museum steps, down the corridor to the theater.
         

         
         Her body fills with anticipation. If she’d known, she would have changed her clothes, her blouse, at least. Had a drink to
            calm her nerves. Donnie hugs her, enveloping Jane as she had to so many times.
         

         
         Then her friend opens the door to the darkened room, where a woman announces the name of the man Jane loves.

         
         

         Kenji is lit at a lectern, a screen towering behind him. His wide body moves under a spotlight, proof he’s not made of wax.
            In an aloha shirt, he’s more formal than she’s seen him, his hair drawn into a topknot. A chonmage, resembling a samurai in
            her childhood comics. It makes him appear cosmopolitan, as if he’s arrived from Tokyo or London or Toronto. Not Hilo.
         

         
         He’s so close it pains her.

         
         Art, he says now, is one way we process disaster. He leads the audience through a series of pieces. Jenifer Wofford’s illustration of a man carrying a baby over the broken bridge, a memory from the 6.9 magnitude Loma Prieta earthquake. Sonia Chitrakar’s painting of the Indian Ocean tsunami, depicted as Kali, goddess of death and destruction, that devoured over 200,000 in her path. Japanese photographer Nobuyoshi Araki’s wounded black-and-white images, the result of scratched negatives, following the 9.0 magnitude Tohoku earthquake. Candy Chang’s public art installation in New Orleans following Hurricane Katrina, inviting passersby to fill in the blank: Before I die, I want to . . . Kenji reads these strangers’ desires. Be someone’s cavalry. Hold her one more time. Be completely myself.

         
         Jane inches toward the stage behind Donnie. She lets his voice fill her as if she’s an empty vessel. He’s not quite polished,
            speaks in fits and starts, laughs at himself, though still confident in posture and tone. Kenji always filled a room for Jane,
            and now, this audience confirms what she’s known. He’s extraordinary.
         

         
         Those lips, spouting these practiced sentences. That voice, a tether in the darkened theater. Recognition ripples through
            her body. Even nowadays she wakes, Kenji’s voice in her inner ear.
         

         
         “In closing, I present to you my hometown of Hilo, Hawai‘i.” The slide changes. A painting of a wave, the seawater red as
            blood, monstrous with pointed teeth. She gasps as a child spooked at a haunted house, and people turn in their seats. Donnie
            wraps an arm around her as Kenji continues. “The museum in Hilo has long collected oral histories of survivors, since the
            city is the tsunami capital of the US. My family first encountered a tsunami in 1946, again in 1960, and seven years ago,
            the largest of them all. Most of what I remember the first year after the tsunami was clearing debris. But while I hauled
            it away, others collected it and made art. And it’s not just physical objects. We have thousands of hours of multimedia footage,
            including interviews with scientists and economists. Recordings from everyday folks on the day of impact, and from the shelters
            and barracks where we lived. My work is to sort through these pieces and curate an exhibit for our home museum. I leave you
            tonight with one piece by a local artist who’s stitched together this conversation with the past.”
         

         
         Audio pipes through the theater’s speakers. Voices fill the air. The first wave came, and now they say a second—

         
         It’s a woman with an island accent Jane never hears anymore. Jane’s voice, like Donnie’s, has been flattened for the expected cadence of a continent. It could be her mother. The recording cuts out. 

         
         “What happened?” Donnie whispers.

         
         Donnie thinks it’s a technical glitch, but Jane understands. “The wave.”

         
         Now a man. Son, if you’re listening to this—

         
         The drawl of a tūtū. I need you to promise me—

         
         A young woman. I’m sorry so sorry—

         
         Fragments of final messages, each so raw, full of love and searching.

         
         “Oh god.” Jane’s empty stomach turns. “These people are dead. Do you understand? They can’t finish their messages because
            they’re underwater.”
         

         
         In the room, the bowed heads of the audience. She had been distracted by Kenji, but here the wave crests between them. “We
            need to leave,” she whispers. “I’m going to be sick.”
         

         
         Then the lights come up, and the audio stops. “It’s over.” Donnie squeezes her shoulders. “You good?”

         
         Kenji makes brief closing remarks, and the evening resumes its ordinariness. No more wave. Jane squeezes back, affirming she’s
            fine. A question-and-answer session begins.
         

         
         A teenager in a white puffy jacket in the front row asks why we need to remember these disasters.

         
         “It’s not so much that we need to remember,” Kenji says, “it’s that we can’t forget.”

         
         

         “Let’s go,” Jane tells Donnie.

         
         They stand in the foyer, where the crowd pours in. Donnie waits in the bar line. “Nope. You haven’t seen him yet.”

         
         Usually Jane would admire the building, with its brutalist concrete planes and nestled gardens. Instead, she studies the moving mess of people who come from two camps, arty and tech. On one side, a freckled woman with a chunky necklace chats with a man in a muscle tee exposing arms of tattooed script. On the other, a woman zips a hoodie over a collared shirt, while her companion studies the menu in socks and shower slippers. Their conversations detail tech mergers, a new coworking space. Jane worries Kenji will spot her first. “I did see him.” 

         
         “He has to see you too.” Donnie sways, unbothered. They survived the presentation, so the love bully has returned. “Let me
            get you something for your nausea.”
         

         
         “No, Don. Come on.” In the invisibility of the audience, Jane could simultaneously hide and marvel. But here in the light,
            she anticipates his rejection. “He might hate me, or not remember me. I don’t know which is worse.”
         

         
         Donnie responds by handing her a sweating glass.

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

         
         “Ginger ale with a spot of whiskey.” Donnie swirls her own virgin drink, in no rush. “More impressive than I remember. More
            handsome too.”
         

         
         Jane collects herself. Bag and coat on her arm, she lifts her scarf so that it doesn’t trail on the floor, draping it over
            her chest to cover the coffee stain. “You can stay, but I’m leaving.”
         

         
         Over Jane’s shoulder, Donnie calls, “Kenji!”

         
         Jane hisses, “What are you doing?”

         
         “Helping.”

         
         Kenji has emerged from a door. Beside him, the young woman who assisted with the discussion. Jane and this woman have the
            same build with the same black hair, the same olive skin. Except her long hair swings at her waist, her earrings kiss her
            shoulders. An artist, probably, and in comparison, Jane’s a corporate drone. If it were not for the tsunami, this is who Jane might have been—loose and carefree. The other woman laughs, kisses Kenji’s cheek. Kenji threads his arm around
            her waist as they snap a photo.
         

         
         Jane can’t help but stare. Donnie re-offers the drink. Jane still doesn’t want the liquid courage. “Listen, babe,” her friend
            says. “I see you freezing with big feelings. And since you’re too chickenshit, I’ll do this for you. You can thank me later.”
         

         
         “Chickenshit? You want me to thank you?”

         
         “You can’t live like this for another seven years,” Donnie says. When Jane protests—“Like what? By most measures, my life
            is fucking great, thank you very much”—Donnie steps into the crowd, repeating Kenji’s name at higher volume.
         

         
         And then he looks up and Kenji sees Jane.

         
         Friendliness drains from his face. Confusion as he takes her in. A sharpness settles in his expression, his features encased
            in steel. She understands. He moved on, and now she is trespassing. Unwelcome. Of course.
         

         
         “I told you this was a terrible idea.” Jane wrenches her arm free from Donnie’s grip and pushes her way through the drink
            line.
         

         
         “Jane?” Kenji calls. “Janie?”

         
         Her old name. Deep inside her, the ground shifts and cracks open.

         
         

         Kenji says, “I thought I was seeing a ghost.”

         
         For years, Kenji has been unreachable. On another island. In a newspaper. On a screen. But now he leans into Jane, so close
            that she soaks in the heat of him. His cheek rests against hers. Cheek-kiss, local style. Familiar, but formal. A reminder
            that they are now strangers.
         

         
         “You were amazing,” she says in greeting.

         
         Kenji, stunned, doesn’t take the compliment. “Unbelievable. Janie Ito, in the flesh. Figured I might bump into you in Hilo
            one day, but here you are.”
         

         
         Jane has imagined this meeting many times, only now the words escape her. The other woman stands too close to Kenji, smiling
            blankly. She chirps with false cheer. “A friend from Hilo! How wonderful.”
         

         
         This woman’s presence makes Jane an unwelcome third, reminding her that Kenji chose a life without her a long time ago. “Sorry
            to intrude,” Jane says.
         

         
         The corner of Kenji’s mouth twitches, confused. “It’s a public event.”

         
         “I know, I just—” Jane swivels her head to scan the crowd. Her best friend is conveniently absent. “Donnie’s around here somewhere.”

         
         Kenji stares, taking stock. Time weighs between them. His face, leaner with age, his skin paler on this coast. She wonders
            what he sees. How she’s changed. How she hasn’t.
         

         
         The woman introduces herself as the museum’s marketing associate. She has roots in Hawai‘i but grew up in California. Jane
            shakes her limp hand.
         

         
         “It’s such an honor for the museum to host Kenji and support his work. The pieces he’s considering for his exhibit are stunning.”
            She fingers Kenji’s forearm. “I don’t envy you. So many compelling choices.”
         

         
         Jane hates her. She is too gorgeous, too easy. They’re probably fucking.

         
         Kenji says to Jane, “You cut your hair.”

         
         When they were together, Jane bundled her hair high on her head during the day, and let it scatter loose in his car those
            nights.
         

         
         Jane touches her crown. “Another casualty of the tsunami.”

         
         She intends this in jest, to break the awkwardness of this moment, but can see that it’s landed with a morbid thunk on this
            other woman, whose wingtip of eyeliner droops in fake grief.
         

         
         “I’m so sorry,” the woman says.

         
         “About what?” Jane quips. “My hair?”

         
         As if that was the only thing she lost.

         
         Kenji shifts uncomfortably and says, “Sorry.” Jane isn’t sure what he’s apologizing for, to this woman for Jane’s rudeness,
            or to Jane for this other woman’s dumb mouth.
         

         
         Jane stands straighter. “I should find Donnie and head home.”

         
         “Home?” He holds the end of her scarf. Fat knits in red and black entwined in his fingers. “You could trip on this. Let me
            walk you out.”
         

         
         The woman says, “There’s people waiting to meet you—”

         
         “Later,” Kenji calls to her, leading Jane through the crowd and toward the door.

         
         Jane calls over the chatter, “Of the paths I’d imagine for you, I would never have guessed you’d end up on a curatorial fellowship in California.” 

         
         “I’m out of my depth here, for sure. Most people I’m meeting have Ivy League degrees, full passports. But I’m—we’re—from a
            small town with a small museum where a big thing happened. And apparently there’s more to curating than throwing a bunch of
            stuff together.”
         

         
         “I always thought you could do anything.”

         
         He turns, that faint dimple in his cheek. “It’s loud in here, come.” He takes her hand. His is surprisingly cool, or she’s
            feverish.
         

         
         Near the door, a bubble in the crowd, and a view of the courtyard. Outside, an oak tree, its canopy full of lights. “Wonderful,
            right?” Jane leans a shoulder against the glass. “There’s not many left. These old trees remind me of the banyans in Hilo.
            I used to swing on the roots when I was a kid.”
         

         
         Kenji stands close, perhaps to hear her. He has been watching her mouth, uninterested in the tree. “Those old trees washed
            away.”
         

         
         A small sorrow spins in her sternum. “No one replanted them?”

         
         “A banyan seed only germinates on the branch of an existing tree and reaches its roots into the ground.”

         
         “No mother trees, no babies.”

         
         He nods. “Right.”

         
         Gratitude consumes her, for he has neither forgotten her nor does he appear to be furious. She could leave now, and this understanding
            might be enough. Still, curiosity pecks at her. “Was it hard for you to get away?”
         

         
         From work. Or a woman.

         
         His fingers hover near her temple, as if to touch her hair, then withdraw. “I’m glad for the break, and there’s nothing I
            miss. And you? Your life here?”
         

         
         So Donnie was right. He has no attachments. “I’m working at an architecture firm in San Francisco.”

         
         “So Janie Ito gets what she wants”—the scarf twists around his wrist—“no matter what.”

         
         There’s a subtle cruelty to his tone, but she will forgive him anything. “And look at you. You’re immortalizing the wave.”

         
         “No, that’s not it. For some, the water never receded. Their lives haven’t gone on. I meant what I said. None of us can forget. But these artists have taken the wreckage and transformed it. It’s tribute. And burial. We’re ready for something new.” 

         
         Jane startles with a knock on the glass. Through the panel, a boy in the courtyard. Jane recognizes the puffy jacket. Closer
            now, he’s older than Jane guessed. Eighteen or nineteen.
         

         
         “Another friend of yours?” Jane asks.

         
         “We were in the shelter together. He’s studying in the city.” The boy taps his watch, speaks words they can’t hear, his breath
            fogging the frigid air. Kenji signals to the boy, requesting a minute.
         

         
         But Kenji watches the boy, and so Jane watches the boy too. He produces a cigarette from his jacket, lights it, and blows
            smoke rings into the night.
         

         
         “I hate when he does that,” Kenji says.

         
         As if sensing their attention, the boy bangs the glass, harder this time.

         
         “Underneath that trouble is a good kid.” Fatigue tinges Kenji’s voice. “I should get going. I promised him that—”

         
         She does not want Kenji to go. She will lose him to this boy or another woman or to the evening full of possibilities that
            are not her. But here’s the boy, winking at Jane.
         

         
         “No need to explain,” Jane says.

         
         When she pulls on her coat, Kenji says, “Let me.” He takes it from her, and her arms thread through the sleeves. On her blouse,
            his thumb brushes the coffee stain. “Working too hard?” he asks.
         

         
         “Mostly clumsy.”

         
         He wraps the scarf around and around her neck, and she laughs, tugging the wool from her chin. “In case of a snowstorm,” he
            teases, “you’ll be ready.”
         

         
         “Snow is rare here.” Besides, in a month it will be spring.

         
         “You never know,” he says. “Rare is good.”

         
         Kenji presses his forehead against hers, his nose to hers. A tilt of her chin, and she could kiss him.

         
         And then he is gone.
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Kenji

         
         Brains and trouble. That’s how Loralei described Logan when they received that first call to pick him up at the police station.
            He was sixteen and had stolen a car. That same year, he earned the highest grades in his class. A year later, he was charged
            with possession. Marijuana and pills swiped from a tourist’s bag. When they returned home from court, Logan received his letter
            of acceptance to a university in San Francisco. They’d cared for him since the wave, and now he would leave.
         

         
         For Loralei, each transgression courted death, as if Logan was channeling his uncle. But Kenji always viewed them as childish
            trespasses and, every time they meet, he searches for evidence that Logan has outgrown his adolescent rebellion.
         

         
         “You were late,” Kenji says when they sit in a booth of a San Francisco taquería. “To the museum.”

         
         “So-rry for my lateness, sir.” Logan salutes. “I thought we were hanging out after your presentation, but this is like a weekly
            meeting with a probation officer. You want me to pee in a cup or something?”
         

         
         “Lo,” he says, soft with apology. They’re both trying to move on. Kenji pivots. “We should catch a game while I’m in town. I’ve always wanted to see Peralta play in person.” 

         
         Hometown wonder Keaton Peralta had made it all the way to the San Francisco Giants. That first year after the tsunami, he
            finished his rookie season with a 0.305 batting average, 18 home runs, 67 runs batted in. In those days, Loralei was busy
            running around town with her food program, so it fell to Kenji to shepherd Logan to Little League practice and games. Kenji
            sat on the sidelines, resentful that he had to manage uniforms, snacks, homework. But when a batter hit a pop-up, his attention
            funneled to the perfect arc of the ball in flight, Logan in the outfield with his gloved arm outstretched, catching it. His
            young body, so capable, alive, and proud. Beautiful to behold.
         

         
         Logan inhales his burrito as if he hasn’t eaten all day. He burps and says, “Peralta’s injured this season.”

         
         Ah, well. “We could still catch a game.”

         
         “If you want. The other day, I saw him in the Mission. He was in a restaurant window with some lady.” Logan bundles the empty
            wrapper into a ball. “I’m still hungry.”
         

         
         “You’re always hungry.”

         
         Logan rises and loads the basket with more chips, a half dozen salsas. “Speaking of women, who was lady-lady?”

         
         “Which lady?”

         
         “Look at you, Romeo. Not the museum lady, the one that gave you a case of Happy Face.” Logan fixes an imaginary collar, stands
            up on his tippy toes as if wearing high heels. He sits, ending his terrible impression of Jane. Logan laughs with his mouth
            open. “A new friend?”
         

         
         At the museum, Kenji was preoccupied with strangers. He performed his public role—smiling until they recounted their own disasters
            and tragedies and he dipped his chin, attempting a grave nod. And then, a door opened. Jane. He was surprised not only to
            find her, but by his own hunger. He wanted to shake her and say, Why now?

         
         Logan chomps on chips. “Tell me her name.”

         
         Kenji knows Logan won’t let it go, so he tells him.

         
         “Holy shit. That was fucking Jane?”
         

         
         He glares at Logan. “You know nothing about her.”

         
         “Oh, I know Aunty doesn’t like her. That her name comes up when you two fight.” That probably happened once, but Logan remembers
            everything and exaggerates. “I must’ve had a spider sense. Like, if I didn’t intervene, you’d be there all night. Maybe I’m
            the one checking in on you.” Logan cackles. “You tell Aunty she’s here?”
         

         
         “I didn’t know she was here. She just showed up tonight.”

         
         Kenji strains to keep the muscles in his face relaxed, his butt in the chair. This is a nonissue, because he doesn’t need
            to report to Loralei. Logan is their only shared responsibility. But the boy feasts on potential drama, loves to poke it,
            stir it, watch it explode.
         

         
         “So what happened?” Logan asks. “Jane dumped you?”

         
         “My god, you remind me of your uncle and, no, for your information, she didn’t dump me.” The moment before he left Honolulu,
            she’d said, I love you. “I wanted her to come back to Hilo, and she wouldn’t.”
         

         
         “Can’t blame her. Most people left. I would’ve left if I could’ve. She lost her folks too?”

         
         “Permanently missing.”

         
         Logan whistles. “That’s worse. If you never see the bodies, they’re kind of never dead, but they’re not alive either. So she’s
            here and you’re here. You still like her?”
         

         
         “Stop.”

         
         “I mean, I don’t know why she would like you. You’re old and boring.”

         
         “I’m only thirty, Logan.” And you made me boring, Kenji wants to add. He glances out the window. “Let’s get you home before the rain gets worse.”
         

         
         Logan lives near the university in a house Kenji’s only seen from the outside. Logan says six undergrads share the space,
            complete with a foosball table (no balls), a small kitchen (where the fuck are the forks?), and a large bathroom (super stinky).
         

         
         “I can make my way, Uncle.” Logan’s delivery reminds Kenji of a younger boy, as if independence is the latest among the dangerous objects Logan’s learning to use, like a power saw or a blowtorch. I got this, little Logan used to say.
         

         
         “Okay.” Kenji wants to respect his new autonomy. “Next Thursday?”

         
         Logan holds out his hand, and Kenji grasps it. The boy’s grip is firm, as Kenji taught him, as Roy taught Kenji. He pulls
            Logan into a half hug, which he resists, but only barely. Inside, he remains the kid from the shelter. “Next Thursday,” Logan
            agrees.
         

         
         From the train, Kenji sends an update to Loralei. Boy’s doing fine. He’s hungry as ever, loves this ridiculous jacket. Saw Peralta at a restaurant. I’ll take him to a game
               when the season opens.

         
         He watches his screen, imagines her typing and retyping. All the things they don’t say. The message comes through, benign.
            Thank you. And, Please take care of each other.
         

         
         

         Kenji’s only memory of his father.

         
         The year he began second grade, Kenji moved into the home that later washed away. One afternoon, he lay belly down on the
            living room floor, ripping newspapers into squares, the TV blaring. Beside him, his mother wove a haku lei for a friend’s
            wedding, the coffee table littered with fragrant and delicate flowers. His uncle was at work.
         

         
         A car in the driveway. Pounding on the door. Someone beckoning from outside.

         
         His mother peered through the peephole and stiffened. “Listen,” she whispered to Kenji. “I’m going to open this door and lock
            it behind me. You don’t open it unless I tell you to, or Uncle comes home and tells you to. You hear me?”
         

         
         He nodded, compliant, and watched from the window.

         
         The man asked to visit his son. No and no, his mother said.
         

         
         Kenji’s father was big-bodied and dark, with huge, hungry eyes. His brother Roy, in contrast, was thin and pale, with small,
            sparkling eyes. Kenji understood he was his father in miniature.
         

         
         His father said: What you fucking my brother now I come here all nice and you treat me this way just wanna see my son or is that even my son you guys making a fool out of me.

         
         His mother said: Believe what you want. Step back. Get your hands off me. Leave. We’re better when you’re gone. Please. Go.

         
         His father rattled the knob. When his mother’s body hit the door, the house shook.

         
         Silence.

         
         Kenji’s breath caught in his throat. His mother sank to the steps.

         
         Look what you made me do.

         
         The last words he heard from his father.

         
         By the time Roy arrived, Kenji’s mother refused to emerge from the shower. At breakfast the next morning, Kenji assessed the
            damage. Bruises encircled her neck. Her arms were black and blue. He asked if they hurt. She asked what he wanted in his lunch
            box.
         

         
         “Your father’s wild. Can’t control himself. Always been that way. Like our father. Lived hard, died young. And alone,” his
            uncle told him later. “Be good to your family, Kenji, and they’ll be good to you.”
         

         
         Every morning after he showered, Kenji wiped the fogged bathroom mirror and wondered what man he would become. With each passing
            year, he cemented into his father’s likeness. More than once, his mother called him by his father’s name. Perhaps inside he
            was his father too. Selfish and violent. Traits revealed only if he desired something so much that he could not help but grasp
            for it.
         

         
         Inside, he wanted to be his gentle uncle, who’d arrived in their lives as a knight. When his mother said, “Good boy,” he heard,
            You’re not your father.
         

         
         So, when the wave came, Kenji was a good boy, primed to give himself away.

         
         

         In the museum’s basement annex, Kenji catalogs hours of tsunami footage. The visiting artists ask him the same questions,
            offer the same advice: How can you best capture loss? You want the viewer to feel as you did the first time you saw the wave, when you understood your home was underwater, the moment you realized your family may have been swept out to sea.

         
         In that moment, he’d stood in Jane’s Honolulu living room frozen before the footage. He sensed only his smallness, his utter
            uselessness in the face of a wave. He remembers only this: His jaw hinging open. Telling Jane to call her mother. His clumsy
            fingers, slick on a screen. The endless ringing of a phone.
         

         
         Here he pulls up a clip in a dark room. A shaky shot from the shore, the voice of a person oblivious to their imminent end.
            Up close, the splendor of the seafloor exposed, the fish flapping, the crabs scuttling. The shoreline is scattered with people.
            Laughter. Life. The water returns so fast Kenji can hear the gush. Run, he says every time. Drop the camera and run. But no, the camera only shakes in this dead man’s hand. Through the speaker, Kenji hears oh god oh god oh god. On-screen, gray ocean obscures the light. The camera dances with the wave, and now the wave is leading the dance. That waterproof
            camera will wash up in the wreckage.
         

         
         Kenji shook the first time he watched it. For days he heard their voices and laughter.

         
         But the second time, or the tenth, now the thirty-second time, tragedy loses its sting. From above or below, it’s a familiar
            story with a certain ending. He stopped sensing the loss. He stopped hearing the laughter.
         

         
         He craves ease on this new coast. After the tsunami, everything was harder than it needed to be. To have a commode, you needed
            to shovel a trench. To have a roof, you needed to build a house. To have a life of your own, well. Just be grateful you’re
            alive.
         

         
         It’s been three days since he saw Jane, and after the shock wore thin, he reverted to his old habit of chasing his desire
            with disappointment. For not coming back. For moving on.
         

         
         But now he turns at every dark-haired woman on the street, hoping to find her again in this city of millions. This morning,
            he passed a stall in Chinatown selling plaid scarves, designer knockoffs. Different from Jane’s, which was as decadent as
            a feather bed. Kenji stood there anyway, twisting the fabric, as if to bind the strands as a lei.
         

         
         The word for twist, in Hawaiian, is Hilo.
         

         
         He stops the clip and takes a long swig from his mug. He turns it in his hand. Orange and battered.

         
         The same volume as an urn.

         
         His old anger has dimmed, and he recalls her messages, that flimsy bridge he refused to cross. It might not have been enough,
            though he can recognize the effort. Perhaps he can take two strands and bind them together. Her failings, along with his.
            His duty and desire. The past and the future.
         

         
         Kenji snaps a photo of the mug. It belonged to Jane’s father and is rightfully hers. Through the lost and damaged phones,
            he’s kept her number. He has not tested it, assumed she changed it as she changed her life.
         

         
         This belongs to you, he types, and attaches the image.
         

         
         He expects this attempt to disappear into a void, as if he’s tossing a bottle across an ocean. But his phone lights up.

         
         Jane asks, When can I meet you?
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Jane

         
         After the prenatal yoga class, Donnie rubs her belly, serene, reminding Jane of a Buddha statue. Donnie’s wife has come down
            with the flu, so Jane’s accompanied her to the downtown studio. Outside, the trees hint at spring. The leafless London plane
            is heavy with seed pods, carrying the next season’s growth. The Australian tea tree swells with tiny buds that will soon unfurl
            their white petals. They pass an Ethiopian restaurant, another yoga studio, and a building where Jane once attended a rooftop
            party.
         

         
         When they arrive at Donnie’s car, Jane slides her friend’s bag and mat into the back seat. The car carries the odor of tropical
            flowers. A synthetic reproduction of home. Donnie asks, “So where are you off to now?”
         

         
         Jane checks the time. “I have a few hours before I meet Kenji.”

         
         “Kenji?”

         
         “Don’t give me that look. He has my father’s mug. It’s like when your ex brings back the stuff you left at his house.”

         
         Still, Donnie beams. “Doubtful. I saw you two together.”

         
         “Was that before or after you disappeared?”

         
         Donnie puts an arm around Jane. “Do you remember my wedding? You asked if I was nervous. You said, for the rest of my life,
            I was going to be completely vulnerable to one person. That it was a risk.”
         

         
         Jane cringes. “Sounds like me.”

         
         “And what did I say?”

         
         “Some bullshit. I don’t remember.”

         
         “Come on. You remember everything.” That’s her problem. “What did I say, Jane?”

         
         Jane groans. “You said, ‘Love is a risk.’”

         
         This doesn’t reassure Jane, but the words have taken shape in her mouth.

         
         

         Jane plans to meet Kenji by the lake. Around her, steel and concrete buildings soar skyward, and in the water, their fuzzier
            twin mirages.
         

         
         On the steps of the amphitheater, Jane cracks the spine of a new sketchbook. She draws daily, a stylus on an office screen,
            but can’t recall when she’d last taken pen to paper for her own pleasure. Today, she sketches the perimeter of the lake, the
            hills beyond. Downtown’s skyline, from courthouse to cathedral. The sketch provides a channel to hold her anxiety as she waits
            for Kenji’s arrival.
         

         
         Since the museum, she imagines his hands each time she pulls on her coat. She rests her forehead against the window of the
            train, recalling her flesh meeting his. She anticipated a cold man. Kenji was warm instead, almost wistful.
         

         
         Her pen takes off, filling a sheet and its adjoining page. A mailbox by the curb, a path to the front steps, the lānai. The
            garage with her father’s boat. A greenhouse for her mother’s orchids. She redesigned the house for a school project, and it
            had been a fortress, a structure designed to save them. But her parents would’ve hated the stilts, too tall, the concrete
            that trapped the heat.
         

         
         Jane blows warm air into her hands.

         
         “Home,” he says. Startled, she drops the sketchbook. He crouches. “Didn’t mean to scare you.” He dusts dirt off the pages
            and returns it, tucks the pencil behind her ear.
         

         
         “You’re early,” she says.

         
         “So are you.” He kisses her cheek as he sits beside her, resting his backpack between them. She expects him to return the
            mug and say goodbye forever. Yet he lingers, tracing his finger along the lines on the page. “You made it taller. Extended
            the garage and the back of the house. A second story?”
         

         
         She inspects the slope of his neck, the long shadow of his nose, searching for newness. His hair, tied again, darker than
            she remembers. Less sunshine, perhaps. “I didn’t want to change the front facade much. But this”—she taps the space above
            the garage—“is a home office. And this”—the small alcove with a compact, spiral staircase rising from the lānai—“is a den.”
         

         
         “This design is,” he searches for the word, “generous. Old but new.”

         
         Kenji lifts the mug from his bag. She cradles it, wanting to capture her father’s touch, or even Kenji’s. The mug is cool
            steel, enamel scraped at the base. Dents dot each side, damaged from a single wave or years of daily use. Or both.
         

         
         “Not as nice as when you bought it, but still good.”

         
         “Thank you.” Her eyes prickle, surprising her. “Why did you keep it?”

         
         “Well, it’s useful. And it reminded me of who I was before.” His knee knocks hers. “With you.”

         
         “Before,” she repeats. She caresses the mug and places it in her own bag. “I thought you hated me, because I didn’t—”

         
         “I wanted to,” he interrupts. “But no.”

         
         Jane lets this sink into her, as they watch passersby on the lake path. A woman lifts a child from a stroller, a man brisks
            past with a cane. A woman in a hijab nearly trips as she types on her phone, and nearby, a human pyramid collapses into laughter
            in the grass. On the water, geese fight for dominance.
         

         
         She brushes raised flesh on the ring finger of his left hand. A scar. “Tell me what happened.”

         
         He yips. “Your hands are ice.” His large palms swallow hers and hold them until her fingers sweat. “You’ve always been my
            guide. Those architectural adventures. The Honolulu museum. Let’s walk, and you can tell me about this new home of yours.”
         

         
         Along the path, she points out the art deco courthouse, funded by the Works Progress Administration, a restaurant and its
            past lives—a saltwater pumping station for the city, an old boathouse. Lights are strung on lampposts that border the lake.
            “They call it the Necklace of Lights. Installed in the 1920s, then shut off during the blackouts of World War Two. In the
            eighties, folks raised funds to restore them.”
         

         
         Kenji cants his neck to gaze at the fixtures. He inspects the bulbs, tracing the line around the lake. “They turn on every
            night?”
         

         
         “From dusk to dawn.” The impulse to draw and capture him resurfaces. She recalls his curiosity, a local boy who could pass
            through borders, propelled by his wonder. Perpetually rooted and yet adaptable. So unlike Jane. “So tell me about your exhibit.”
         

         
         They continue to walk among feathery pampas grass, swaying in the breeze.

         
         “When I first returned to Hilo, I got a ride from a volunteer, Eli Clark. Turns out he runs the tsunami museum. He encouraged
            me to work with the art that comes in. Said I had an eye for it. He gave me the fellowship application. I never imagined I’d
            get it.”
         

         
         As they arrive at the gazebo, Jane scans her memory and says, “Eli Clark. He bailed you and Loralei Gonsalves out of jail.
            I saw it on the news.”
         

         
         Kenji studies her. “I wondered how much you followed. Figured you’d moved on.”

         
         “Me?” She pauses as musicians stream by, clutching instrument cases and music stands, readying for a sunset performance. “You
            clogged every screen for weeks. It’s not like I had a choice. It was hard to watch.”
         

         
         “Hard for me too,” he says, though there’s no edge to it. Too long ago. “But, yes, Eli posted bail, but only half. Wally-Jun paid the other half.” 

         
         “Wally-Jun?” Her father’s best friend’s son. “I didn’t realize you two were close.”

         
         “Oh, we’re not friends. It made him and Maile look like they were on the right side of history. You should see what he’s done
            with that restaurant.”
         

         
         “He rebuilt it?”

         
         “You should’ve designed it. He would’ve loved that.”

         
         He smiles, though Jane still senses the gap between them, and not only the moment at the Hilo port, but the hard years of
            recovery. She’s lost her humor. “Stop teasing.”
         

         
         “What? He always liked you.”

         
         Behind them, a crash. A teenager has dropped a case and toppled tripods. Kenji helps right the stands as a boy picks up a
            French horn.
         

         
         In this way, they haven’t changed. She freezes; he proceeds. The man gives himself away. Returned to her, Kenji says, “Nice
            kid.”
         

         
         The old pressure builds in her body, tensing and twitching each muscle. “Let’s go.”

         
         Kenji skips the gazebo steps two at a time, jogging to keep up. “Whoa, Jane. I don’t understand what just happened.”

         
         “Nothing. Everything. It’s fine.”

         
         On this stretch of path, geese shit so abundant there’s no avoiding it. He calls, “You’re not making any sense.”

         
         “You remind me that I did nothing. I stayed gone.”

         
         “That’s because you could stay gone. You were always so self-reliant. When I saw you in the museum last week, I thought, There’s Janie Ito. She doesn’t
            need anybody.”
         

         
         But she rejects this; she told him she needed him. Too many times. All those unanswered messages.

         
         “I get it now, Jane. You gave yourself an option to build a life free from the wave. Do you know what I’d give to have that
            now?”
         

         
         She stops and spins to face him, finding the distance between them shallower than a grave, though not close enough to touch. She expected him to hate her as she sometimes hates herself. All these years later, he sees that she found her own way out. Now they’re on common ground. 

         
         She steps toward him. “Come closer,” she says, and he does.

         
         When she kisses him, his lips are dizzyingly familiar. The plush of his mouth, the scent of his skin. This is how she remembers
            Kenji. Open.
         

         
         His fingers graze her clavicle. A caress. No, a push. Tender but firm. Stop.

         
         “This is happening a little fast,” he says, as she withdraws. “You surprised me, Jane. But I want . . .”

         
         He pauses; he’s never been good at saying what he wants.

         
         “Tell me.”

         
         He smiles. “To know you now.”

         
         A rowboat glides by. A line of joggers in matching outfits pass. Steady movement. “We can go slow,” she says.

         
         “Slow,” Kenji repeats, as if savoring the word. “I could mess this up again.”

         
         The sun is low on the horizon, and the Necklace of Lights flickers on. An embrace, she thinks. A fortuitous omen.

         
         “So could I. But we’re not kids, running around in your car anymore.” Across the lake, torches light the restaurant’s dock.
            “Dinner?” she asks.
         

         
         A proper date.

         
         “I could eat,” he says.
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         Things Jane wants to do that Kenji has never done: Watch a silent film at a movie house with a blinking marquee and velvet
            seats. Ball fufu in their hands at a Liberian restaurant in East Oakland. Pray for a murmuration of starlings on a windswept
            pier. Drive through Sonoma vineyards to spit out a flight of wines. A towering rooftop bar, a cringey open mic, an ostentatious
            opera. Wandering the abandoned prison of Alcatraz. Biking across the Golden Gate Bridge at sunrise, cables shaking in the
            wind.
         

         
         He discovers Jane anew. How her face transforms with delight. Her cheeks wind-whipped on a ferry, her tongue sliding over
            her teeth after drinking red wine. They meet after work in the city, and she falls asleep on the train ride home, her ear
            on his shoulder, her fingers entwined in his, and goes slack with sleep.
         

         
         For weeks, they are tentative with one another through these excursions, but their old hunger grows with each evening’s separation.
            At her door, she says, Stay. He loves how her lips come together in the first consonant of please. Jane, forever in a rush, pouts with impatience at his restraint.
         

         
         Kenji suspects he must approach this fragile creature—love, some might call it—sideways, as if not to scare it.
         

         
         So not yet.

         
         

         After a month of dating Jane, Kenji agrees to brunch at Donnie’s home, a Spanish bungalow in East Oakland. “Charming, right?”
            Jane says as they step over pavers, the yard of sage, coyote bushes, and neon-orange poppies. Jane speaks about the house
            as if she’d purchased it, and Kenji detects a wistful note in her rambling. Donnie’s wife, Summer, exposes crowded teeth as
            she ushers them in with a warm welcome.
         

         
         “Remember me?” Donnie steps forward wearing a maternity dress that makes her look like a Grecian statue.

         
         “Congratulations.” He laughs in surprise. “Jane didn’t mention you were having a baby.”

         
         “No? I suspect she’s jealous.” Jane makes a face, and Donnie blows her a kiss. “But now you’re here.”

         
         Donnie leads them into the dining room, saying she had a craving for home. On the table, a local breakfast. Fried rice, Spam,
            eggs, kim chee, shoyu, ketchup, chopsticks.
         

         
         Beside Donnie, Kenji detects a singsong accent return to Jane’s voice. She’s sassier, banters with Summer, pokes fun at them
            both. He wants to capture these details, trap them in a box that he can keep with him always.
         

         
         “So, Kenji,” Summer says, “I hear you’re quite the celebrity at home.”

         
         A pea in his chopsticks, midair. “Hardly,” he says.

         
         “We watched that video with you and what’s her name,” Donnie explains.

         
         “Loralei,” Jane says mechanically. “Gonsalves.”

         
         Kenji hates this. Loralei’s name in Jane’s mouth. He made one dumb decision and now anyone can search for him on the internet and watch him being handcuffed to Loralei. 

         
         A week ago, in Jane’s hillside studio, she pulled an old textbook from her bookshelf and opened it to reveal a piece of aging
            newsprint with the headline, “‘For Hilo,’ Say Activists Charged with Stealing Food on Christmas.” The article detailed their sentence and community service. Why do you keep this? You should burn it, he said. She tucked it back into the book, saying, I’ve considered that more than once.
         

         
         Summer, though, leans in with interest. “I think it’s amazing. You two stood for the entire recovery effort. A big fuck-you
            to the bureaucratic bullshit in capitals. To colonialism the world over.”
         

         
         Jane clicks her chopsticks at Summer. “That’s overblown. The world over? Come on.” To Kenji, she says, “You’ve been here five
            minutes, and she likes you better than me.”
         

         
         Summer says, “Well, you usually bring home those C-suite international types. So sleek they’re slimy.” Summer scrunches her
            nose in distaste. “But now you’re sleeping with Robin Hood, and I approve.”
         

         
         Kenji can’t help but laugh. “C-suite international types?”

         
         “I wish,” Jane says to Summer.

         
         Donnie taps her chest, lifts her feet into Summer’s lap. Heartburn, she says, but the meal was worth it. “Remember the T-shirts?”

         
         “The worst.” Jane slouches in the chair in a post-breakfast torpor. “Go to the bank in Honolulu and there’s a guy in line,
            wearing a shirt with Robin Hood and his bride telling me, Kenji Can Pick Your Lock.”
         

         
         Donnie says, “And I got you that bumper sticker—”

         
         “Loralei’s Got a Blowtorch,” Jane says, then flings her cloth napkin at her friend. “Such a bitch. I forgave you because you put up with me.”
         

         
         “Dark days.” Donnie laughs. “But one must have a sense of humor, right?”

         
         He clears his throat, hoping someone will change the subject. But Summer continues. “I’m dying to know what happened after
            that video.”
         

         
         Donnie agrees. “You’ve been quiet for seven years.”

         
         Jane stiffens. They skirt around those years as if each one was a betrayal they’d rather forget. Kenji traffics in avoidance, though he won’t lie if asked directly. “What do you want to know?” 

         
         “What happened with food?” Summer asks. “Shelter?”

         
         One by one, Kenji explains, the shelters closed, moving residents into the new barracks. Workers cleared the debris, and the
            no-go zone shrank. The aid flagged, and the volunteers moved on.
         

         
         The idealists wanted to revive an older way of life, depending only on local industry—fishing and family farms. But fishing
            was rough with so many houses on the ocean floor. The boats couldn’t troll. And farms are businesses. They required money.
            Loralei wanted to help.
         

         
         Loralei began the nonprofit Feed Our Families. She arranged swaps between cattle ranchers inland and hydroponic farms in the
            valleys. Distributed meals at cost. A lunch program for school kids, enlisting aunties throughout the housing project to spend
            their nights stuffing bento boxes. She organized informational sessions for small business loans.
         

         
         Eventually, Kenji needed work, and Feed Our Families had plenty. “Loralei needs me to ferry a van of seniors to Kona? I do
            it. A tree fell on Mr. Akiona’s roof? I haul the tree, fix the roof, get Uncle temporary shelter, and make sure he’s fed throughout
            construction.”
         

         
         Jane rises to bus the dishes, rough enough that Donnie shoots her a leveling look, like a parent telling a child to behave.
            Perhaps Jane’s annoyed with these tales of Loralei’s saintliness and his blind devotion. It rankles him, too, and he adds,
            “There’s no shortage of need when you do anything, and everything is necessary. This is why I needed a break.”
         

         
         Yet Summer still has questions. “How are they managing things with you here?”

         
         Kenji follows Jane as she clears the table. “Half the town’s indebted to Loralei, so she’s got help while I’m away.”

         
         “So you’re going back?” Donnie asks.

         
         There is only the clatter of Jane gathering silverware—metal hitting porcelain—as they await his answer.

         
         “That was the plan,” he says, “but I didn’t plan on Jane.”

         
         Her friends nod, satisfied. He exhales.

         
         In the kitchen, Jane stacks the dishes on the counter by category, plates with plates, bowls with bowls. She ties an apron around her waist. Kenji lifts another from a hook. He recalls Summer’s words about former men: Bring home. Jane’s adopted family.
         

         
         “Did I pass the test?” Kenji wipes a cup with a towel, places it on a shelf.

         
         In the dining room, Summer and Donnie argue over paint swatches for the nursery. “It’s not a hospital room,” Donnie says,
            “we need color.” To which Summer volleys, “But it’s a Palm Springs casino?”
         

         
         Jane says, “If there was a test, you passed. With flying colors. You’re chill and altruistic.”

         
         In her dismissive tone, this is not a compliment. “You don’t like that about me.”

         
         She gives him a side-eye, guilty. “Maybe. Or maybe I love it. Maybe I’m jealous.”

         
         “Of who?”

         
         He braces himself for Loralei’s name. Instead, Jane says, “Of everyone who’s not me. You called me selfish. I am selfish.
            I want you to myself.” He sets a plate on the counter. Her dark eyes reflect him, unguarded. “What is it?”
         

         
         “Today reminds me of our last night in Hilo. You were so different from me, but then I met your parents, and I knew that deep
            down you, Janie Ito, were a Hilo kid, no matter where you were going, no matter what you achieved.”
         

         
         “And Wally-Jun said Kenji Lee was going nowhere, guaranteed.” They both laugh. “But here you are.”

         
         “I am.” He sets down a plate and kisses her. She rises, belly flat against his, her toes tipping on his feet. He could lift
            her, and they would fly.
         

         
         Jane laughs, loose in his arms. “Does this mean we can progress to third base? Admit it, I’ve been a perfect gentleman until
            now. And today I wore my nice underwear.”
         

         
         He lets her name fill his body. Jane, Jane, Jane. He could give himself over to her on any coast.
         

         
         But Donnie whisks in, breaking the spell. She holds paint swatches arrayed as a fan. Clinical to creamy whites. Canary to custard yellows. 

         
         “Pick,” she commands, “and settle this argument between me and my wife.”

         
         

         “You’re late.” Logan hands him a beer in a plastic cup. Tepid, no head. He is late. Logan’s breath stinks of hops.

         
         “How did you—?” The boy’s only eighteen, too young to buy alcohol.

         
         Logan pulls back the cup. “Happy to drink this for you, Uncle.”

         
         They’re seated behind the first-base line. It’s the second inning; neither team has scored. Kenji examines Logan’s profile,
            again wishing for X-ray vision to uncover what’s lurking beneath the surface. But he sees only a Peralta jersey atop a white
            jacket, a beanie with a pom-pom on the crown. Logan’s also swiped his eyelids in blue sparkly eyeshadow. In this getup, an
            illegal ID fails to register as a problem in Kenji’s mind. The boy can have some fun.
         

         
         “Don’t tell Lei,” Kenji says, accepting his plastic cup. “To Peralta.”

         
         “Hometown boy done good,” Logan says, cheering. “You know all of Hilo and Kona can fit in this stadium?”

         
         Kenji, rushing, has yet to admire it. The towering screen, the brick archways, more people than he’s seen gathered in a single
            place. Beyond these walls, a waterfront park and ferry pier. A city of high-rises. Cities were Jane’s dream, and now Kenji
            cherishes the anonymity. “Would you want them here?”
         

         
         “No way,” Logan says. “The best thing about being far from home is new people who don’t know or expect anything out of me.
            They don’t make up a story about who I am.”
         

         
         A survivor deserving of pitying looks. Cloying, patronizing praise for their random good luck. “Here we’re nobody,” Kenji
            says. “A blank slate.”
         

         
         “Right-o, Uncle.” The pitcher tries to hold a runner on base. Logan boos, then turns to him. “You look funny.”

         
         “Have you looked in the mirror? You’re a life-size candy corn who loves Peralta.”

         
         “Hmmm.” Logan squints, as if Kenji is a shifting organism he studies under a microscope. “Like, happy. You seeing Jane?” Logan
            prods. “Well?”
         

         
         “Well,” Kenji says, “how’s school? Any classes you enjoy?”

         
         “You’re no fun.” Logan leans back in his seat. “There’s this class, Economy and the Environment. The prof’s hella smart. Crunchy
            Brit. Thinking about a foreign exchange in London next year.”
         

         
         The batter swings, hits a ball into the outfield. A runner guns for home plate. The crowd erupts, but Kenji’s mind keeps turning
            over crunchy Brit. He said the same thing last semester. “You lying about school?”
         

         
         Logan pretends to study the scoreboard. “It’s not the same without Peralta.”

         
         You’re hiding, Kenji thinks. “Your team just got on the board.”

         
         Logan produces a piece of gum from his pocket and offers one to Kenji. “You’re the one who lies.”

         
         “I don’t lie.”

         
         “Well, you don’t tell the whole truth. Making everyone happy. I don’t care what you do with Jane or whoever. You and Aunty
            only got together because of me.”
         

         
         Kenji recalls those months after the Hilo port. “That’s only half true.”

         
         “Which half?”

         
         Kenji doesn’t want to talk about Jane and he sure as hell doesn’t want to discuss Loralei. These years they’ve been a tense
            triangle, and now with Jane, they’re a square. “Don’t worry about it.”
         

         
         “That’s what I’m telling you. Don’t worry about me anymore. You’re having fun, I can tell. You deserve it.” Logan elbows him.
            Kenji can’t tell if Logan’s messing with him or being genuine. “You think Aunty Lei would freak if I take summer classes?
            Float into the fall semester?”
         

         
         “And not go home?” Kenji asks, and the boy nods.

         
         This would buy Kenji time too. His fellowship would be over, but he could stay near Jane. “I’ll talk to Lei. But you need
            to stay out of trouble.”
         

         
         The boy blows a bubble with his gum and pops it. He snaps his fingers. “Done.”

         
         

         Jane lives in a studio nestled on the second floor of a hillside Victorian. Kenji has often pictured her beneath those high,
            sloped ceilings trimmed in molding. Steeping tea in her kitchenette where an ironing board folds from the wall. Nestled in
            lavender sheets as an ancient heater bangs in the night.
         

         
         Tonight, the French doors on her balcony glow, a beacon. He hesitates, as one might before jumping off a cliff.

         
         “You lost?” At the balcony railing, the black outline of her head and shoulders. A cat leaps from branch to railing, joining
            Jane in shadow. In the sky hangs an egg-shaped moon, not quite full. Hua, in the Hawaiian lunar calendar—which also means
            to fruit.
         

         
         “Not anymore,” he says.

         
         He finds his way through the front door and the carpeted hall and ascends the creaking steps. Jane waits at the open threshold,
            her body engulfed in a green university T-shirt that reads HAWAI‘I.
         

         
         “Too soon?” he asks. It has only been hours.

         
         “Too long.” She kicks the door closed, and her eyes sparkle with a gleam of mischief. “We done catching up?”

         
         “Not quite.” He tugs at the hem of her shirt. “Take this off?”

         
         She wags her finger, cheeky. “You first.”

         
         Jane pulls his shirt over his head, circles him as she drops it to the floor. She rests her lips on every wound acquired over
            seven years. “Tell me,” she says.
         

         
         With Jane, she wants not just his body but his stories. “Later,” he says, “I’ll tell you everything later.”

         
         Now she is behind him, tongue between his shoulders, arms around his waist, unclasping a buckle. His wanting consumes him. He’s not waited this long to rush, though. He rests a hand on hers. “Slow down.” 

         
         On her mattress, he undresses her, unaccustomed to so many layers, these barriers against the chill of a continent. He slips
            off her socks, tracing each arch to watch her squirm with laughter. She helps him shimmy pants over her hips, where he finds
            a tattoo on her right calf. “This is new.”
         

         
         “One of two,” she says. “See if you can find the other.”

         
         The lights flicker, then extinguish. “Blackout,” Jane declares, her voice breathy and girlish. In this temporary blindness,
            he can only grab at the soft flesh of her thighs. His head bumps against the slanted wall.
         

         
         “Here?” she asks, reaching for him in the dark.

         
         He has a sense of fate sweeping them together, as if there were no interval of separation, no complication. “Here,” he says.

         
         Jane, at last.
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Jane

         
         Jane is up with the sun, sketching at her drafting table with a steaming cup of matcha, adding a skylight to her parents’
            house. Satisfied, she studies Kenji, dozing in her bed. The slope of his head, dip of his back, crook of his knee. She traces
            his shoulders, his thighs that hold her weight. Yet she can’t capture his face, the nose too low on the head, one eye incorrectly
            aligned, an ear too big. In a figure drawing class, her teacher instructed, Pay attention. You go astray when your mind interrupts and sees what you want.

         
         “Morning.” Kenji, propped on elbows, hair askew. She extends a leg from her seat, touching him with a toe.

         
         “You ruined my sketch,” she teases.

         
         “Since when do you draw people?” He sits and snatches her arm, tumbling her into the bed. The marker, still in hand, streaks
            the sheets with black.
         

         
         Above her, he billows the sheet, a canopy that floats to cover them. When did she last hold this much joy? Not seven years
            ago, because then she didn’t understand what she could lose.
         

         
         “How are you this morning?” he asks. It’s the first day of April.

         
         “Perfect.” And truly, she is. The man, the morning. The orange mug on the rack. She inhales him, sniffing herself in his sweat.

         
         He grazes her leg with one hand, her back with the other, touching tattoos.

         
         “When?” he asks.

         
         “The day I left Honolulu.” She sat in a tattoo parlor before the red-eye flight lifted her away. On her right shoulder, a
            lehua, its mass of stamens blood red. A wave on her right calf, blue as death. “They were my parents’ tattoos.”
         

         
         He presses his lips to both. “Now their bodies are your body.”

         
         “Impulsive.” She worries she’ll ruin the morning with grief, but he asked. “I had nothing to bury.”

         
         She rolls onto his body, straddling his waist. Jane takes the marker tip to his heart. She only wants to watch the ink bleed
            into his skin, to mark him as she has been marked. Soon, four walls. A roof. A house.
         

         
         “You going to build it?”

         
         “This thing?” She taps his chest. “In that case, it needs a door.” She adds three lines and a knob.

         
         “No. The house I watch you draw again and again. Your parents’ house. My folks’ lot passed down to me. I assumed the same
            for you. Or did you sell it?”
         

         
         Her obsessive sketching now unsettles her, as if it reveals something that she does not yet know about herself.

         
         “Every so often, my lawyer calls when someone’s made an offer on the property. If I sell, I’d be profiting off my parents’
            bodies. But if I don’t, it seems foolish. I could use that money to buy a place here. What are you going to do?”
         

         
         “I got a loan to rebuild, then I received this fellowship. So it’s on hold.”

         
         Her spine arcs, a question in her body. “Is it safe?”

         
         “The scientists say so, and many are rebuilding. In your old neighborhood, half the lots have houses now. Not a surprise that
            you keep getting offers.”
         

         
         How can this be as simple as a business transaction? A house is a home. A home houses a family. She adds a window. Two. A fruit tree that reaches from his nipple to his clavicle. She blows air through puckered lips to dry the ink. 

         
         “It’s been so many years, and it’s fine, right? I should be fine. I know they’re gone . . .” Jane has never known how to end
            that sentence, has never been able to reconcile what happened. “I have to go back for work next year. This sounds dumb, but
            I’ve never been there alone.”
         

         
         Her mind drifts. Up, up, up. Away. Kenji’s hands span her rib cage, calling her back to him.

         
         “If you go,” he says, “then I’ll go with you.”

         
         “And if I stay?” If she can’t go. She regrets the question immediately. It’s too soon to ask him to stay—the stakes are higher for him—a job, a house,
            an exhibit. “I’m sorry. Don’t answer that.”
         

         
         Kenji doesn’t flinch. “You stay, then I’ll stay with you.”

         
         

         At work, plans for the Zachary property ensue. In a glass-enclosed conference room, discussions on local zoning and land-use
            restrictions, reviews of initial schematics. Sketches become 3D renderings, twirling on a screen. She tries to recapture her
            enthusiasm for this project, only what she wants to build is across the bay, where Kenji works in the museum’s basement. In
            her dresser drawer sit three changes of his clothes and a Swiss Army knife. On her bathroom counter, his toothbrush and razor.
            When she works late, she needs a tether. She sends a message, just to watch his response boomerang back. Weeks pass this way,
            with reunions in the late evening. They often fall asleep on the couch, wake in the nip of midnight to discover food tepid
            on the counter, wine goblets half full.
         

         
         Rain marks the third week of April, and Jane’s delayed on a road with a felled power line. When she returns, she rests an
            umbrella outside her door, and to her surprise, the knob turns in her hand. Inside, her apartment is lit with amber. Glowing
            orbs scatter across the hardwood floor.
         

         
         “I’m testing these new lights,” Kenji says from the darkness beyond the lanterns. The room goes black. She thinks it’s another blackout until Kenji says, “Here?” 

         
         This has become a call-and-response between them. “Here,” she says.

         
         “Follow my voice.”

         
         As she walks, two lines of lanterns illuminate. “They’re motion-sensored?” Soon his face is visible, and she kisses him. Again,
            the lights die. She understands. “You’re trying to re-create the ceremony. Donnie and I watched it on television.”
         

         
         For Jane, the ceremony marked the end of hope that her parents’ bodies might surface. Tonight, though, she’s enchanted, pacing
            back and forth. Here, the lights are magic. She imagines a runway to her lover, a summer night of fireflies.
         

         
         “Now I have to get them to float on water,” Kenji says, flicking on the overhead light. Jane blinks at the brightness.

         
         She removes her heels, rests her purse on its hook, drops her keys in their designated tray. “How’d you get in?”

         
         Kenji folds the lanterns into flat objects. “I, uh—” Embarrassment covers his face. “Picked the lock. I’d been waiting awhile
            in the rain. Sorry, I should’ve asked you first.”
         

         
         “You’re always welcome here.”

         
         Her phone beeps. She frowns and swipes at the screen. Delete.

         
         Kenji looms behind her, eyeing the device in her hand. “Who’s that?”

         
         She turns, confused. “You spying?”

         
         He taps her shoulder. “Your coat.”

         
         She extends her arms, allowing him to lift it off her body. “Nobody,” she says.

         
         “Nobody,” he repeats, but she can’t see his expression.

         
         She doesn’t want him to think she’s withholding. “A colleague moved into the neighborhood. Wants to get a drink.”

         
         Kenji squats, stacking the lanterns into a cardboard box. “If I wasn’t here, would you want to go?”

         
         He stops and waits for her answer. In his face, a challenge.

         
         Inside, she winces. Does he not trust her? “Why would I want to go?”

         
         “You tell me, Jane.”

         
         Here is the ugly past, seven years gone, the small fishes that swim between them. He’d shown her, weeks ago, the old photos of her with other men. On his screen, she could witness what he saw as a young man in a shelter, gazing upon her life. Reality cropped, each image artfully trimmed of despair. She became a villain in his story, and it made her sick. I hate this girl, she told him, never show me those again. He let the screen fade to black.
         

         
         But the whiff of a new man fills the room. “The only one I want is you,” she says.

         
         “When I’m around,” he qualifies.

         
         “And when you’re not.” Jane rifles through a drawer and joins him. His cool demeanor communicates that he doesn’t believe
            her. She sits cross-legged on the floor as he secures a box.
         

         
         “Give me your hand,” she says.

         
         His fist opens, fingers unfurling. Into his palm, she places a key.

         
         

         Packages from Hilo addressed to Kenji pile at her door, and the detritus from his work fills her apartment. When they’d first
            reconnected, he struck Jane as an enthusiast, appreciative of all works that reflected the tsunami and its aftermath. Now
            it’s clear he agonizes over what to choose. He affixes a mobile of paper cranes to her ceiling, props a miniature sculpture
            on her sofa table, scrutinizing both for hours as he fiddles with a wood puzzle the size of a baseball. Returning from errands,
            she catches him on video calls with artists, not only in Hilo but as far east as Hungary, as far south as New Zealand.
         

         
         As his stuff accrues, his time with Jane dwindles. Her phone fills with messages of his last-minute plans. Sorry: a meeting drags. Whoops: an art opening he forgets and should attend. Late: A visiting artist invites him to a restaurant. Or bar. Or bocce ball. Often, he invites her along. Normally too late. She’s
            exhausted in pajamas, uninterested in rallying for strangers talking story until closing time.
         

         
         On these nights, Jane tries to sleep and ends up waiting for his key in the lock, the relief of his body sinking in beside her. He reeks of spirits and fried food; he thrums with connection. Envy pecks at her, though she aims to be sensible. Kenji says he will stay, and so he must build a life. 

         
         In mid-May, she’s lining her eyes with makeup when Kenji calls, “Here?”

         
         “Here,” she says from the bathroom.

         
         She reflects morning productivity—a blouse over slacks, her half-done face. The bathroom is humid from her shower, the air
            sweet with soap. Kenji enters, shirtless, his hair hanging over his ears.
         

         
         “Going so soon?” He kisses her nape and threads his arms under hers.

         
         From this angle, the overhead light exposes the raised skin on his bicep. She has mapped his body, extracted his stories,
            but somehow missed this one. She turns and fingers the scar. “Tell me,” she says.
         

         
         “A warehouse toppled—”

         
         He lifts her, plopping her onto the vanity.

         
         “While you were inside of it?” she asks.

         
         “It was gutted. The wave took the windows and doors, so it was unstable. I got nicked by flying debris. This is nothing, just
            proof of work. I’ve got a friend cut up by the wave. Like this.” The blade of his hand draws a line between her breasts to
            her hip. Both palms cup her ass. His hips shimmy between her legs; his want its own proposal.
         

         
         She glances at the clock above the door, gauging whether she can linger without missing her train. “You’re going to make me
            late,” she says.
         

         
         “Stay.” When Jane shakes her head, he revises. “Tonight, then. A nice dinner, early to bed?”

         
         “Sounds delightful, but it’s Thursday. You meet your Hilo friend on Thursdays.”

         
         “There’s a short film I want to show Logan, so he’s meeting me at the museum for lunch. Which means I’m free for dinner. With
            you.”
         

         
         “Tonight, I have plans.” In the afternoon, her firm will visit an elementary school for its annual Sustainability Week. Afterward,
            the architects go for drinks, invite their someones. “You should come. It’ll be fun.”
         

         
         “I just want you.”

         
         “That’s obvious.” She strokes him until he groans. “Don’t you want to see me in the world?”

         
         “You’re a world in itself.” The elastic of his sweatpants snaps as she withdraws her hand.

         
         Jane hops off the vanity, resumes her task. Except now her grip is unsteady. She has to wipe her lid and start over.

         
         Kenji says, “I’m sorry, I’ve been seeing so many strangers and I miss you. If you want me there, send me the address.”

         
         “Thank you.”

         
         That afternoon, Jane explains sustainable buildings with the help of a 3D model to a group of fourth graders. The San Francisco
            school boasts an open floor plan with a miniature weather station, a compost heap, and a vegetable garden. She joins Olivia
            and Harmon to plant saplings around the school’s perimeter, and her colleagues laugh at their own ineptitude—Olivia squirming
            over earthworms, Harmon dropping his spectacles in the hole, all to the children’s squeals of merriment. Jane overwaters each
            sapling, wanting to secure each into their new homes.
         

         
         Later, the team huddles in a corner of a historic bar, low-ceilinged and dingy, once frequented by famous poets. Olivia beams,
            while Harmon holds court, a natural storyteller, his cheeks deepening into red with each round.
         

         
         Kenji says he will come, but pint after pint, no Kenji. She types into her phone, Everything OK? She resends the address.
         

         
         Harmon nestles a basket of fries at her elbow. “At last, we’re having our pint, Jane from the eighteenth floor.”

         
         When she swivels her neck to Harmon, her head bobbles like a doll on a dashboard. “Greetings, Harmon from the seventeenth
            floor. How’s engineering?”
         

         
         “Oh, terrific. Mostly dull. I prefer the scenery on the eighteenth floor.”

         
         More baldly stated than usual. “My boyfriend’s on his way.” She’s never called Kenji her boyfriend. But what is he, if not
            that? “Was that rude?”
         

         
         “Not at all.” His gaze drifts to the television above the bar. A soccer referee calls time-out.

         
         She checks her phone. Nothing. Kenji’s absence tonight is a bad omen. Her concern transforms into anger. “Perhaps boyfriend isn’t appropriate. It’s complicated.”
         

         
         “Isn’t it always?” His eyes, hazel and bright. The green of emerald hills, the brown of muddy patches after spring rains.
            She hadn’t noticed before. Within this man, the promise of elsewhere. The accent, the passport, the stories. “Well, I would
            like to be friends.”
         

         
         She raises her glass. “To friends.”

         
         Jane performs fine-ness, as she does when things are not fine. She stays as the bar begins its trivia game, she and Harmon
            winning the prize thanks to their combined knowledge of geography (her) and video games (him), earning them a pizza and pitcher
            they share with their colleagues.
         

         
         They sway and stumble into the street. Rarely does she drink so much anymore, and in her intoxication, she longs for distraction.
            If there was no Kenji, she’d suggest another bar, another round. Harmon’s place. In this moment, she blames Kenji. If he’d
            only come, she’d be level-headed. She’d be home, falling into the right man.
         

         
         “What a night, Jane of Oakland. I mean, JANE, FELLOW CHAMPION.” Harmon bellows this into the crowd, and people turn to snicker.

         
         Jane bows. “Trivia champion. A dubious honor, but I’ll take it.”
         

         
         He leans toward her, almost falling, and Jane wonders if he’ll kiss her. Instead, his hand flies to her shoulder to steady
            himself. “I’m too pissed to find the train station. Let’s call a car, shall we?”
         

         
         They share a ride to Oakland. Jane loves the Bay Bridge at night, the towers alight, moving without impediment over the urban
            sea. Downtown looms, and the driver stops at a shiny building in City Center. They remain ripe with bad judgment. Harmon turns
            to her with a goofy grin. “Nightcap?”
         

         
         Tempting, but wrong. “Good night, Harmon.”

         
         The car arrives at her place in twenty minutes, and she steadies herself against this new-old anger, braces herself for new-old
            loss.
         

         
         At home, she pulls a bottle from under the sink and enjoys the snap of the seal as it opens.

         
         
      
   
      
      
         
            20
Kenji

         
         Earlier that day, Logan’s a no-show at the museum. Kenji shared the invite a week ago, and now checks his log. The boy hasn’t
            responded. Kenji sends a new message and waits. His calls proceed directly to voicemail.
         

         
         Unease churns in Kenji. He cancels his afternoon meetings and heads to Logan’s address, across the bay. An old stick house
            with chipped paint and a glowing doorbell. It might be sunny elsewhere, but fog blankets this neighborhood.
         

         
         The door opens on a squeaky hinge. In the frame, a kid dressed in track pants and a hoodie, dreadlocks bundled in a high ponytail.
            The kid yawns. “Logan? Haven’t seen him in a while.”
         

         
         Kenji steps forward, as if to enter. The kid steps back to guard the door. “He doesn’t live here?”

         
         The kid laughs. “Nah, man. He was crashing in the garage. He hasn’t been here since, like, March?”

         
         Kenji can’t compute this. “It’s May.”

         
         “Tell me about it. I got a test in a few hours.”

         
         Kenji recalls every conversation. Logan didn’t mention a move. “Where does he live now?”

         
         The kid shrugs. His apathy is impressive. “Don’t know.”

         
         “He on campus?”

         
         “Still don’t know, man.” He crosses his arms over his lanky body. “You, like, his pops?”

         
         Kenji curses Logan in his mind. This again. “Do I look like his father?”

         
         “Hey,” the kid calls to Kenji, back on the sidewalk. “He was working at this froyo place in Livermore.”

         
         So Kenji makes his way back through the city, over the bridge and beyond, realizing Logan’s been lying for months.

         
         There’s no sign of Logan in Livermore and when Kenji arrives at the train platform, it’s dark and his phone is dead.

         
         

         “And to think I was worried about you,” Jane says when he enters. The room is dark, amplifying the sound of his keys clattering
            against the metal tray. Across the room, the ting of glass landing on a table. In the air, something clean and sharp. Medicinal, even. He flicks on the kitchen light. Vodka.
         

         
         “You drunk?” he asks, plugging in his phone at the bedside table.

         
         “You said you would come,” she says. “What was more important, huh? Another late-night meeting with your museum folks? They
            buy you drinks, and you tell your heroic story of how you got to steal from the big, bad government with your blowtorch of
            a girlfriend. I bet you milk it.”
         

         
         Jane sits in her favorite chair, wagging an accusing finger. She is drunk.

         
         “Let’s get some sleep,” he says. “We can talk about it in the morning.”

         
         “Tell me,” she demands.

         
         After a day spent chasing an absent Logan, he doesn’t have any patience left. He pulls off his boots. There’s no relief in tonight’s homecoming. He says, “What about you, huh? The tsunami came, and you just went onward and upward.” 

         
         “I’m trying to do good from here.”

         
         “What good? Helping rich folks come to the islands and pretend they’re getting an authentic experience because they get to
            stay in a tech boy wonder’s Native-inspired hut?”
         

         
         Rarely does he speak so freely, and he senses the disconnect between them. Her face registers the insult in slow motion. “You
            said it was a great project,” she protests. “At the very least, it will bring jobs.”
         

         
         “I never said that. It’s the line everyone parrots. Fucking hallelujah for jobs. We’re supposed to be grateful. We’ll eat
            your fine design for dinner. We’ll care for our kids on that planet-friendly air-conditioning, retire on the promise of—”
         

         
         Between them, Jane’s phone rings and they both freeze. When it stops, Jane begins to speak, then it rings again. She frowns
            at the screen and inhales. Channeling sobriety as she picks up.
         

         
         As she listens, Kenji watches her rise and circle the room. She pulls on her coat and wraps that long scarf around her neck.

         
         “That was Summer,” she tells Kenji when she hangs up. “Donnie’s in surgery and the baby’s in distress. I need to get to the
            hospital now.”
         

         
         “I’ll drive,” Kenji says.

         
         “I don’t need you.” Her cheeks remain ruddy with spirits, and she lunges for the keys.

         
         Kenji grabs them first. “Tonight,” he says, “you do.”

         
         

         At the hospital, Jane sleeps it off in the waiting room. Her skin takes on a gray pallor beneath the fluorescents, and her
            arms pimple with cold. Kenji nestles her coat around her as a blanket. But he is unable to rest, too full of anticipation
            for news of Donnie’s baby, for Jane to sober, his phone to charge, and Logan to reappear.
         

         
         When Summer enters in blue scrubs, Kenji clutches his cup, emptied of cafeteria coffee, and Jane bolts awake. The sky brightens beyond the wire-reinforced glass. Summer’s greasy hair and shining skin speak to long hours of labor, but she beams. “They’re doing great,” Summer says. 

         
         Jane squeezes Summer so tight that she says, “Okay. No need to cry. It’s a joyous day.”

         
         Once Jane lets go, Kenji embraces Summer. “Congratulations.” He asks for the boy’s name (Henry). His weight and length (7.2
            pounds, 22 inches long).
         

         
         “And beautiful,” Summer says.

         
         “Like his mama,” Jane offers.

         
         “I have no doubt,” Kenji tells Summer. “You need anything?”

         
         “We’re good, but thank you,” Summer says. To Jane, she adds, “This one’s a keeper.”

         
         When Summer leaves, Jane says, “People love you. Knight Kenji.”

         
         Her tone is mean, even if there’s no fight left in her anymore. He says, “It’s not about me. Or you. That’s something I wish
            you would understand.”
         

         
         Like yesterday. Like the seven years between them.

         
         “You should’ve been with me last night,” she says. “I almost—”

         
         She won’t continue. Her face shuts down, and he can’t read her. “You almost what?”

         
         “Let’s get some air,” she says.

         
         Jane buys a croissant from a cart and feeds pigeons in the small adjoining park as Kenji keeps pace beside her.

         
         “I’m mortified,” she admits. “You didn’t come, and I got carried away. I was with my colleagues, figured it was friendly drinks,
            you know? Obviously, I kept going when I came home and you weren’t there. I don’t want you to think that drinking is the problem.
            It could be anything that promises to take me away. It’s like I find myself in a dark place where everything is doomed, and
            I know I can’t change it. But I can change how I feel. At the least, I can numb it.” This makes Kenji reconsider those photos of Jane, supposedly happy. She continues, “But that’s
            not true anymore, right?”
         

         
         Her hand on his, gentle as a wish. Contrite. He says, “I used to think you were having fun after the wave. That it gave you
            a perverse freedom. You could forget your folks, forget me.”
         

         
         She pauses and squeezes her eyes shut, as if she can’t look at this previous self. “Fun? More like self-annihilation. Donnie took care of me when I got like this, but only because she didn’t think she had a choice. She was the one who told me to give up on you years ago, and she was the one who dragged me to your presentation here. She doesn’t want to see me struggle. She also doesn’t want to worry about me anymore.” 

         
         “I can understand that.” He empathizes with Donnie; it’s how he feels about Logan. “But it’s a type of love.”

         
         “And let’s not forget resentment.”

         
         “Yeah,” he agrees. “That too.”

         
         As they loop the park, they pass a figure hiding behind a newspaper, body trembling, quietly crying. Heartbreak before midmorning.
            Kenji loathes hospitals.
         

         
         Jane continues. “After you left Honolulu, I thought you created a new family. A bigger, better one. The whole town. The selfish
            need not apply.”
         

         
         He’d shut her out, not recognizing the toll. “There was a boy—”

         
         “Logan?”

         
         “Right. His biological uncle, Justin, was his last next of kin. Logan and I returned to the shelter after the lantern ceremony.
            Justin had taken his belt to the pipe—”
         

         
         “Oh god, Kenji.” She stops, and for a moment time slows as it did then. She understands, as Kenji once had to. “This is why
            you look after him?”
         

         
         “Justin was an addict, cleaned up just before the wave. According to Logan, he caused notorious problems for the family. Lifting
            electronics. Cars. That kind of thing. Anyway, Logan’s grown now. A brilliant kid. Can take anything apart and put it back
            together. Teach him once, and he already knows more than you. But he’s also like Justin. Trouble.” Kenji taps the tips of
            Jane’s fingers with his own. “I wasn’t with you last night because I was worried about him.”
         

         
         An explanation tumbles from him: Logan didn’t show. He doesn’t live where he says he does. He’s been a ghost for a week, lying
            for months.
         

         
         “You were trying to find him,” she says.

         
         Jane brims with questions about neighborhoods, phone logs, police reports. Her helpfulness overly eager, as if making up for
            bad behavior. 
         

         
         “There’s something else I need to tell you. After the port, Logan was adopted—”

         
         A half smile urges him to continue. They’ve returned to their starting point near the hospital’s entrance, a good place to
            pause as any. The full weight of her attention pulls at him, that expectant gaze of a woman who loves him. For now.
         

         
         But her attention shifts to the left, a slight twitch in the eyes, then her head. He’s arrived at this moment of telling,
            yet he’s losing her. “Jane, listen.” He needs her back.
         

         
         She stands and waves her arms, calling out a string of names. A group stands on the sidewalk, unpacking aloha-print luggage
            from two minivans. “Donnie’s family just arrived,” she explains. “Come, love. Let me introduce you.”
         

         
         And so, Kenji loses his nerve.

         
         

         Donnie’s relatives pack the waiting room. Jane buys breakfast and circles with a serving tray, slapping small keiki hands
            so tūtū can eat first. Kenji notices how she proceeds despite her exhaustion. Too often he’s accused Jane of selfishness,
            and yet here she is performing love for her best friend’s kin. The tray is nearly bare by the time she reaches Kenji, and
            he nods, commending her.
         

         
         The details of home accumulate. Donnie’s brothers in graphic T-shirts and slippered feet. A wide-eyed niece and nephew wearing
            pajamas with cartoon characters. Tūtū, wafting of white ginger, stroking Jane’s hand with her own. The lilt in their voices,
            the swell of laughter. In the islands, the family is the singular unit that life rotates around.
         

         
         There is so much love in this room that it hurts. Donnie enjoys what they will never have. No one will come to celebrate their
            life’s achievements, because they’re dead.
         

         
         Soon relatives take turns visiting the baby.

         
         He tugs one end of the scarf from her neck, wraps it around his own. They are bound now, as they were then. Jane leans on his shoulder with a sigh of defeat. “What a whirlwind,” she says. “I wish we could get away, just you and me.” 

         
         Away, they could repair whatever remains of last night’s rupture. Away, they could forget what they don’t have.

         
         She details an inn on the coast, a two-hour drive. “I’m sorry. I forgot about Logan. Of course you need to stay.”

         
         But he hasn’t forgotten. The boy’s continued silence burdens him. He checks his phone every few minutes.

         
         “You”—she begins again—“were going to tell me something when Donnie’s folks arrived. Was it about Logan?”

         
         Yes. And no.

         
         Summer reappears, inviting them to visit the baby.

         
         “It can wait,” he says.

         
         When Jane and Kenji enter, Donnie reclines with the baby, pink-faced with a bow mouth. Donnie’s eyes droop, but she also shimmers
            with happiness as she says, “Henry, meet your aunty Jane and your uncle Kenji.” Jane coos; Kenji marvels. Such tiny toes.
         

         
         “You’ve performed alchemy,” Jane says. “You turned two people into three. You made a family.”

         
         Donnie fiddles with the hospital bed controls. She needs Jane to escort her to the bathroom, standard safety protocol post-birth.
            Fully upright, she smiles at them both. “You only need two people for a family,” Donnie says, then smiles at Kenji. “I knew
            you’d be good for our Jane.”
         

         
         Jane feigns embarrassment, as if she’s a teenager with overprotective parents.

         
         Donnie offers the baby. “Here, Uncle.”

         
         When Kenji accepts the bundle, he thinks of love. And resentment. Donnie’s relief that Jane has been passed to someone else,
            so her own life can begin.
         

         
         “Let’s get away,” he says, once they’re back in the hall.

         
         “Shouldn’t you—”

         
         He knows what Jane wants to ask, but he has chased Logan too many times. In the fall, Logan disappeared to a concert in the desert. Logan might be—probably is—fine. It’s only Loralei’s fear that haunts Kenji. 

         
         But not today.

         
         

         The mission lodge transports Kenji to another era. Jane tells him the long white building was commissioned a hundred years
            ago by a tycoon whose money drove him mad. Together, they admire the arched doorways and terra-cotta roof, flaming at sunset.
            Behind the lodge, a hike leads to an abandoned airstrip, overgrown with oaks, and a swimming pool, long stripped of its gold
            plating.
         

         
         Inside, the lodge proprietress taps on a keyboard with long, sparkling nails. Due to a last-minute cancelation, the honeymoon
            suite is available. Would they like to upgrade?
         

         
         “Yes,” Jane says, before turning to Kenji. “Too much?”

         
         “Perfect.”

         
         The suite is half the size of Kenji’s childhood home, complete with a four-poster bed and a tub large enough for four. “What
            fun,” she says, bouncing on the mattress.
         

         
         Jane examines the cuckoo clock over the fireplace, pads her hands around the mantel. She continues to circle the room, until
            she reaches an arched door, framed in brick. “Where might this lead?”
         

         
         When she opens it, a small citrus grove appears. “Lovely,” she declares. Birds chatter in the low trees. “I’ll draw before
            we lose the light.”
         

         
         Kenji lights a match and watches the kindling burn. He starts a bath. When his phone alerts him to a message, he hopes it’s
            Logan, reappeared from whatever cave he’s been in.
         

         
         Instead, it’s Loralei, asking the same questions Kenji’s been asking himself. Kenji types back, Will tell you as soon as Logan contacts me.

         
         Loralei’s response balloons. When did you see him last? Has he been talking about school?

         
         His fingers fly over letters. We had dinner last week. He likes his econ class.

         
         Loralei says, Funny, because I just got this.

         
         Kenji pokes a log, and a flame shoots up. A picture loads, and he’s tempted to shut it down. If he doesn’t see, he can bask
            in ignorance. Enjoy Jane in this honeymoon suite.
         

         
         But he can’t look away. An official notice of student loan repayment. Kenji and Loralei co-signed the loans for Logan, agreeing
            he would repay them when he completed college and got a job, years from now. Kenji writes, I don’t understand.

         
         Loralei snaps back, Payments are now due because he’s no longer a student. I called the school, and he didn’t enroll this semester.

         
         Logan’s lies stack up. His lodgings. His crunchy Brit professor.

         
         The door hinge squeaks. Jane, bright-cheeked, says, “This is nice.”

         
         Before the tsunami, a Kona hotel room had been luxurious, with white sheets and shower sex. Jane had seemed so sure of herself
            then, their union born out of mutual curiosity. Today as she strips, the world’s wear is obvious. Her hair that will never
            grow exposes her slender neck. Her chest a touch concave from office work, and also from years of protecting her heart. The
            flower inked on her shoulder, so precious that to pick it will invite rain.
         

         
         His phone pings. Logan’s phone goes straight to voicemail. It’s dead.

         
         The word dead hangs. Shouts.
         

         
         Jane steps into the bath and releases a sigh from the base of her throat. Her pleasure registers as his own. “You coming?”

         
         Ping. More Loralei. Something’s wrong. I can feel it. Please find him.

         
         “Let me wrap this up.”

         
         When Logan calls, Kenji will run. But not because Loralei says so. She’s relentless. You need to check police stations and hospitals.

         
         Jane pokes a foot out of the bath and taps his leg. “Turn it off.”

         
         His jeans, wet with her touch. He traces that brown leg as it disappears in the water. “I will.”

         
         He writes, We’re not there yet. Trust me. Don’t interfere.

         
         Loralei has one final quip. Never mind. I’ll find him.

         
         “Fuck you,” he says.

         
         “Come again?” Jane’s head rises out of the bathwater.

         
         “Off.” He shows her his black screen. “I’m all yours.”

         
         When he climbs in the tub, water spills onto the floor. He leans back into Jane’s wet embrace. Here, his worn body meets hers.
            He’s an accumulation of every scar, and he has given this woman all his stories. Except one.
         

         
         Kenji rests his head in her chest, trusting Jane can take the weight of him.

         
         “You were great in the hospital today,” she says.

         
         “So were you.”

         
         She splashes water in his face. “Liar.”

         
         “Well,” he says, “eventually.”

         
         To hold a baby is to hold life at its beginning. To believe that life could be bountiful. He wants to fit his large body into
            her smaller one. He wants to build a garden with concrete-reinforced walls. Paradise, protected.
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         They pass two languorous days in the honeymoon suite. They bike to coastal cliffs and buy stone fruit from a farmstand. She
            prefers the hybrids—pluots, apriums, and plumcots. Bastards like us, she tells Kenji, nudging the dripping flesh to his lips.
            Speckled, but sweeter. Mostly, they are silent, as if they have finally arrived on a steady, calm sea. When they touch, Jane
            no longer rushes, and he no longer dallies. For once, they don’t worry about time running out.
         

         
         As they return to the city, time resumes its urgency. The expanse of the country narrowing into congested roads, a jagged
            skyline of towers. They speak of what they should do. He needs to make more calls about Logan. She plans to visit Donnie at
            home, discharged early from the hospital.
         

         
         She idles at the brick building where the museum provides him a room. The street is pretty and tree-lined, with a tea shop
            on the corner, while inside is devoid of personality, containing a twin mattress, a coffeepot, and mismatched crockery.
         

         
         “I can pack up the rest of my stuff here,” he says.

         
         It is a question. If he stays, this is the inevitable next step. They will live together. She fills with satisfaction, as she tries to channel his calm. 

         
         “Please,” she says.

         
         He laughs, cold hand on her neck as he kisses her and promises to be home in a few hours.

         
         Home, she repeats to herself when she enters her studio. They can find a new place, together. Sign a lease with two tenants. Or
            she could finally sell the Hilo property and use the proceeds to build a home. Her parents, she thinks, would have approved.
         

         
         Kenji, a Hilo boy.

         
         A rap on the door as Jane is changing for bed. “You forget your key already?” It’s a playful chide. He’s so easily distracted.
            She glances at the clock; he’s arrived sooner than expected.
         

         
         “Finally,” a woman’s voice says, “a door opens.”

         
         This other woman fills the doorframe. Long curls cascade over her shoulders and back. A black jacket over jeans and work boots.
            A fierce gaze. A scar crosses her cheek.
         

         
         The recognition hits Jane first, a fist to the heart. “Loralei?”

         
         Shame follows, having been caught bare-legged in Kenji’s shirt. They stand, staring. The other woman’s face holds anger—the
            brow, the jaw—then amusement, one corner of her mouth turning upward. Teeth.
         

         
         “It all makes sense now,” Loralei says, and lets herself in.

         
         

         “Kenji’s not here,” Jane says as Loralei laps the room on a self-guided tour. Loralei pauses at the dining table and picks
            up Kenji’s wooden puzzle, sliding a piece into place. Proof of recognition. “Don’t touch anything,” Jane adds.
         

         
         Loralei drops it, turning her attention to Jane, drowning in a flannel shirt. “Looks better on Ken,” Loralei says. “Let me
            guess. He left out a few things.”
         

         
         Jane reaches for her phone. “I’ll call him.”

         
         “No need. Ken’ll be here soon. He always comes.” Loralei continues to poke at Kenji’s objects. The mobile of a thousand paper cranes folded from housing schematics. A small sculpture depicting the inside of a human body, complete with brain and lungs and muscle, though no heart. “Don’t worry, I’m not here to—what’s the word he used?—interfere. When I find Logan, we’re on the first plane back. It’s too cold here anyway, and everyone’s a dick. But I need Ken’s help.
            We can cover more ground if we search together.”
         

         
         Loralei pushes the hanging mobile and watches it twirl. “He loves this, but I don’t get it.”

         
         “What’s not to get?” Jane snaps. The cranes: a wish for a long life. The sculpture: the heart that washed out to sea, the
            body otherwise intact. “It’s art.”
         

         
         Loralei tuts. “Doesn’t feed anybody. Doesn’t give anyone shelter.”

         
         Jane must tiptoe to halt the spinning cranes with her hand. “What a supportive friend you are.”

         
         “Friend? What has he told you? Actually, don’t answer that. It’s obvious he hasn’t told you shit.”

         
         Loralei lowers into the blue armchair where Jane likes to splay on Saturday mornings. Loralei renders the chair small, her
            legs a mile long. “Something’s off. Logan won’t answer my calls and Ken ghosted me, too, so I got on a plane. Straight from
            the airport, I drove to Logan’s address. No one was home. Then Ken’s. I had a second address for him, figured it was the museum.”
            Kenji had been using her address for his work, tired of fetching boxes from elsewhere. “And here your door was open.”
         

         
         Even in this strange conversation, Jane has the urge to defend him, to show Loralei that he’s been looking after Logan. “Logan
            doesn’t live there anymore. Kenji went a few days ago and he’s been trying to contact him since. He says Logan does this,
            right? And that he always turns up.”
         

         
         “Ken knew Logan was homeless? Of course he wouldn’t mention that. He’s been distracted with you.”
         

         
         “I never said he’s homeless.”

         
         Loralei rolls her eyes. “What is homeless if not a person without a home?”

         
         Jane can imagine this playing out, a petty tête-à-tête. Sitting would render her shorter than Loralei, so Jane leans awkwardly
            against the sofa. She’d prefer to stare silently at the door, as if that might quicken Kenji’s arrival, but doesn’t want Loralei
            to think she requires rescue.
         

         
         She’s left to observe Loralei, unzipping her jacket and bundling it in her lap. What Jane lacks, Loralei enjoys in abundance.
            Hair in perfect ringlets. Her torso, wide, breasts too large to fit in a man’s hands. And to this voluminous femininity, an
            edge. Those arched eyebrows, angular cheekbones, sharp tongue.
         

         
         Stunning.

         
         “You’re staring,” Loralei says.

         
         “Your scar.” Jane touches her own cheek. “An injury from the wave?”

         
         “More than one.” Loralei moves the curls from her chest, and Jane sees it. A deep line under her clavicle. “A piece of metal
            sliced me up.”
         

         
         Loralei maps a route on her body, hand hovering over flesh and clothing. The memory returns to Jane. Kenji tracing that same
            line on Jane’s body. I got a friend cut up by the wave, he’d said. Like this. His hand between her breasts, lifting the mounds of her ass.
         

         
         Friend? Loralei’s words echo in her mind. It’s obvious he hasn’t told you shit.

         
         Jane’s cheeks burn. “What exactly is your relationship to Kenji?”

         
         “Hate to be the one to tell you this, Janie”—Loralei smiles, not sorry at all—“but you’re fucking my husband.”

         
         

         When Kenji arrives, he pauses at the door to steady himself. Wisps of hair frame his face, escaped from elastic. A button
            on his shirt, skipped. “Nice of you to join us,” Loralei says.
         

         
         Kenji crosses the room to Jane, now flattened against the balcony door. This, Jane takes as further evidence of their intimacy. Loralei does not need greetings or explanations. In her own home, Jane is the stranger. His voice, a whisper. “She didn’t tell me—” 

         
         “You’re sweating,” Jane says. Kenji wipes beads from his temples. He examines his body and fixes the errant button. “Is she
            your wife?”
         

         
         “Janie—” He reaches to touch her and she steps away, back hitting the glass.

         
         “Don’t.”

         
         Loralei interjects. “How sweet. She wants to believe it’s not true.”

         
         Jane’s attention volleys between them. Kenji in the foreground, Loralei in the background. Of course it’s true. An invisible
            cord runs from Kenji’s body to Loralei’s. Their connection, their history, rendered as a charge in the room.
         

         
         Kenji, the man Jane loves.

         
         And his wife.

         
         The missing piece falls into place. “And Logan is your son.”

         
         “Adopted,” Kenji clarifies. “But yes.”

         
         Jane rotates the cool metal of the balcony door knob. She falls into the night air.

         
         Loralei stands. “Let’s move, Ken.”

         
         Framed by the balcony door, Jane watches them both, as one might stare agape at a television with breaking, terrible news.

         
         Kenji’s shoulders drop, relaxed into this familiar exchange. Loralei has a plan. She pinpointed Logan’s last location before
            his phone died four days ago. In the car, a list of police districts and local hospitals.
         

         
         At the door, Loralei turns, as if surprised to not find Kenji following. “Logan needs us.”

         
         The pause of a few seconds carries the substance of seven years. Loralei looks through him, then Jane receives the fire of
            her gaze.
         

         
         Finally, she tells Kenji, “Obviously you need a minute. Meet me in the car.”

         
         As the front door slams behind Loralei, Kenji repeats her name. “Jane, Jane, Janie.” She half registers his presence, so close now, half lit from the studio. “I did try to tell you. That morning in the park.”
         

         
         Part of her has frozen, not with confusion but the desire for another reality. That morning, she’d been hungover, and Donnie’s
            family had arrived.
         

         
         “Do you remember my mom and uncle?” Kenji asks. “They came together because of me.”

         
         “Your house—” The start of an engine distracts her. She pictures Loralei in the driver’s seat, typing an address into navigation.
            Waiting for her husband. “It had three bedrooms.”
         

         
         “Right.”

         
         “So you live with Loralei.”

         
         He exhales. “That’s right.”

         
         “And you share a room?”

         
         She allows him to touch her, his hand on hers. “Are you cold out here?”

         
         “And a bed?” She pictures it again, Loralei’s scar. Kenji’s body on her body. “Oh god. This is not like your mom and uncle.”
         

         
         Below, the honk of a horn.

         
         Jane sweeps past him, back into the room. “You know what I thought that day after Christmas and I saw that photo of you and
            Loralei?” She circles her space, stripping herself of this awful evening. His shirt, discarded. She flicks on fans, trying
            to exorcize any remnant of Loralei. The mobile spins in the wind, too fast. “My first thought was, There’s Kenji, proof I
            didn’t imagine this man and that summer. I told you that, right? But my second thought was, There’s Kenji. And I have no idea
            who he is and where he sleeps and who he pledges himself to. The first Kenji, a dream. A joke. Something I’d created, because
            you let me.”
         

         
         He trails at a safe distance, as if she’s an animal that will run. She grasps the wooden puzzle, round as a ball, and hurls
            it at his head. Needing to see him flinch.
         

         
         He catches it and holds up both hands. A small surrender.

         
         She continues. “I thought we would become a family. Make a home. After everything, to have that again”—the wave, sloshing
            through this room, and she can’t finish. “Turns out, you already have both of those.”
         

         
         He steps toward her. His face so open and tender.

         
         The horn honks. Twice this time.

         
         “Fuck,” Kenji says.

         
         Jane understands. “You’re leaving me again.”

         
         He clutches her shoulders before she can turn away. “Jane, listen.” The tempo of his speech is fast. He’s losing time. “Tonight
            is about Logan. Lei’s right. It’s been longer than usual. But once we find him, I’m coming back. I’ll explain everything,
            I promise.”
         

         
         “I don’t know you.”

         
         “Yes, you do. Lei and I—” But he won’t divulge. “You know I want to be with you. When we’re together, I’m choosing my life.
            And I choose you.”
         

         
         She wanted these words. Now in Loralei’s wake, they can’t be true. “You’ve already chosen.”

         
         His lips land on her turned cheek, and she tells him to go.
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Kenji

         
         From the passenger seat, Loralei directs him as she once led him to the Hilo port. Jane’s hilly neighborhood flattens, and
            the city shimmers ahead. Loralei fiddles with the heater as she details their itinerary. First stop: West Oakland, where the
            person who last spoke to Logan lives.
         

         
         “Turn left at—” the robot voice commands from her phone. “Left,” Loralei says, signaling with her arm.

         
         At the next intersection, the voice tells him to turn right. “This one. This right. Right here.” Loralei points, as if he’s
            losing his eyesight.
         

         
         He slams the brakes at the intersection. Her body pitches forward. “You want to drive?”

         
         She thumbs the seat belt. “Nope.”

         
         “I’m not deaf,” he tells her. “Or blind.”

         
         Behind them, someone tells them to move the fuck along. He accelerates, and Loralei says, “Got it.”
         

         
         The GPS pipes between them as they navigate through downtown. “So, Janie Ito,” Loralei begins. “Did you come here for her?
            Because you said you came for Logan and your museum project.”
         

         
         Loralei, the self-appointed savior. He says, “No. She was a surprise to me too.”

         
         “She’s—” Loralei begins.

         
         “What?” He dares her to knock Jane.

         
         But Loralei stares through the windshield, watching a pedestrian cross, uninterested in this miniature confrontation. Their
            marriage, captured in this rental car. Two people, traveling parallel. “Who tattoos the wave to their body? Like it’s a badge.
            She wasn’t even there.”
         

         
         “Not a badge.” Were it not for Logan, he’d turn the car back. Offer Jane anything, everything, until the fury drained from
            her face. “It’s tribute. The tattoo was her father’s. Permanently missing.”
         

         
         Loralei’s unimpressed. “One of many.”

         
         At this moment, he despises Loralei. “I bet Logan’s fine. You’re the one who’s not okay. You need a crisis to chase.”

         
         “You’re just mad I crashed your love nest.” They pass three parked police cars, lights twirling in the night. “How is this
            not a crisis? Neither of us have heard from our son for ten days. He’s long met the criteria for a missing person. He has
            a known history of substance abuse. Trauma from the tsunami and Justin—”
         

         
         “Oh, so only Logan’s trauma matters. And yours.” He loves the boy, but he won’t listen to what he already knows. “This ends
            tonight.”
         

         
         The boy might be as Loralei fears—dead in a ditch or, like Justin, strung from a pipe. Or perhaps Logan will be as Kenji imagines—momentarily
            lost and good-humored, testing the edges of their patience and hope.
         

         
         But tomorrow, no matter where Loralei goes, he will not follow.

         
         

         Six months after their release from jail, the state found a foster family for Logan off island. Loralei panicked. They could not protect their own families, but Loralei believed they could save Logan from losing any more of his home. A judge dismissed Loralei as an eligible guardian, though, citing her single status and absence of official employment. So she launched the nonprofit, and they married, entering their union open-eyed. Eventually, her plan worked. Logan was theirs. 

         
         Kenji could force himself to do many things, but he could not make himself want Loralei in the months after they married.
            In her frustration, Loralei said, “You need to let her go.” She meant Jane. And he’d responded, “I’m married to you, Lei.”
         

         
         “This marriage”—she gestured between them—“what does it mean?”

         
         He had made his vows and would honor them. Though, soon, Loralei did not.

         
         It began when she returned from a conference happier than she’d been in months. She took long calls in the backyard, laughing
            like a young girl. He caught her pleasing herself in their bed, a man moaning through the receiver. He understood—hotel sex,
            romance, phone sex. When she moped, Kenji knew it had ended. Loralei soon moved on. Another man came along and another. Specters,
            since Kenji never saw them, but he lived with their presence. He and Loralei had a tacit agreement that their family life
            with Logan would continue without interference.
         

         
         Their marriage wasn’t a sham; they were friends bound by Logan. Besides, Kenji told himself that the world was full of different
            configurations of relationships. Monogamy, perhaps, was overrated. And of course, he loved her, in a way.
         

         
         So, Kenji enjoyed lovers too. A tourist he’d met in a Hilo bar. An acquaintance in Kona. A few women in Honolulu. But always
            he returned home to Loralei. He had nothing to offer, his whole life after the tsunami shaped by Loralei. His work was her
            work. His son was her son. His house was her house. His bed was her bed.
         

         
         And so, he lay in it.

         
         

         Kenji and Loralei pinball around the bay, mapping Logan’s whereabouts since he dropped out of school. In East Oakland, a classmate’s striped couch with sagging cushions is a dead end. A friend’s dorm at the university, a cinder-block alley of bunk beds. A co-op space overlooking headstones in Colma. An unheated garage in San Leandro, next to an all-you-can-eat buffet. If Logan is well, this is a cruel game, letting them run around like mice. 

         
         They’ve crossed another bridge, and through the fog looms a port, so much larger than theirs in Hilo. Ships lurk, containers
            stacked six high. The whole place is eerily alight, even though it’s past midnight.
         

         
         Like hospitals, Kenji despises ports. He leans against the wheel, engine idling. “Did you lose us?”

         
         Loralei hunches and types. “Hold on.”

         
         Two weeks ago, teamsters and longshoremen went on strike over labor contracts and port trade stopped. Before that, students
            marched to the port from city hall, voicing climate change concerns. Kenji had watched the news clips with Jane. Admiration
            rose in him for these young people who longed for change, but he’s now content to occupy the sidelines, not the spotlight.
            He suspects he’ll spend his lifetime remembering and rebuilding, one way or another.
         

         
         Loralei clicks off her phone, throws it on the dash. “I’ll kill him if he’s not dead.”

         
         As she leans back into the seat, eyes closed, Loralei’s features soften. More like his old friend. “Tell me where to go.”

         
         “We’ll start with the police.” She pulls herself forward to retrieve a list from her bag.
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Jane

         
         After Kenji departs with Loralei, Jane paces her small studio, suddenly too big. She brims with questions. Trust me, he said. But she trusts nothing and now must reconsider every word he’s said to her. She wants to call Donnie, her wise,
            calm friend. Only it’s too late. A phone call might wake the baby.
         

         
         Without answers, Jane’s tempest builds. Kenji omitted the most important of details, let her believe they were, again, falling
            in love. She gave him the key to her apartment. He held her best friend’s newborn child. They romped around in a honeymoon
            suite as newlyweds. God. As Jane believed she was embarking on a new chapter, Kenji had a real life with a wife, a grown child,
            a ticket home. Their affair must have been intoxicating in its simplicity.
         

         
         Jane feels formless. To contain herself, she turns off the lights, pulls the heavy curtains over the balcony door. She barricades
            under covers, a child waiting out a storm.
         

         
         In the silence, ringing.

         
         When she sits on the bed, a screen lights across the room. She crawls to the entryway, takes Kenji’s phone in her hands. He must have dropped it in his haste. The ringing stops. 

         
         She sits cross-legged, wills it to come to life. She’s in this mess, and she’s desperate to understand. It rings again, and
            she jumps. The screen reads LOGAN.
         

         
         “Who’s this?” the boy asks when she answers.

         
         “Jane.” She suspects she’s unknown to Logan, just as Kenji’s marriage was alien to her.

         
         Laughter erupts through the receiver. “Jane! We meet at last. How come you’re answering Uncle’s phone? Is he okay?”

         
         “Logan.” Kenji’s adopted son. Proof of his lies. “He’s with Loralei, looking for you.”

         
         The boy groans, though says nothing. This unnerves her more than being in a room with Loralei. The boy’s voice is disembodied,
            and they’re on uneven footing, given he’s barely an adult. Jane’s unsure what she can ask. “How do you know about me?”
         

         
         On his end, a crack and a slurp. Munching ice, perhaps. “You’re infamous,” he says. “The original.”

         
         Infamous sounds bad, but original? “What does that mean?”
         

         
         “That’s what Aunty Lei calls you. If Kenji’s Adam, you’re his Eve.” A shuffle, as if he’s dropped the phone on gravel and
            retrieved it. “Hey, do you have a car? I could use a ride.”
         

         
         He gives her the name of a hospital outside the city.

         
         

         The hospital is a mishmash of old sanitarium buildings, stitched together with a modern facade, imposing on the landscape.
            Her car inches past the well-lit path to the emergency room. She’d only seen him through the glass at the Oakland museum,
            wonders if they’ll recognize each other. She turns to make another sweep, and there, on the corner, she spots that white puffy
            jacket, a second too late. The car reverses, and he hops in.
         

         
         Close, Jane spots a bandage on his eyebrow. Another on his neck. His jacket is ripped on one arm and covered with dirt.

         
         He examines himself in the side mirror; his fingertips tap a bruise on his jaw.

         
         In this boy, Kenji’s stories. She has so many questions, but where to begin? He winces at his own touch, and Jane asks, “What
            happened to you?”
         

         
         “The short version? Booze, pills, a long drive, a fast car, a ditch. EMTs to the rescue.”

         
         He says this flatly, without the apologies or self-flagellation she’d expect. Jane, though, is not his parent. “They worried
            you were dead.”
         

         
         “Not both of them, right? I bet Aunty worried I was dead. Uncle probably thought I was fucking around. They’re both right.
            I’m a cat.” He meows. “I got nine lives.”
         

         
         Ridiculous, but also charming. “Where are we going?”

         
         “I don’t live anywhere exactly.” Logan scratches his scalp under his beanie. “Why don’t you take me to Uncle’s place by the museum? I’m
            sure they’ll end up there eventually.”
         

         
         On the drive, Jane attempted to call Loralei from Kenji’s phone, but she couldn’t get past the locked screen. She gives it
            to Logan. “You should let them know you’re okay.”
         

         
         In Logan’s hands, the phone unlocks. He angles the screen, so Jane can see a photo of herself, sketching on the balcony. She’s
            nippily in a camisole, a checked scarf tied around her head. The image communicates languidness, as if there’s an entire summer
            to fill with leisure. She hadn’t known Kenji had taken it. “Nice,” Logan teases.
         

         
         His cool contrasts with Loralei’s irritation, but what strikes Jane is that neither are fazed by her affair with Kenji. As
            if they know the true man, and Jane’s the only one who’s been oblivious. “You know his password?”
         

         
         “Nah, lucky guess. It’s the date of the tsunami. Aunty Lei has the same one.”

         
         Jesus. “Of all the days to remember.”

         
         He throws the phone in his bag. “I’m sure they’ll have words for me soon enough. Ready when you are.”

         
         He buckles his belt, and when the car merges onto the freeway, he talks. “It’s bullshit, in my opinion. They hold on to the wave like it can bring back the dead. Uncle with his exhibit, Aunty with her work. And me. Like, as long as they can keep me alive, it will make up for this shitty event none of us could control. Let’s be real. We only live in one direction. Onward. You went onward, right?” 

         
         She swivels her head to him. “No one’s asked me that. Not sure if I went onward so much as I couldn’t go backward.”

         
         His left palm flies to the dash. “Careful.”

         
         Jane brakes, slowing down. She failed to see the taillights. “The fog’s rolling in.”

         
         They should be speeding, upward of sixty miles per hour, except she can’t see farther than the station wagon ahead, and so
            they creep toward Oakland. Logan asks, “What happened to you, original Jane?”
         

         
         In this bubble, she shares those years since the tsunami. Too tender, the only option was release. The sting of hair, released
            from her scalp. Blood, dripping from skin. Her body, a garbage disposal for whatever would take her away. Drinks, mostly.
            Men. Then, Donnie. Student Services, prescription pills. “I channeled it into work. Praise. Achievement. According to several
            therapists, seeking the approval I would’ve received from my parents if they weren’t dead. I don’t know if I’m any better,
            but I got good at pretending I’m okay.”
         

         
         Amusement in his grin, though no judgment.

         
         “Naughty Jane,” he says. “Congrats on being super-successful at appearing hella normal. All buttoned-up and shit.” She obtained
            what Loralei and Kenji want for him. Degrees and a jobby-job. Normalcy. “But, for real, what the fuck is normal?”
         

         
         She laughs. “Well, it’s one way to fit in.”

         
         “See, we’re different, though.” In her peripheral vision, he wags his head, flings his arms. Ostentatiously gesturing, for
            effect. The word that comes to Jane is alive.
         

         
         “Pray tell,” she says.

         
         “You wanted to numb your feelings, and I want to feel everything. Think about riding a bike down a steep hill. The best, right?
            Like being a kid, when the world was safe. All wind and laughter.”
         

         
         Like falling in love.

         
         “The best,” she agrees.

         
         On the horizon, the city shimmers through the carpet of mist. Six more exits, and she’ll lose him. Her window for answers
            is closing. “Can I ask you something?”
         

         
         “Anything.” And she knows it’s true. Unlike Kenji, who will lie to her face.

         
         “Do they have an open marriage?”

         
         Logan shrugs. “There were others, but I’ve never met anyone until you. Before California, he’d been stuck in a loop. I can
            tell he’s happy here.”
         

         
         Jane wants to ask, What other women? And does Loralei have other men? What loop? But Logan distracts her as he opens the glove
            box, jostles around the papers. Disappointed, he closes it. “You got a cigarette or something?”
         

         
         “I wish I did.” A smoke would soothe her too.

         
         “Oh! I almost forgot. I’ve got a treat for us.” Logan digs in his backpack. Crumpled T-shirts appear on his lap. Coins slosh
            around. “You know how you hide something in a really good place, sure you’ll be able to find it?” He fills her cupholder with
            a toothbrush and charger.
         

         
         Jane ambles off the exit and navigates the streets. At Kenji’s building, she double-parks and cranes her neck to the lit window.
            “Looks like Mom and Dad are home.”
         

         
         “I pity them. Me for a son? Ha!” Jane doesn’t. She’s known him less than an hour, and she already loves him a little. “Now
            I’m definitely going to need a little something-something. Ah, here they are.” He kisses the plastic bag. “You just have to
            pick a color.”
         

         
         He empties the contents into his hand. Two pills that remind Jane of children’s vitamins.

         
         Jane taps them. “What are they for?”

         
         “For forgetting.” She frowns, and he laughs. “Whatever you want. For happiness or moving onward or stepping out of the loop.”

         
         Kenji surfaces in her mind. “You shouldn’t have these.”

         
         “No going normal on me.” Logan pops one in his mouth, then balances a blue pill on the dash. “In case you change your mind,
            Aunty. A thank you for the ride.”
         

         
         “I can’t—” she begins. Logan leans over and kisses her cheek, as if they are old friends on another shore. “I wish I met you sooner.” 

         
         “Yeah.” He smiles. “Me too.”

         
         She waits as he mounts the steps and flings opens the front door. Upstairs, his parents wait. The pill wobbles on the dash
            as she drives away.
         

         
         

         At the lake, Jane steps onto the pedestrian path, eerie at this hour. The Necklace of Lights reflects off the water’s surface,
            and she detects the shadows of the amphitheater, the boathouse, and the gazebo, charting the path she took with Kenji. Months
            ago, these lights had struck her as an omen, and now she understands what a flimsy excuse she’s allowed herself.
         

         
         Few come to the lake at night because of the usual fears, robberies or rape. But Jane’s not ready to return to her studio.
            She also fears the pill that she will swallow with the slightest provocation.
         

         
         Jane wanders into a dewy patch of grass, cool blades caressing her ankles. She wants a fairy godmother to appear and fix this
            mess. She wants a mother to reassure her that all will be fine.
         

         
         Earlier Jane had not wanted to bother Donnie. She dials her now, hoping to catch her only friend. After one ring, Donnie’s
            voicemail tells her to leave a message. She pictures Donnie beside her wife, safely asleep in their house, ignoring Jane,
            even cursing her for waking the baby.
         

         
         Once we find him, Kenji had said, I’ll explain everything.

         
         There, across the lake, they’ve found Logan, haven’t they? Reunited with his phone, Kenji should call her, begin to explain.
            How long can they possibly reprimand the boy?
         

         
         She lies down, clutching her phone to her heart.

         
         Bargaining.

         
         If Kenji calls in the next five minutes, he loves me.

         
         All will be forgiven. Because what trespass is this, truly? He’d entered a well-meaning if doomed union to save a beloved boy. She would welcome Logan’s frankness, his aliveness. Logan’s trouble was the trouble of understanding how the ground could crack beneath you. That you could be swallowed whole. 

         
         If Kenji disappears, he’s dead to me.

         
         She pictures him packing. Not for Jane’s, but Hilo. Loralei had said, We’re on the first plane back. They’ll return, as a family, on one-way tickets.
         

         
         A chill crawls through her body, saturated from the wet earth. This latter scenario rings with possibility. Jane is the interloper,
            her folly not only that she has been holding on to the past, but also deluding herself that she can recapture it in the present.
         

         
         Her phone jingles. She fumbles, yearning for Kenji’s name, even Donnie’s. It is neither. She resists before answering.

         
         This is a sign, is it not? But can she destroy what she loves?

         
         The realization is so crisp that her body tingles when it comes. No life they built would be free of a monster wave. It would
            follow them forever. She must change the pattern, set her and Kenji on better, more fruitful paths.
         

         
         “Jane?” the foreign voice says. He’s cashing in a rain check, their missed nightcap.

         
         Yes, she says. Tonight, she’s free.
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Kenji

         
         After hours of searching, they find themselves inland. They’ve filed a police report, crisscrossed freeways, and traversed
            multiple tunnels. Kenji stops at a doughnut shop on the side of a two-lane highway as dawn illuminates the flat and dry expanse.
         

         
         He orders Logan’s favorite, an old-fashioned with chocolate, a calling to the absent boy, an offering of affection. Black
            coffee for Loralei. Kenji gets one of each. He pauses between the shop and the car, takes stock of the moment. The chilly
            bite of twilight, the Styrofoam cup piping in his hand. He longs to close his eyes and wake up with Jane.
         

         
         In a moment free from Loralei, he catalogs his mistakes. He should’ve navigated Logan’s wiliness the moment he realized he
            was lying at the ballpark. He should’ve told Jane about Loralei that day at the hospital. Or before, at the lake. The museum.
            He should’ve refused Loralei, a thousand times. But his sleeplessness renders him a raw nerve, and these regrets haunt him,
            along with the ghosts. Justin. His uncle. His mother.
         

         
         When this is over, Kenji will have nothing to hide or hide from. He will offer himself unhindered to his new life. He wants to send Jane a message, then Logan, but he can’t find his phone. 

         
         “You lost it?” Loralei asks. She stands outside the passenger door, stretching her legs. A hatchback attempts to pull into
            the space she occupies. She stares at the driver until they choose another spot.
         

         
         “We need to go back to my place.” He turns the ignition. Loralei doesn’t follow. He rolls open her window. “Get in.”

         
         “We can use my phone. I want to keep searching.” She pokes an arm in. “Hand over my coffee.”

         
         He waits as she sips. The cool air fills the car, and he says to her, “What if he’s called me?”

         
         She crouches, her hair filling the window. Her eyes, bloodshot. “He could call me.”

         
         “This is not a competition, Lei. He avoids you because you—” He stops. After their night, the landscape is pocked with land
            mines. “Get in.”
         

         
         “What do I do?” Kenji won’t answer. Silence is his most useful weapon. “I’ll get in if you tell me what I do.”

         
         He sighs. “You just love him too much.”

         
         “Too much?” She sits and slams the door. “And you, not enough.”

         
         Kenji weighs what he’s done for Logan. Lighting lanterns for his lost family, shielding him from Justin’s swinging body, marrying
            Loralei, those nights waiting for him to turn up. Yes sirs and yes ma’ams to counselors and police officers. And now this.
         

         
         “You don’t know me, Lei.” He pines for Logan. The boy’s energy, his sass. Without him, they fall apart.

         
         “You don’t know yourself.” She hits the dash. “Drive.”

         
         Tough as ever, though he spots a crack in her voice. In his peripheral vision, her forearm raises to her face, wiping a cheek
            with her sleeve.
         

         
         They pass a used car lot and a drive-in movie theater. The road runs flat and long without interruption, culminating at a
            pinprick of vanishing. Here, Logan could go and go and go.
         

         
         Across the console, he clutches her hand. In this, if nothing else, he is hers. “What happens when we find him?”

         
         Loralei circles both her palms around his and brings them to her chest. A prayer. “We take him home.”

         
         

         The room, too bright, with every lamp lit despite the sun, streaming through tall windows with early morning. Logan sleeps
            on the couch in his boxers, mouth agape, seemingly innocent. 
         

         
         “He must’ve come in during the night,” Kenji says, finding his phone on a box he’d been packing for Jane’s.

         
         Loralei taps Logan’s body with the worn toe of her boot. He doesn’t rouse. “He has a key?”

         
         Kenji says, “Picked the locks, probably.”

         
         “He’s sleeping like the dead.” She nudges him again. “You think he’s on something?”

         
         Kenji’s clothes stick to his body, saturated from stress sweat. “Let him rest.”

         
         Loralei calls the airline to book tickets home, says she will not waste another minute in this city, its foreignness a threat.
            Then she shoos Logan upright, demanding an explanation—unsatisfactory, as his stories are, slim on details or accountability
            or remorse—and inspects the damage. Worse for the wear, but nothing more.
         

         
         “I was right.” Kenji leans against a kitchen island. “He’s fine.”

         
         “Shut up,” she snaps, as Logan meows, causing Kenji to snort into his instant coffee. Loralei throws a towel at Logan. “You’re
            running out of lives.”
         

         
         Within the hour Kenji drives them to the airport. Beside him Loralei chatters into her phone, updating the police and arranging
            a pickup in Hilo. In the rearview mirror, Logan is drained of color; perhaps it’s fatigue, or the failure of independence—having
            to be packed up and sent home.
         

         
         

         Kenji plucks the boy’s jacket. “Soon you won’t need this.”

         
         Logan kicks the curb. “I don’t want to go back.”

         
         The rail above rumbles with a train. In the parking lot, Loralei stuffs Logan’s few belongings into her bulging luggage. Kenji’s
            offered to help. She refused. “You don’t have a home here,” she says. “The point of a home is you can go back when you need
            to.”
         

         
         It’s more than they had, once.

         
         Logan says, “Didn’t you give my room to someone else?”

         
         “There’s always space for you,” she says.

         
         Loralei opened her home to whoever needed shelter. Kenji recalls sleeping in a tent in the backyard, their bed surrendered
            to a family of four. Dad had been laid off. Mom had a hard time staying awake. The baby had colic, and the little boy had
            a habit of stealing things and burning them in the garage. It took them three months to move on.
         

         
         Logan groans. “That’s not reassuring.”

         
         A man passes dressed in black from hat to soles, pulling a miniature suitcase and capturing both Kenji’s and Logan’s attention.
            He streaks across the gray lot and threads through traffic until he reaches the other side, disappearing into the terminal.
         

         
         “International spy,” Logan ventures.

         
         “Tech tycoon,” Kenji says. “I’m glad you’re okay.”

         
         Kenji squeezes Logan, then gestures in Loralei’s direction. “Give us a moment?”

         
         Logan walks the same path as the man in black, only he waits on the Departures curb. Kenji approaches Loralei and her body
            lengthens like a spear. “Let me,” he says, and she steps aside, allowing him to lift the luggage onto the curb.
         

         
         Then he embraces her, his nose in her hair, inhaling the floral and nutty scent of the shampoo she uses to tame her curls.
            Before this new coast, the smell of home.
         

         
         He says, “I’ll call a lawyer.”

         
         Loralei jerks back. “What?”

         
         “Why are you acting surprised?” As if their night together wasn’t proof enough. Barely civil. Bound only by Logan. Two lives, long parallel. “This has been over for years.” 

         
         She wrangles with a backpack, too tight over her wide torso. “My commitment to you and Logan isn’t over.”

         
         “You can loosen the straps.” This is obvious. Too often Loralei wants to do things the hard way. “You don’t need me. You never
            have.”
         

         
         “Need?” She pulls at the buckles, snapping the pack on her back. “You’re my family. Need has nothing to do with it.”

         
         “Do you really think that us being together will keep us safe? Even though we’re all miserable?”

         
         She stands with both hands on her hips. “Is that why you chose Jane? She needs you? What kind of relationship is that?”
         

         
         “I don’t think she needs me either.” He wants Jane and her hunger, her wonder at the world. “I want my own life.”

         
         Loralei whips around, dragging their old suitcase on gravel. He quickens his pace, but so does she. Always one step ahead.
            “So that’s your big plan, huh? You’re going to live here with Janie Ito?” At the crosswalk, she pushes the button repeatedly.
            “You might think you’re getting your own life, but I know you, Ken. You’re weak. A follower. A people pleaser. Her life will
            become your life. My guess is you’ll spend years chasing tail—not hers, yours.”
         

         
         Whenever Loralei grows venomous, Kenji forces himself to remember the good they’ve done together. Marvel at what she could
            accomplish. The abundant evidence was a life raft for their union.
         

         
         But today, nothing comes.

         
         “You done? Because I’m done.” Beyond her, the signal changes. “Your turn to walk, babe.”

         
         She stomps into the street, curls billowing behind. “I’m not wrong.”

         
         The last words from his wife.

         
         The end of a marriage should feel like failure. Kenji is filled only with relief. Logan matches Loralei’s swift steps. She
            does not look back.
         

         
         Inside the terminal, Logan turns. Already, Kenji misses this boy, banging the glass, waiting for Kenji to respond.

         
         The wave deprived them of countless goodbyes. So Kenji raises his hand to Logan, and with the whirr of planes overhead, the boy mirrors him, satisfied, and moves on. 

         
         

         The key releases the spring in the lock. The small act still holds its magic. A portal to Jane.

         
         On the landing, Kenji discovers the view unencumbered by bad weather, the sister cities hugging the glimmering bay, a majestic
            bridge to join them. The hills stretch beneath him and plateau. From here, he spots the marina where he and Jane once watched
            starlings swirl and swoop in a murmuration.
         

         
         At the table, he arranges breakfast. Kenji wants this spread to be its own apology. A profession of love. A bid for forgiveness.
            That’s how his family had done it.
         

         
         From his stack of boxes, he finds a ceramic vase nabbed from the museum’s discard pile. In it, he swirls the stems of daffodils
            in water. They’d captured his attention with their brightness. Flowers that bloomed after a long winter.
         

         
         “I wasn’t expecting you.” He turns to find Jane, hanging a hat on a hook. He didn’t hear the door, and she glides through
            her own home as a ghost, light-footed. The floorboards resist their usual creak beneath her weight. Her sweater’s so long
            it sweeps the floor. She continues, “I tried to reach you, but got no response. Figured you were long gone.”
         

         
         “I’m sorry.” And he is. He knows his silence bothers Jane. Once they found Logan, he didn’t want to make yet another excuse
            until he had a plan. “I wanted to wrap things up and explain in person.” His marriage, for starters. “Logan’s fine.”
         

         
         “I know. I dropped him off at your place.” Kenji recalls Logan these past hours. The boy speaks in half-truths and red herrings.
            “He didn’t tell you? He’s so chatty. Charming, even.”
         

         
         This jabs at Kenji, though Jane remains unperturbed, selecting clean clothes from the closet. He can only imagine what Logan’s divulged, his warped version of Kenji and Loralei’s marriage. “You should’ve heard it from me. I just drove them—” 

         
         “It’s fine. Really.”

         
         That can’t be true. Yesterday she hurled a wooden ball at his head. Today she’s coolly distant. Otherworldly as a sprite.
            “Can we talk?” he asks.
         

         
         She won’t meet his gaze. “I need to wash off.”

         
         A surge rises in his body, needing to repent. If he loses her to another room, even the bathroom a dozen feet away, she might
            return and eat the pancakes and clear the dresser. But she’ll know that he’s lied to her, and he’ll know that she knows, and
            they’ll be no better off than the marriage he’s just escaped. He’d promised to tell her everything.
         

         
         He sidles beside her, head bent as she slips off socks with her toes. Behind her right ear, the hair matted across an area
            no larger than a silver dollar. A streak of red on the exposed skin. “Is that blood?”
         

         
         He attempts to check the wound. She jerks back. “Leave it.”

         
         The sweater pools on the floor, and soon he stares at the closed bathroom door.

         
         He drags his feet, tripping on the sweater. His mind tries to put the puzzle together. The blood on her hairline. Yesterday’s
            clothes on her body. Now he captures what he’s missed. The bed crumpled each morning, still tidy. In the kitchen, the teapot,
            untouched.
         

         
         If she slept, it wasn’t here.

         
         Steam escapes from beneath the door. The knob won’t turn. She’s locked him out. He can hear her inside. The sound is guttural,
            almost convulsive. Sobbing, perhaps. But no. Retching.
         

         
         “Jane.” He bangs. “What did you do?”

         
         The only answer is the ongoing soundtrack of her body rejecting itself. Guilty.

         
         The revelation arrives with a jolt. Heat builds behind his eyes, his jaw loosens. Her limbs, wrapped around another man. Not
            for her own satisfaction, but to punish him. To drive a wedge between them.
         

         
         To drown the future.

         
         “Fuck, Jane. I was gone for less than twenty-four hours.” His stomach twists, and his neck’s on fire. “God, I’ve been blind. I thought you changed, that we finally got our chance.” 

         
         His foot meets the door. Wood creaks, pulling at the hinge. But she is, as she probably always was, protected and far away.

         
         For too long he couldn’t find the words. Now they fill him. “You never went home, because you never wanted to see it broken,
            and if you never see it broken, you can’t fix it. You wouldn’t come back for me or even your parents—”
         

         
         The door flings open, and steam billows between them. Jane is small and ugly with her wet mouth.

         
         “Don’t bring them into this,” she says. “You lied to me, and now you’re judging me?”

         
         Blood trickles from her hairline. Maybe she’s tried, again, to pull out her hair, but he’s too angry to care. Today she hasn’t
            only hurt herself.
         

         
         “You’d rather sabotage us, because you don’t really want me. I’m not enough, right? Too small-town to come back to, too broken
            to wait for, eh? This isn’t about another man.” Still, his body burns with the knowledge. Probably that colleague who kept
            calling. “It’s about you. You’re the liar, Janie.”
         

         
         “You’re being cruel,” Jane says.

         
         He scans the room. On the kitchen table, enough food to feed six. His personal belongings, which he’ll abandon too. But he
            won’t leave his work to Jane’s carelessness. Others could create something from the wreckage, not her. He collects the boxes.
            At the door, he pulls on his shoes. “I wanted to give up everything for you,” he says.
         

         
         “Kenji, please. Listen to me.” Panic in her voice. “I thought you were gone, and I—”
         

         
         “Oh, I already know,” he says. She showed him who she was seven years ago, and he’s the dumbass who hadn’t learned his lesson.

         
         He doesn’t care about some future they will never have. She’ll fill the air with more words. Good feelings that change nothing.

         
         “I might love you, Janie. But you’re a fucking coward.”

         
         His life here, over before it began.
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Run-Up
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Kenji

         
         A year ago, when Kenji returned to Hilo, his parents’ empty lot met him as a mess of overgrowth. He cleared a patch for a
            tent, then tackled the weeds and waste. He broke ground right after. First came the foundation and frame, roof and siding.
            Now it stands as a skeleton in need of flesh: drywall, electrical, and plumbing.
         

         
         He jokes with Logan that it’s a halfway house. Halfway between the old life and the new. To Logan, it’s no better than camping.
            They sleep in bags, use a portable toilet, bathe under a makeshift shower outside, a contraption that Kenji fashioned out
            of an industrial plastic bag punctured a hundred times over and hung from a tree.
         

         
         On the drive to town, Kenji mentally skips ahead. He must think about lighting fixtures, vanities, even a refrigerator. If
            not for his temporary comfort, then for whoever lives there next. He plans to rent the house and, eventually, sell it.
         

         
         In a few hours, he’s scheduled to meet with a reporter at the museum. This week the exhibit opens its doors to his friends and neighbors. He shrinks at the prospect of this collective gaze. He’s receded lately into the familiarity of his own company, his body merely a vessel for labor. His heart, since California, closed. 

         
         

         In downtown Hilo, Kenji waits for the barber. A pueo swoops and perches on the fence, turns its yellow eyes on him. These
            owls have been in Hawai‘i since people came ashore in Ka‘ū, on the island’s southern tip. A white ring of feathers frames
            its round face.
         

         
         Some believe that a visit from a pueo is an omen, an ancestor protecting you. It makes Kenji slip out of time. Years ago,
            discovering a family of owls nesting beneath the collapsed walls of a home reminded him that life continued.
         

         
         A bell jingles, and Scott holds open the door with his hip. “Ready for you, boss.” Kenji mounts the steps right as the owl
            lands on the railing. “Big nest out in the park. That’s mama on high alert. Come in, and she’ll see you’re not a threat. Though
            with that hair, you’re scaring me too.”
         

         
         Inside, Scott hugs him. “Haven’t seen you in forever,” he says, pulling a bottle from behind the register and pouring scotch
            into two glasses.
         

         
         Kenji says, “It’s ten a.m.”

         
         Scott offers the glass. “I can toast an old friend.”

         
         So, Kenji accepts. “Thanks.”

         
         “Not a compliment,” Scott teases. “Here’s to reentering society.”

         
         They clink and shoot. Kenji appreciates the burn in his throat, even the surprising glow of company.

         
         Scott snaps a cape around Kenji’s neck. “You like your boy’s cut?”

         
         “Logan?” He hasn’t seen him in a few days. Logan prefers the amenities of Loralei’s house, until they fight, and he makes
            his way to Kenji’s.
         

         
         “He wanted to look nice for your big day.”

         
         Kenji’s teeth gleam in the mirror, warmed by the gesture. “Yeah, the boy’s cleaning up.”

         
         Like Kenji’s, Logan’s return to Hilo has been sobering. He recently resumed his studies at a local college.

         
         “You need a shave. Let’s start there, so I can see your face.”

         
         Kenji strokes his beard. “Don’t make me too pretty. More Scott Sr. than Scott Jr.”

         
         “I got you, old man.”

         
         On the wall, a photograph of father and son. The older man arrived at the sugar plantation at fifteen and saved enough to
            open this shop. If Scott Sr. believed in the integrity of a good cut, Scott Jr. was not above pomade. Or loud music. Had he
            lived in his father’s era, he’d be the one to tell the plantation bosses to shove their lousy work up their asses, then blow
            his money on a car so beautiful you had to squint to look at it.
         

         
         Scott Sr. was in his late fifties when Junior was born, a surprise to all, and died two years ago of complications from old
            age. This family’s link to Kenji made their story his story, and vice versa.
         

         
         Scott wipes Kenji’s face. The pale skin of Kenji’s jawline now a stark contrast to his tanned nose and cheeks. His cheeks
            itch with the newness, but he feels buoyant, lighter. Scott pulls a fine-tooth comb through his thick hair and snips the ends.
         

         
         He’d let his hair grow long in the shelter. Vanity seemed such a privilege then—his clothes worn, his body strong. He’d go
            anywhere, do any work, trust anyone. He’d survived, and so nothing was a sacrifice. “You remember the photo of me and Lei?
            At the port?”
         

         
         Scott makes a face. This is a dumb question. “Yeah, handcuffed together.”

         
         “That’s not me anymore. Chop it off.”

         
         Doubt crosses Scott’s features, but he flicks on the shaver. “You’re the boss.”

         
         When Scott finishes, Kenji sweeps a hand over his scalp, his bare neck. He can’t ignore the traces of his father in his reflection,
            though he can also see his mother’s mouth and his uncle’s strong jaw. “Good.”
         

         
         Scott proposes a parting toast, in jest, to Kenji’s hair. “To the end of an era.”

         
         An hour remains before his meeting, enough time for an overdue errand. He’ll stop by Loralei’s. The house should be empty.

         
         The drive is familiar, as is the angle he backs his truck into the driveway to avoid hitting the fence, the slam of the screen door. Loralei told him to keep the key in case of an emergency. After a year that caution and connection seem outdated. 

         
         Kenji notices new curtains that cast a warm glow into the living room. On the refrigerator, a photo of a big man with a bigger
            grin, clasping a forearm around Loralei’s neck, faces nuzzled for the camera. Behind them, food vendors, a line queuing for
            a ride. He doesn’t recognize his ex-wife. Loralei, at a fair? Having fun for the sake of it? Logan says Loralei often travels
            to Maui to see him. Kenji prompted the divorce in pursuit of his own happy ending, but if this is any proof, it turned out
            to be Loralei’s.
         

         
         From the mantel, he takes the two urns and holds them to his chest. On the table, he leaves his key.

         
         

         The museum’s front door is locked. Inside, Eli speaks to a news reporter as her cameraman sets up equipment. Kenji bangs on
            the door, and his friend turns.
         

         
         Eli slides open the deadbolt, pointing to his head. “I didn’t recognize you, kid. Didn’t mean to lock out the man of the hour.”

         
         As usual, Eli’s willowy body is clad in his uniform of cargo pants and a polo. He carries himself differently from their first
            meeting eight years ago, his chest thrust forward, as if leading with his heart. Their friendship, planted as a seed in the
            debris, now a tree under which Kenji enjoys cool comfort.
         

         
         “Remember, it’s a performance,” Eli says, under his breath.

         
         “Dance for the cameras,” Kenji says.

         
         Eli tsks-tsks. “You know the game, kid.” Kenji does. Eight years ago, Loralei invited these two to the port. Sheryl, the reporter,
            and Manny, the cameraman, wave to him from across the room. That footage built their careers, changed his life. He wouldn’t
            do it again. “It’s good for the exhibit. Good for the museum.”
         

         
         Kenji shakes Sheryl’s hand, thanking her for coming from Honolulu. “You could’ve picked the lock,” Sheryl teases.

         
         Kenji resents this joke, and the cheery tenor of her voice suggests a false intimacy. “Those days are behind me.”

         
         “But the tsunami, clearly”—Sheryl gestures to the hanging banner with the exhibit title, “Aftershock”—“is not.”
         

         
         “A final chapter. A way to remember and move forward.”

         
         Sheryl tilts her head, as if unconvinced. “Interesting. You remember Manny?” The youthful plumpness in her face has thinned,
            leaving her gaunt as a greyhound, while Manny has expanded. His cheeks, round and red as ripe apples when he smiles. Kenji
            shakes the cameraman’s hand. “Shall we wait for Loralei?”
         

         
         “No,” Kenji says. Sheryl hadn’t asked for Loralei’s presence when she arranged the interview.

         
         “Well, then.” Sheryl puffs her lower lip, a mock pout. “Why don’t you show us around?”

         
         Kenji begins, moving along each piece—a painting, several installations, an interactive audio installation. Sheryl gives them
            each a cursory glance and waits for Manny to gather the required B-roll. She doesn’t care about the art or even remembering.
            It’s just another event, barely newsworthy. Kenji strains to manufacture enthusiasm, as he considers everyone else, the people
            of this town who survived.
         

         
         “Eli says the museum’s never hosted an exhibit like yours. How is it different?” Sheryl asks. 

         
         “Previous exhibits were objective. Facts, figures, and testimonies. This one is subjective. More sensory, an attempt to capture
            how it felt.” Kenji palms his chest, as if a small wave crests there.
         

         
         Sheryl nods. This is good tape. “You received a curator fellowship in San Francisco—”

         
         He corrects her. “Oakland.”

         
         “Same difference. Did that help?”

         
         When he recalls California, he sees Jane. Loving her was like circling the bay when you thought you were gunning for the horizon.

         
         “It was—” Kenji searches for the word. “Instructive.”

         
         They near the end, where Eli waits. Kenji goes on. “After the opening, the exhibit will travel.”

         
         Eli’s energy is a wind to Kenji’s flagging sail. Eli explains, “First to Tokyo, then on to Indonesia. This morning, we received an invitation to Tonga. Kenji will represent us in those places, and then the exhibit will return to Honolulu, to be permanently housed in Hilo.” 

         
         Good for the exhibit, Kenji repeats to himself as he tries to match Eli’s toothy smile. Good for the museum. This success has revived Sheryl’s attention. “What an opportunity. Will you return as well?”
         

         
         He doesn’t know the answer to that question and told himself he wouldn’t lie anymore. He once believed he couldn’t leave because
            of his parents or Logan, then he believed he could, for Jane. Now he’s free to do as he wishes.
         

         
         Sheryl is distracted by the wall of images. The shattered shoreline and downtown after the 1946 and 1960 tsunamis, and the
            tsunami eight years ago. Then, a map of tsunamis across the globe. “These places have invited you to bring your exhibit to
            their museums. Some suffered through tsunamis, others haven’t. What’s the fascination?”
         

         
         This is something his fellowship prepared him to answer. He’d been asked, over and over: Why? Why does it matter to you? To your community? To strangers? The exhibit needs to provide an answer.

         
         “The fascination is with all natural disasters—tsunamis, hurricanes, earthquakes, landslides. They’re big events, beyond our
            control. It reminds us nature is greater than us, that life can be random. But also, there’s a fascination with its singularity.
            Most of us will live long lives, with twists and turns and loves and losses. But with a natural disaster, it’s every loss
            you can imagine compressed and crystallized into one moment that changes you forever. You must endure the loss and rebuild.”
         

         
         “Yes. The aftershocks.” Sheryl pats his arm, as if Kenji has performed well, even though this may be the truest thing he’s
            said today. To Manny, she says, “Did you get that?”
         

         
         Later, Kenji brings the two urns home. With no mantel, he places them on the unfinished floor. He bows to them, pausing in a fetal position. Eight years ago, he buried his forehead on this empty lot in this broken town. He held the humility of a child honoring his elders. He carried the guilt of surviving. 

         
         But today gratitude courses through him. He’s lived long enough to find solid ground again. A roof overhead. A door to walk
            out of when it’s time.
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Jane

         
         Jane departs her half-empty San Francisco office, having arranged her desktop—twice—and alphabetized her files. She carries
            the superstition that she must leave her affairs in order.
         

         
         Tomorrow, she flies to Hilo.

         
         As Jane steps into the elevator, she hears the swoosh of her supervisor’s office door opening, the clack of Olivia’s heels
            across tile. Out the window, the skyline illuminates the black sky. The team on the Zachary project normally works late, often
            dining together as a family, taking turns selecting take-out menus from the conference room.
         

         
         “There you are,” Olivia says, jutting a pointed toe between the doors to stop them from closing. Olivia is wearing her blue
            earrings—Venetian glass, she told Jane, that her husband bought on their last trip to Italy. “Just got off the phone with
            AZ,” Olivia says, using the billionaire’s preferred moniker. “His contractor is itching to go. He thinks we’re overdue, claiming
            he broke ground on that tech campus on the peninsula in a year, his plant in Shenzhen in half the time. Let’s meet at eight
            a.m. to discuss how to appease our demanding overlord.”
         

         
         Austin Zachary’s desire to build his Hawaiian eco-resort in record time is not news. His budget is massive, but his patience is miniscule. No matter how fast the firm can move, they’re at the mercy of the permitting offices. 

         
         “We’re making phenomenal progress,” Jane says, playing her part, feeding her supervisor the words to parrot. In these months
            on the Zachary project, Jane moved from drafting to assisting with permits.
         

         
         Though phenomenal is an overstatement. Hawai‘i officials have buried them in paperwork. Once they pass one hurdle, two others appear. Meanwhile,
            Zachary hired his preferred contractor, who’s already on-site. The man’s practically on an extended tropical vacation funded
            by Zachary as they wait, and that’s pissing Zachary off. Jane and her colleagues will join them later this week for a site
            visit and work retreat.
         

         
         “I’m flying out early,” Jane reminds Olivia. “I’ll check in tomorrow after I land.”

         
         The elevator starts to beep, but Olivia doesn’t seem to notice. She’s tapping into her phone, probably drafting an email in
            all caps.
         

         
         “Oh?” Olivia says after the message is sent. “A little vacation?”

         
         Olivia’s tone conveys disappointment, as if Jane’s personal leave is inconvenient in light of their demanding client. “I need
            to tend to my parents’ estate.”
         

         
         Vague, if specific enough. Also, half true. She recently sold her parents’ lot and now must deal with a pesky blight complaint.

         
         “That doesn’t sound like any fun.” Olivia winks, turning on her heel. “Well, see you in paradise.”

         
         

         The California coast disappears beneath Jane as the plane gains altitude. And then: ocean. Hours of water. “Are we expecting
            any turbulence?” Jane asks the flight attendant, pushing through the cabin with snacks.
         

         
         “Smooth ride.” The woman beams. “Couldn’t be better.”

         
         Jane funnels her anxiety over her homecoming into plans and problems to solve. She’s allocated three days to wrap up her personal business. Enough time to visit the site of her childhood home, then numb herself in the hotel, chosen for its tsunami-resilient foundation, its availability of a top-floor room. Perhaps she’ll fall apart, as she did after Kenji’s departure, when Donnie appeared too often with an infant strapped to her chest, stocking the refrigerator with meals and the bathroom cabinet with herbal salves. Jane hopes, instead, that it will be relatively painless, as when she released her parents’ lot, signed the bill of sale with a San Francisco notary. She anticipated renewed grief, but after Kenji, her attachment to an empty lot struck her as romantic and impractical. 

         
         Now blight has caught up with her. Last week, her lawyer forwarded a complaint from a neighbor. Jane challenged: Wasn’t it
            now the responsibility of the new owner? The lot had been vacant, probably choked with weeds. Based on timing and fine print,
            however, Jane must clear the lot before the developer steps in. It strikes her as petty, almost disrespectful, that her last
            engagement with her parents’ lot will be concerned with, of all things, trash.
         

         
         All she knows of this new owner is the name, WMW Properties, based in Hilo. They purchased Jane’s lot along with other vacant
            properties on the block. Jane didn’t want any other details. Already it stunk of greed, some conglomerate snapping up properties
            to overdevelop or turn a quick profit.
         

         
         The eastern coast of Hawai‘i island appears in her window after five hours in flight. The crescent bay the hue of midnight.
            A new breakwater forms a line that runs from a clump of hotels, taller and shinier than those of Jane’s childhood, all the
            way to the downtown, still quaint with buildings no taller than two stories. From the air, patches of parking lots and green
            fields, arched bridges over gulches and rivers. The ocean lapping against the volcanic shore.
         

         
         Not a wasteland, as she imagined. Instead, abundance. She remembers now how you could throw a half-eaten fruit out a window.
            In a month, the earth returned a tree.
         

         
         The airport is modest. Passengers depart on the tarmac and walk to the open-air baggage claim. A design flaw, Jane thinks, for the rainiest city in the country. The bag belts turn with children’s car seats, aloha-print luggage sets, cardboard boxes bound with rope. Jane’s armpits drip in the humidity. She pulls off her sweater and socks. 

         
         As she waits in the rental car line, familiarity pings in her body, pistons in a cold engine. Her parents drove her to this
            airport the day she left for college. Here, she returned each summer laden with her luggage, a snobby, ungrateful thing waiting
            curbside for her parents. Even now, she believes they should be here.
         

         
         Behind her, a cell phone chirps, and a man answers. “Yeah, Pops,” he says, “just landed at Lyman. Be there in an hour.” Another
            local child returned. He gets no airport pickup, either, but his father is alive.
         

         
         Lyman. That’s what her parents called the Hilo airport. In the fifth grade, when it was renamed the Hilo International Airport,
            Jane interviewed her father for a school report. His knowledge surprised her, given that the only things he seemed to love
            were fishing and his family. The airport had been built first with prison labor and later expanded during the Great Depression
            under the Works Progress Administration. After the Pearl Harbor bombing, with the territory under martial law, the airport
            took on the name of the first US general of Hawaiian descent, Albert Kuali‘i Brickwood Lyman, and housed a fighter squadron.
            Jane had asked her father to spell s-q-u-a-d-r-o-n, and copied the word neatly into her notebook.
         

         
         Structures are portals through time. She has not even left the airport and already aching fills her body. She misses her father.
            And her mother. By the time she approaches the rental car counter, the young man asks, “You okay?”
         

         
         Jane blinks, wipes her dripping nose, and tells him she wants a sedan. Only a Hummer or Kia Sedona remain. She can’t imagine
            barreling through the streets in a huge SUV, as if she was with the National Guard post-disaster. “Fine. I’ll take the minivan.”
         

         
         The young man drops the keys on her license and rental contract. He holds eye contact too long. Her feelings are leaking out of her, though he does not squirm with discomfort. She’d found freedom in the cool disinterest of strangers, but here that old warmth, too often co-opted for tourism, welcomes her as a friend. “First time back?” 

         
         Jane’s license is from California. Her face, another mixed-race kid from anywhere. And yet he understands. “It’s obvious?”

         
         Perhaps it’s longing he sees, a worthless emotion. “Welcome home, Jane,” he says, and she snatches the keys.

         
         This is not home anymore, Jane reminds herself. She needs directions to her hotel and retrieves her phone from her purse.
            Notifications received during her flight flood the screen. Olivia sent six texts, four emails, and two voicemails. Stunned,
            Jane listens to the most recent.
         

         
         “Jane, we have a crisis. There was a landslide early this morning that started on the Zachary site. Hard to discern what’s
            going on, but early reports are blaming AZ’s contractor for illegal grading. They claim he got impatient waiting for permits.”
         

         
         Olivia yelps, as if scalded by boiling water. Jane pictures her supervisor, attempting calm before a small kitchen appliance.
            When Olivia returns, her voice is breathless.
         

         
         “We need you to give us a report from the ground. And call us on your way to the site. Get as far as you can, because the
            road is blocked. This is a total nightmare. There’s a wave of mud crossing the highway—”
         

         
         Jane’s hand shakes as she inserts the key into the ignition. Surprise quickens her mind, and resentment rises. As she drives,
            she leans into the wheel. The road as it arcs out of the airport. The wide highway to the shore.
         

         
         There, on the corner, the old diner. As it always was. Jane stares, disoriented. Then the light turns, and she drives on.
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Kenji

         
         The diner, where Kenji eats daily, runs on nostalgia and huge portions. After the wave, the owners replicated the former space
            with its Formica bar counter, orange bucket seats, and glass jalousies.
         

         
         “The usual?” Kenji asks Logan. The boy’s still got sleep in his eyes, toothpaste in the corner of his mouth. On his head,
            Scott’s handiwork. They’re twins with matching cuts. Kenji’s stomach protests; he’s eaten nothing but fruit and jerky for
            hours.
         

         
         Logan swivels in his chair and nods. He perks up when Charleez, with her tattooed brows, pours coffee into two cups. “I know
            what you boys want.” She winks. The usual, of course. Then she turns up the volume on the television mounted in the corner.
            “You seen this yet? The billionaire and his contractor. Caused a landslide on the highway. All the houses and cars got caught
            in the muck.”
         

         
         Kenji and Logan watch Sheryl Sisquell’s report. Austin Zachary claims he was unaware his contractor stripped vegetation from the hillside. Spring rains had soaked the slope, and now, at the start of summer, gravity did the rest. Several tons of earth slid into the neighboring plots before sunrise. 

         
         On-screen, a couple appears as if they’re painted brown, dirt dried after hours of wading through sludge. “When the dogs started
            to cry, we went outside and found them neck-deep in it,” the man says.
         

         
         A shot of the backyard shows mud oozing through a white gate, crossing the coastal highway. A slow, ceaseless creep. Too big
            to stop, too strange not to stare.
         

         
         Logan blows on his cup and says, “Dumbasses.”

         
         Charleez serves them steaming plates. A loco moco, pancakes, and oxtail soup for Kenji. Rice, smoked meat in guava preserves,
            and scrambled eggs for Logan.
         

         
         As they lift their forks, Logan’s phone trills. On its screen, Loralei. Logan hits ignore with his left hand, piercing eggs
            with a fork in his right. The phone rings again, and Logan sighs.
         

         
         Kenji holds his tongue. This is typical Loralei.

         
         “Yeah, I saw it,” Logan says into the phone. “Now?”

         
         Logan stares at the silent device. Likely, Loralei hung up in haste. Kenji doesn’t need to ask if everything is okay. If Loralei
            is calling, something, somewhere is not.
         

         
         “We got to go,” Logan says, hopping off the stool. He swallows a mound of rice and washes it down with coffee. “Aunty’s on
            her way to the landslide site with blankets and food and water. They’re setting up the gym as a shelter, but people need help
            with transport.”
         

         
         “The food just arrived.” Kenji’s body hungers not only for nourishment but pleasure. The fat of butter, the sweetness of jam.
            “Look, I know how Lei is. But you’ll be able to help more if you eat first.”
         

         
         “I’ll be able to help? You’re not coming?”
         

         
         Kenji’s mouth is full, so he shakes his head.

         
         No.

         
         He did it once for this town, and that was enough.

         
         From his pocket, Kenji fishes his keys and plops them on the counter. “Take the truck,” he says. “I’m meeting the plumber
            in two hours.”
         

         
         Logan snorts, confused. “But you always come.”

         
         “Not anymore.”

         
         Logan grabs the keys. “Un-fucking-believable.”

         
         “At least take your food,” Kenji calls after him.

         
         Logan’s boots squeak as he stomps away. It’s clear he wants to fling open the door, let the entry bell rattle in anger—but
            a line of white-haired ladies stands at the threshold. So instead, he must hold the door as they pass, each smiling in thanks.
         

         
         Kenji stuffs himself, though satisfaction eludes him since Logan’s exit. On the news, a lawyer discusses property rights.
            A representative from a local environmental organization voices concerns over reef damage. He calls it a “wave of mud.”
         

         
         This is not a wave, Kenji thinks.

         
         With Loralei, he’d been captive to the constant crisis, the glow of contributing. Loralei was fond of the words service and community and obligation. She used the Hawaiian word kuleana, a beloved word that had become a burden.
         

         
         The television screen fills with the face of Zachary, a slippery slope to Jane. She’d been proud of that project, and now
            its hubris is obvious. He can’t help but feel an imbalance has been corrected. Punishment for impatience. The inevitable consequence
            of selfishness.
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Jane

         
         Jane drives the twenty miles north to the landslide site, a route that slices through Hilo. She slows as she passes her hotel
            and its bordering park, once home to swaying palms and the large canopies of banyans. Now a field of green, pockmarked with
            adolescent trees. The past, stripped from the landscape.
         

         
         On a downtown corner, the farmers market in its old place. Jane turns on the narrow street where her mother worked at a dental
            office, now occupied by a florist. The new building has three stories, not two. Its front entrance has the same colored awning,
            a maroon the shade of a local ti leaf variety.
         

         
         She can’t reconcile how normal it all appears. Unbroken. Patched so well she could almost forget the loss.

         
         Jane loops around, a few blocks inland, to the site of her father’s one-room fishing supply shop, a cube of white single walls.
            Jane had been born in the room upstairs. Early and too fast for the hospital, her mother said. From the first moment, you were in a rush. Her father had cut the umbilical cord with a fish-and-fillet knife. My best catch, he often joked.
         

         
         But the building is gone. Longing wells in her gut.

         
         A honk unfreezes her. She throws up a hand in apology and accelerates so quickly she must slam the brakes at a stoplight.

         
         Her phone erupts, and she curses Olivia, refuses to answer. When she returns her attention to the street, a line of children
            cross, strung in pairs, bright packs bobbing on their backs. A school field trip. Kindergarten or first grade. They were born
            into this rebuilt town, and Jane envies their innocence. The light turns.
         

         
         Her parents’ lot beckons as a phantom limb. She could turn south, swing by. But not now. She needs to visit the site clearheaded.

         
         Jane continues northbound. Out of town, the road is sparsely populated, the calm coast to her right. This part of the island
            remained untouched by the wave, and the passage of time is obvious. Houses with sagging rooflines. Rusty gates. Towering forests.
         

         
         Soon she stops, queued in a line that moves by inches. Neon-orange road closure signs scream into the gray day. A truck passes
            in the opposite direction, its bed packed with people. In the driver’s seat, a familiar face. Logan, passing. Like the town,
            Logan is more apparition than real.
         

         
         Rain patters on the window, but in a minute, it’s a sheet of water, so fast and thick her windshield wipers prove inadequate.
            Advancing, Jane sees the barricade cordoning the landslide site. Police officers direct each car at the front of the line
            to turn around.
         

         
         Stuck, she returns Olivia’s call.

         
         The team must decide whether to accelerate or cancel their trip, Olivia says. Trepidation tinges her voice. “Describe the
            scene for me.” Jane hears a door slam. Olivia, hiding in her office.
         

         
         Jane won’t offer any more than she must. “I’ll take pictures.”

         
         “Is it bad?”

         
         “What do you think?” Jane asks. Her windshield fogs in the humidity. “A field of mud so high that I can’t see the other side.
            Police and news crews. A few dozen residents, wrapped in blankets.”
         

         
         “How can you tell they’re residents?”

         
         Either Olivia’s voice is getting softer, or Jane’s is growing louder. “They’re covered in muck.” Jane attempts to focus on their faces in the downpour. “And they look sad.” 

         
         “Sad?”

         
         At this moment, Jane loathes Olivia. “Wouldn’t you be sad if a contractor tempted nature and caused a landslide that ate your
            house?”
         

         
         “Jane.” She can picture Olivia, limbs rigid. “There’s no proof yet that AZ or his contractor are responsible.”

         
         Jane hangs up.

         
         The minutes pass, unmoving. She shifts into park, throws a sweater over her head, and runs to the barricade. She snaps photos
            of indistinguishable sludge and sky while officers eye her warily, as if she might breach the barrier. Switching to video,
            she pans the scene, capturing for her colleagues what she does not want to witness. Desperation, and its friend, sacrifice.
         

         
         “Hi. Can I ask you a few questions?” A figure under an umbrella. A tall blond with a microphone introduces herself as Sheryl
            Sisquell. The cameraman says his name is Manny. “Have you come to help?”
         

         
         “No, I—” Jane’s caught, wants them to go away. “I’m just here because—I work for the architecture firm that AZ Holdings hired
            to—”
         

         
         Sheryl bids Manny in for a closer shot. “This is wonderful. There’s been no statement since this morning from Austin Zachary.
            Can you comment on the—”
         

         
         “No. I’m not representing Zachary or the firm. I’m from Hilo, and I came to—”

         
         Jane stops talking; she led herself into uncomfortable territory. Sheryl presses on for quotes. “As a Hilo native, how does
            this disaster compare to the tsunami?”
         

         
         “The tsunami?” There’s no comparison. “This is a much smaller disaster. An earthquake triggered the tsunami, but this—” Rain
            clouds her vision. “I mean, this is unfortunate. These people have lost their homes.”
         

         
         “Can you confirm the contractor was grading without permits? Was this disaster man-made?”

         
         “I didn’t say that.”

         
         “Can you spell your name for me?”

         
         Honking pulls her attention to the stalled traffic. Jane’s abandoned minivan is holding up the line. “I need to go.”

         
         Jane jogs to the rental as she passes dozens stranded, wanting to apologize for this mess. Because this is somebody’s fault,
            no matter what lies the contractor, Zachary, or even her firm are willing to tell to protect themselves.
         

         
         As Jane reaches for the handle, another figure approaches. “Hey, you got room in your van?”

         
         An umbrella obscures the woman’s face. Jane can see she’s tall, draped in a black raincoat over jeans and dirty boots. She
            shifts the umbrella to her shoulder.
         

         
         Loralei.

         
         Jane says, “You again.”

         
         The last person she wants to see.

         
         Water collects on every surface of her body. Jane wants to run for shelter but forces herself to face Loralei, who asks, “What
            are you doing here?”
         

         
         Jane considers that Loralei has reconciled with Kenji. She rejects the thought, not wanting to know. “I’m here for work.”

         
         The driver behind them lays into the horn. Loralei doesn’t even flinch. “What work do you do?”

         
         “I work for the firm that’s—” Disgrace floods into the space that was once occupied by pride. “Designing the resort.”

         
         “For Zachary?” Loralei laughs her mean cackle. “Now you’re required to help. Offset a bit of the disaster your people created.”

         
         “Zachary is most definitely not my people.”

         
         “Are these your people?” Loralei gestures to the residents, a pitiful, dirty huddle. “You grew up here, same as us.”

         
         “I mean, I feel bad for them, but it’s a rental.”

         
         “You should feel bad. You see that older couple? Imagine they’re your parents. Wouldn’t you want a nice stranger to pick them
            up?” Farther away, a baby cries. “Those babies need clean clothes and diapers and a meal. You’re not going to deny babies,
            are you?”
         

         
         Jane blinks. “You just steamroll people, don’t you?”

         
         “I do the right thing. You have an opportunity to do good, unlike your employers. So, you going to help? We’ve got kūpuna and keiki who need shelter.” 

         
         Jane recoils at being bossed. First by Olivia and now Loralei. But in her gut, she knows Loralei is right. Her efforts are
            most useful here.
         

         
         “Fine.” Jane rolls open both side doors, lifts the hatch.

         
         Loralei ferries clumps of people beneath her umbrella. First the couple, Wayne and Gail, who do remind Jane of her parents.
            They’re the same age they would have been, local empty nesters. “So kind of you,” Gail says, scrambling in with her muddy
            feet.
         

         
         Wayne jokes, “Nice to meet you, neighbor!”

         
         Next, a couple with three children. The father packs the trunk with bags, wrings the blanket that had covered his family’s
            heads. The eldest girl, seven or so, barrels into the van stone-faced. Mother Amber takes the last seat, bundling twin babies
            onto her lap.
         

         
         Loralei reappears, closing doors. Jane waits on the street. From the van, the babies wail. Jane asks, “Don’t babies need to
            ride in car seats?” Jane recalls how Donnie had spent weeks researching car seat safety ratings before Henry was born.
         

         
         “Of course they do. But their seats are in a car that got buried. They can wait hours in the rain, or we can get them clothed
            and fed and then get car seats. In crisis, we don’t dally, we decide. You’re a good driver, right?” This is not a question.
            “You’re a great driver. You’re going to drive slow and safe, and deliver those families to shelter. They’re setting up cots
            in our old high school gym.”
         

         
         Loralei slams the door, sealing Jane inside. The van stinks of human discontent. “Are they okay?” Jane’s eyes lock with Amber’s
            through the rearview mirror.
         

         
         “They’re tired. And I need to change them, but I have no diapers.” Amber’s voice breaks. “Everything we have for the twins
            is at home. Their formula, their clothes, their cribs. Krystal has a school project due tomorrow, and it’s on the kitchen
            table. We have a dog. He sleeps under the house—”
         

         
         Amber’s voice breaks off, and Jane checks the rearview. The woman’s face freezes. Her stillness carries the magnitude of her love. For a dog, a home. Wayne and Gail rest supportive hands on Amber’s shoulders. Stuck in the driver’s seat, Jane’s hand finds her heart. 

         
         I’m a great driver, she repeats to herself, realizing Loralei has just given her a pep talk. Slow and safe.

         
         Jane navigates back to Hilo at a snail’s pace, worried for the babies. Once in town, she doesn’t need to consult a map. Memory
            returns with each hour, and soon she’s pulling bags out of the van at the gym. “I wish I could do more,” she says.
         

         
         Gail hugs her. “This was very helpful.”

         
         Jane is now free to go, but guilt spins in her belly. Her hotel plans—the long bath, takeout, a massage—now shame her. She
            follows the crowd and peeks into the gym.
         

         
         Loralei stands at the threshold, dispensing hugs and instructions to the displaced residents as they file through. But when
            Jane approaches, she has no greeting.
         

         
         The burnished floor is a grid of cots, already half occupied. Jane estimates that several hundred people could live here,
            though it’s no substitute for a home. The air smells of dirty socks. With no doors to lock, she wonders about privacy, intimacy,
            safety. Here, Jane’s sense of self would erode.
         

         
         Loralei studies her, and Jane says, “This is how you lived after the tsunami.”

         
         “At the time, this was one of seven shelters, each packed. We were all fighting for resources. Watch out.” Loralei gestures
            for Jane to move. A man navigates a cart piled high with donated items—clothes, towels, first aid kits—through the doorframe.
            “But this is a small disaster. Hopefully they’ll only have to stay a few days.”
         

         
         “How did you”—Jane wants to use the word survive, but with those scars, Loralei had already survived before the shelter—“manage?”
         

         
         Loralei stops to greet and direct more people. To be with Loralei, Jane realizes, is to constantly share her. Finally, Loralei
            answers. “You ever ask him that?”
         

         
         Amid this crowd, Jane’s confused. “Who?”

         
         Loralei sighs. “I can’t tell if you’re clueless or playing dumb.” She levels her with a look. “My ex-husband.”

         
         Ex-husband. So they did divorce. Information, but also an accusation. Loralei and Kenji had been here, together. Managing. Surviving.
         

         
         And Jane had not.

         
         

         The hotel room is white, save for the carpet, blue with a wave pattern. Illustrations of Hawaiian medicinal plants line the
            walls.
         

         
         On television, Sheryl Sisquell’s report includes a brief clip of Wayne and Gail describing their morning. Shots of Amber bouncing
            her baby in the rain, and the gym, fuller than it was an hour ago. According to the news, this is the first time the gym has
            housed displaced residents since the tsunami.
         

         
         Jane lets her fingers fatten under the shower’s scalding water, her body shivering after the day’s events. She wraps herself
            in luxurious layers—a fluffy robe, a plush towel around her head. Her phone rings again. She doesn’t bother with a greeting
            as Olivia’s voice pipes through the speaker.
         

         
         “I spoke to my contact. We must get ahead of this. Do not speak to the media or activists until we have a plan.” On-screen,
            aerial shots of the landslide, mud from mountain to sea. Zachary took a giant dump on her home island. “Meanwhile, we need
            you to visit the permitting office. I’m working on talking points—”
         

         
         Jane won’t listen anymore. “No.”

         
         “Excuse me?”

         
         “I’m on vacation leave, Olivia. I’ve earned this time.”

         
         “Vacation?” Olivia laughs in disbelief. “There’s a crisis, and you’re the only one close to the site. You can tack on your
            days after—”
         

         
         “This is Zachary’s doing, not mine. I need to tend to personal matters.” Jane wants to be rewarded with understanding in exchange
            for years of dependable labor. “And people lost their homes. I was just at the shelter, and—”
         

         
         “What were you doing at the shelter?”

         
         Jane wonders if Olivia would have left them in the rain. “Residents needed transport.”

         
         The pause that follows spans the duration of a commercial advertising a local credit union. Jane imagines Olivia in her long,
            flowing dress. Cappuccino in a porcelain cup, on which she taps her manicured nails. “That’s borderline inappropriate. We
            feel for the public, but our responsibility is to our client. We need everyone aligned on messaging.”
         

         
         Jane catches her reflection in the mirror. Young Jane would have envied this woman, but she doesn’t even like herself now.
            She’s complicit by association.
         

         
         “What’s inappropriate is grading without permits. Putting families at risk. This isn’t just about Zachary’s investment. Real
            people live here.”
         

         
         She holds the names of those she saw today, starting with Logan and Loralei, the people in her minivan. In another universe,
            her neighbors.
         

         
         “Jane.” Olivia’s voice softens, falsely maternal. “I can imagine that it’s a lot to take in. But we need your help. You’re
            a part of our team.”
         

         
         “If I can’t take the vacation time I’ve earned, then I’m taking unpaid leave. Effective immediately.”

         
         Another pause. “You need the approval of your supervisor. And I don’t approve.”

         
         “Then I’ll quit.”

         
         “Hold on, Jane. You need a vacation day? Granted. Shall I fly in? I can be there by tomorrow night, and we can deal with this
            together.”
         

         
         Olivia’s voice washes over Jane. She parts the curtain to find downtown glowing in early evening, the crescent bay known only
            by its absence, bleeding into the dark. There were once more lights, weren’t there?
         

         
         “I’m home.” Jane needs to taste the words. “We lost everything to the wave.”

         
         Olivia is silent. “That is very unfortunate,” she says, finally. “I’m sure another natural disaster doesn’t help matters,
            but—”
         

         
         “This wasn’t natural! Your people caused this to happen.”

         
         “Or take two days. You’re most familiar with that place, and we value your contribution to—”

         
         “Too late, Olivia. I quit.”

         
         Jane hangs up and turns off her phone. When night comes, she doesn’t even turn on the lights. She lets Sheryl’s face and the
            landslide coverage seep into the room until she grows numb to the images and falls asleep.
         

         
         

         The next morning, Jane realizes she packed poorly. Two pairs of heels, a button-down shirt, a full suit, jeans that make her
            ass look like a prize, two rayon blouses, a pashmina, and a bikini. The wardrobe for an urbanite, not for a returned child
            about to tromp around in her dead parents’ lot. The only practical item in her possession is the orange mug.
         

         
         In the hotel mart, Jane buys rubber slippers, ditching her heels. The sidewalks glisten with rain; a coquí sings its mating
            call. It smells of damp earth and salt.
         

         
         As she walks, she considers the old version of her hometown, and what dump could be large enough to hold the past. But it’s
            like asking where the bodies have gone. Perhaps her mother and father sank into the bay, and bits of them washed up every
            day. Now they are everywhere. In everything.
         

         
         The deeper inland she ventures, the more changes become apparent. One in every four lots remains vacant. Houses are small
            enough to hitch to a truck if you wanted to outrun a wave. Others loom as monsters made of cinder blocks to withstand flooding.
            And in between, nature bursts forth. Trees both wide and tall. The green of leaves so deep it evokes precious stone.
         

         
         On these streets, she and Kenji mapped their beginning. Already she’s seen Logan and Loralei. Surely, eventually, she will
            find Kenji as well. She doesn’t know what she would say to him.
         

         
         Jane arrives at the overgrown lot. She tiptoes through the weeds, waist-high, and conjures the last time she saw her parents.
            She’d planned to return for Christmas, and assumed her parents and house would remain unchanged.
         

         
         She had believed she was the only one capable of transforming, but had they lived, she likely would have found the furniture rearranged, the pantry full of unrecognizable items. Maybe a dog. 

         
         A For Sale sign peeks through the weeds. When her foot falls on the earth, she steps on metal. The additional sign, Sold. She cradles it in her palms and clears it of dirt, and swells with grief for her folks, for the house they raised her in.
            So many times she’s drawn her family home. Now it lives on only in her sketchbook.
         

         
         “Janie girl, that you?”

         
         On the sidewalk, a woman approaches. She’s a vision in green: fluorescent leggings, a windbreaker. On her arm, gold bracelets
            jangle as she waves.
         

         
         “Aunty Maile?”

         
         “My god.” Her old neighbor pulls her into a hug. “It is you! I keep telling Wally-Jun, I wonder when that girl will come home.”
         

         
         Jane’s head spins. Between her parents’ lot and Maile’s, two houses had stood. They’re both gone. Maile must have watched
            Jane arrive from her kitchen window.
         

         
         “Wally-Jun?” Jane says.

         
         “Oh, he doesn’t live here, girlie. He’s got a condo closer to the restaurant. Come, let’s catch up.”

         
         Maile grabs Jane’s hands, and the Sold sign drops between them. Maile looks skyward and says, “Bernie”—Jane’s breath catches at her mother’s name—“your girl is
            home at last.”
         

         
         

         Jane trips on the front lānai, not expecting the additional two steps. “You made it higher?” she asks.

         
         “Every bit counts. A little taller, a little stronger.” Jane sees concrete in place of wood. In the walls, she imagines rods
            of steel. The paint, previously white, now a cool hue. Double-paned windows instead of the old jalousies. An air conditioner
            hums. At the threshold, Maile stops and points to Jane’s slippers. “You know the rules.” Of course. She must remove her shoes
            before entering.
         

         
         Inside, the whiff of tannins from new leather. A flat-screen TV tuned to a cooking show, an elliptical machine resting between two recliners. Last they met, Maile peppered Jane with questions over her nascent love affair with Kenji. Jane had squirmed with the intimacy, this aunty in her business. 

         
         “Look who’s home, Walter,” Maile says to the air, and Jane whips around in the hallway, her gaze landing on an altar. A photo
            of Maile’s dead husband. Something recoils in Jane. It feels wrong. He’s too young. Incense permeates the air.
         

         
         Maile bustles around in the kitchen. “Have a seat, girlie. I made butter mochi.”

         
         Jane sits at the round table, and three plates instantly appear. The oven door opens and closes. The room fills with sweetness.
            As Maile cuts the dessert, Jane’s attention shifts. A mounted marlin. This had hung in the old restaurant. “How did that survive?”
         

         
         “Remember? Walter and your dad got that big catch down south. Oh, he never let me hear the end of that. Fourteen and a half
            feet long, weighing—”
         

         
         Jane’s heart lightens with the memory. “One thousand thirty-eight pounds. Took Dad and Uncle Wally—”

         
         “Two hours to pull it into the boat. I said, ‘Hon, your back’s never been the same.’ And he said no matter. It was his triumph. And every day I wanted to throw the ugly thing out.” Jane laughs. Her mother hated it too. “The first one washed away. Stupid
            man probably held on to it when the wave came, as if it could save him. Walter’s laughing from heaven, because here I got
            another one.” Maile caresses her cheek, then fills each plate with square slivers of mochi. “Good to see you smile, girlie.”
         

         
         Jane nods to the extra setting, the empty chair. “Wally-Jun joining us?”

         
         “Oh no, girlie. He never comes this early.”

         
         “Is there someone else who lives here?”

         
         Maile gives her the side-eye, a half grin. “No. But I have a gentleman caller.”

         
         “Aunty!”

         
         “What? My husband is dead, and I’m retired. I need occupation.”

         
         Jane laughs. She loves this woman whose feet are planted in both past and present. She gestures to the plate. “Who’s that
            for?”
         

         
         “Your parents, of course! They don’t have bodies, so they can share a plate.”

         
         “Right.” She’s been gone so long she’s forgotten such offerings are commonplace. People serve the dead. Families hold potlucks
            at gravesites and bring home plates from family gatherings to set on a home altar.
         

         
         “You see that lot next door?” In the morning light, it’s a rectangular plot of earth. A clean slate. “That’s what your lot
            used to look like. Kenji Lee would clear his parents’ lot, then come over and clean yours too. I was envious, because your
            lots looked so good. As if someone cared.”
         

         
         Jane’s not sure she heard correctly. “Did you say Kenji?”

         
         “Have you seen him yet? Since he moved out of Loralei’s, he’s turned into a mountain man. Hair everywhere. Could be his father.”

         
         But Kenji’s father left decades ago. “You mean his uncle. Roy.”

         
         “No, girlie. His father, Kawika. I didn’t see the resemblance when he was a boy. Now it’s uncanny.”

         
         Jane recalls that first morning with Kenji, how her mother had been waiting on the stoop: Kenji Lee, huh? her mother said. His father was rough. “You knew him?”
         

         
         “Oh, we adored Kawika Lee. So handsome. Poor Roy, so plain in comparison. We wanted to grab Kawika’s heart, then Keiko came
            along. He gave her a nickname, Kiki, and that was it. She was his, he was hers. We were jealous. But when he became a father,
            he became his father, who was a real bastard. After they buried that old man, I don’t think anyone bothered to visit him. Not even good
            boy Roy.” Maile bites the soft dough, waits for Jane to do the same. “Good to watch Kenji with that boy. Not like his father
            or grandfather at all.”
         

         
         “Logan,” Jane says now.

         
         “Yeah, Logan.” The other woman watches Jane chew. “Wally-Jun said you were never coming back. I always believed you would. There’s something about this place. We could’ve taken the insurance money and rebuilt elsewhere, but I didn’t want to leave. We built that ‘ohana unit in the back, too, and one day I’ll live there. Anyway, glad you’ll clean that mess up. Not to offend you, but it’s blight. We’re neighbors and need to—” 

         
         Fucking blight. Such a specific word. Too formal.

         
         “Aunty, hold on. Did you file the blight complaint against me?”

         
         “Of course I did. We’re making the neighborhood nice, and look at your place, full of trash.” Maile points to the overgrown
            lot. “Don’t be mad, Janie girl. We’re making our town better. People come from outside, build monster houses no one can afford,
            and these streets—”
         

         
         The events of the past twenty-four hours accumulate—landing at Lyman, the landslide. Loralei. The families in the shelter.
            Olivia. The mochi that will rot. The wave caused injury, but this is an insult.
         

         
         “I can’t believe you did that. You talk about the connection between our families, when all you really care about is whether
            I cut the fucking weeds.”
         

         
         Maile’s face hardens, and she wags her chin at Jane. “Whoa, girlie, watch your tone with me.”

         
         Jane’s been eager to catch up and bask in this parental surrogacy. Now the empty lot beckons as an eyesore. A broken heart.
            What is a house but a shelter for a family? What is a body but a shelter for life?
         

         
         “I’ll clear the blight,” she snaps. “After that, there’s nothing left for me here.”

         
         Jane wants to hold the anger, a more familiar emotion. She palms her scalp, tugs at her short hair.

         
         “Don’t do that, Janie.” Maile pulls Jane’s trembling hands into her own, moist and firm. “How can you say there’s nothing
            left?” Jane’s eyes meet hers, confused. “There’s you.”
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Kenji

         
         Walmart, 11 p.m. Kenji arrives at this hour when the town is mostly asleep. He does not have to worry about facing his neighbors.
            The store provides the ease of sameness with its concrete floors and fluorescent lighting. He fills his cart with items for
            his house—a shower curtain, a toothbrush holder, a toilet paper dispenser.
         

         
         He coasts past quarts of motor oil, pastel arrays of paint swatches, and fat quarters of quilting fabric. Half looking, he
            enjoys the solitude of being alone in public. He swings the cart around a corner. Halts.
         

         
         Jane.

         
         Her neck cranes to view the string trimmer display. A T-shirt falls off one shoulder, baring her tattoo. Her cut-off shorts
            reveal her legs, exposing the other. Besides these additions, she resembles the girl who first climbed into Kenji’s car eight
            years ago, not the woman he left in Oakland last year.
         

         
         Kenji watches her lips move, a tic she has when reading. He imagines her deciphering the phrases anti-vibration technology, bump feed systems, shaft adjustability. How many times has he imagined this collision? Thousands, at least. The inevitability of two local children meeting again
            in their hometown once reassured him, but that was before California. Tonight, her presence rankles him, another burden in
            an endless week.
         

         
         He backs out of the aisle and his cart collides with another. A kid with noise-canceling earphones says, “Watch out, mister.”

         
         “Sorry,” Kenji says, no louder than a whisper. He needs the boy to move, so he can.

         
         “What?” The kid tugs a muff from one ear.

         
         “So-rry,” Kenji repeats. “Can I—” He pushes the cart forward, as if his intent wasn’t obvious.

         
         “Kenji?” Jane, calling him. Caught. When he turns, she confuses him. She smiles. “Hey.”

         
         He doesn’t return the gesture. “So, you’re back.”

         
         “Loralei didn’t tell you?”

         
         He saw Loralei briefly when he fetched Logan. They exchanged a bare minimum of information. Even if they were on better terms,
            though, Loralei wouldn’t have mentioned it. She’d rather he be caught unawares.
         

         
         Jane steps closer, and he can sense her taking him in. The new cut, the plaid shirt, the contents of his cart. Between them,
            that old electrical current he now registers as a hazard.
         

         
         “Aunty Maile said you cleared my parents’ lot. You never told me,” she says.

         
         For too long, he’d been willing to give without recognition or recompense. Now that devotion seems pathetic. “That was a long
            time ago.”
         

         
         “Well, Maile’s reported me for blight.” Her laugh nervous. Unsure. Unlike Jane.

         
         His first instinct is to help, but he squashes it. “Good luck with that.” He glances over his shoulder, backing into the main
            aisle.
         

         
         “Wait, I—” The cart resists. It’s Jane, threading her fingers over its edge and holding him there. “I’m starting to understand.”

         
         “Understand what?”

         
         “What you did. This town. It’s amazing. In some places you can’t tell.”

         
         He pulls his cart out of her grasp. “How could you understand?”

         
         Her face falls. “You don’t have to be mean.”

         
         “Fact is, you did nothing, Janie. Besides, I don’t have to be nice.” That was the old Kenji, the one who loved Jane.

         
         “Fine.” She holds up her hands; she won’t ask for his attention any longer. “I’ll get my trimmer and get out of your way.”

         
         Jane bundles a long and narrow box onto her body and tips it into her cart. He should extricate himself. It’s bad enough that
            she’s here, but apparently she’s delusional too. “Don’t tell me you’re going to use a twenty-seven-dollar trimmer.”
         

         
         “It’s twenty-seven dollars and eighty-eight cents.” Doubt crosses her features—the downturn of her mouth, the stitched brow.
            “What would you recommend?”
         

         
         He takes the box out of her cart and puts it back on the shelf. “This is for edging flower beds. It won’t clear years of neglect.”
            At a glass case, he pushes a button that will call an employee.
         

         
         Jane peers at the locked trimmers. “People steal these things?” She taps the glass. “Jesus, it’s three hundred dollars.”

         
         “And you need gas. Plus, a lot of string. More than you think.”

         
         An employee arrives. The other man lifts his chin, a question. Kenji nods. The case opens.

         
         “You’re welcome.” Kenji drops the box into Jane’s cart. “You really need a brush mower. You should hire a work crew. That’s
            what you do, right? Let other people handle things for you?”
         

         
         “If you’re referring to the fact that I hired a lawyer to settle my parents’ estate, that’s done. But I’m here now, and I
            want to do this. If you did it, I can too.”
         

         
         No way she can do this. “It’s too little, too late, Janie. In the end, you’re going back to your real life. I’m telling you,
            whatever you do won’t make a difference. Hire someone and move on. It’s too big a job for you.”
         

         
         Jane squares her shoulders. “I’m doing this.”

         
         “Fine. Try.” He’d bet money on her losing steam after a few hours. “Do you have work gloves? You’ll tear up your hands.”

         
         He can hear a rumble in her throat. She crosses her arms over her chest. “I can tell you’re enjoying this. You, Big Man. Me,
            Little Lady.”
         

         
         Of course he enjoys this. Pain via pettiness. This is his town, and she’s the interloper.

         
         “Please. Women rebuilt half this town. But they were tough. They faced the mess and stayed.”

         
         “So this isn’t about my parents’ lot. Shall we—”

         
         “And don’t forget the latex gloves for the fecal matter.”

         
         “Come again?”

         
         “Shit, Jane. And I’m not talking about dogs. You need garbage bags. Contractor-grade. And a truck to haul that green waste to the
            dump.”
         

         
         He swings his cart around. Out, for real this time. He’s done enough entangling himself with Jane for a lifetime. But she
            calls after him.
         

         
         “Kenji, wait. After I clean the lot, can we talk? The longer I’m here, the more I feel as if I owe you.”

         
         “You don’t owe me anything.”

         
         “Gratitude. That’s what I mean. I’d like to be friends.”

         
         Impossible. “I’m busy with the exhibit.”

         
         “Is it done? I’d love to come.”

         
         In Oakland, they’d discussed the exhibit many times. Now he wants to wash her out of its creation, so he doesn’t have to remember.
            She waits, her face expectant. She is, he can’t deny, a child of Hilo.
         

         
         “Doors open to the public Friday. I can’t stop you if you want to come.”

         
         “Friday? I’m supposed to be on a plane, but—”

         
         Jane, always ready with an excuse. A more important elsewhere. In this unforgiving lighting, he sees she’s a slight thing.
            Not particularly arresting. As ordinary as the store. Kenji doesn’t understand how he’s wasted so many years.
         

         
         “No worries.” He moves on, calling over his shoulder, “It’ll be like you were never here.”
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Jane

         
         Before sunrise, the halo of the full moon hovers as Jane glides through the streets in the minivan. The full—hoku—moon, her
            grandmother once told her, was distinguished in the Hawaiian lunar calendar by its setting. If the moon set before sunrise,
            it was called the hoku palemo. The moon that sinks away. If it set after sunrise, as this morning, the hoku ili. The moon
            stranded between night and day.
         

         
         She watches the satellite disappear in the brightening sky as she parks beside her parents’ lot. The coquí song dims as the
            roosters wail, like every morning of her childhood. Maile’s dark living room window brightens as she pulls open her blinds.
         

         
         Jane feels as heavy as her steel-toe work boots, as stiff as the industrial pants that bend like cardboard at the knee. Her
            Walmart ensemble is complete with a sports bra, a moisture-wicking long sleeve shirt with the crisp fold line from the factory
            dividing her in half. She’s ready to work.
         

         
         Discomfort churns in her chest, though. Not discomfort; loneliness. She reaches for her phone. It’s midmorning in California.
            Donnie picks up.
         

         
         “Good morning.” Jane injects cheer into her voice.

         
         “Thanks for calling, babe,” Donnie says. “Been meaning to check in.”

         
         On the other end, a microwave beeps and a baby whimpers. “We’ve been up since five a.m. I can’t figure out what’s bothering
            Henry, and I’ve got a big meeting in a few hours. Anyway, how’s it going? Catch me up.”
         

         
         Jane tries to stay upbeat, speeding through her news, attempting an objective tone: the landslide, quitting her job, Kenji
            at Walmart.
         

         
         Apart, she’s confident their failure was his fault. But here, she’s confused. “He still blames me for not coming back after
            the wave.” His words continue to sting. You did nothing. And now, on the precipice of action, whatever she does won’t matter. “He implied I can’t follow through. I just run away.”
         

         
         On Donnie’s end, a bag zippering shut. The jangle of keys. “Yup, you’re a runner.” Donnie’s voice shifts to a softer tone.
            “Henry, love, please pick that up.”
         

         
         “That’s what you think?”

         
         “Well, you didn’t go home after the tsunami. And you’re only there now because of work.”

         
         “If you were listening, you’d know I was no longer employed.”

         
         “I am listening.” Donnie covers the phone and speaks to Henry before returning to Jane. “You’ll find another job when you’re
            back. Henry, only one toy.”
         

         
         “So you’re saying Kenji’s right?”

         
         Henry wails. From Donnie, an audible yawn. “Is Kenji right? I don’t know, but there’s a pattern. That man has loved you in
            three cities, and yet you leave him, one way or another.”
         

         
         “I leave him?” Jane says. “He left me in Honolulu.”

         
         “Wasn’t his uncle dying? And didn’t he ask you to come?”

         
         “He lied to me in Oakland.”

         
         “Yes, but—” On Donnie’s end, a door slamming into a frame. “You’re the one who went to see your colleague.”

         
         Harmon. “You and I both know nothing happened.”

         
         After an awkward pint with Harmon, she appeared on Donnie’s stoop. She’d tried to call Kenji and received no answer. Jane spent the night rocking Henry, her punishment for waking the baby. Once she placed the baby in his bassinet, she clawed at her scalp until it bled, convinced Kenji had left with his family. 

         
         Donnie says, “But Kenji doesn’t know that.”

         
         “Why would he care?” Jane says. “He hates me.”

         
         “Wasn’t that the point?”

         
         Was that the point? At the time, Jane only wanted to let him believe whatever he wanted, hurt him as she had been. Yet finding
            him in her apartment had been a gut punch. A whirlpool of relief and guilt and shame ensued, churning her stomach until it
            emptied.
         

         
         “What’s wrong?” Donnie’s voice is soft and kind.

         
         Everything is wrong. She called for support and Donnie sides with Kenji instead. But Donnie’s not talking to her at all.

         
         “Oh no, oh no, oh no. Baby, don’t step in it. Mommy will clean you up.” Donnie sighs. “Henry’s sick. I’ll call you later,
            ’kay?”
         

         
         The line goes dead.

         
         

         The trimmer is as loud as a bullhorn. If she doesn’t hold it steady, it might leap into life on its own. In an hour, she takes
            a break, bundling clippings, plastic bottles, several dead mice, and the broken shards of liquor bottles into a bag. She touches
            her face, fingers vibrating. Her reflection in the van’s mirror includes a half dozen scratches from airborne clippings.
         

         
         Jane inspects her progress and does the math. At this rate, she’ll clear one-sixth of the lot before her plane departs. She
            has an impulse to forfeit her efforts; only Kenji’s judgment compels her to continue. It is, as he said, too little too late.
            But it’s something. The contraption sputters, and the string breaks on a woody stem. In her peripheral vision, a man approaches.
         

         
         “Stop, stop!”

         
         She wipes the fog from her goggles. “Wally-Jun?”

         
         Jet-black hair, that mole on his cheek, medium height and build. Time has taken her old friend and stretched him into this man. He kisses her cheek. “Welcome home, Janie.” 

         
         Even more than Maile’s arrival yesterday, this kindness pokes at her insides. On this street, they’d learned to ride bikes
            together. Their parents had packed their respective cars with college-bound luggage. They’re not strangers, but kin.
         

         
         During their last conversation after the wave, they argued, or rather, she screamed at Wally-Jun because his mother was alive
            and her parents were gone. She cringes at her old envy. She should have been happy for Wally-Jun, for Maile’s life, more understanding
            that he’d lost his father too.
         

         
         Wally-Jun says, “You’re making a racket.”

         
         She sinks into childish cattiness. “Your mom reported me for blight, so I have to clean this up. The stupid new owners should
            do it themselves.”
         

         
         “The stupid new owners?”

         
         “A developer in town. I let my lawyer handle it, but this apparently falls to me.”

         
         His grin, cocky. Amusing her. Same old Wally-Jun. “Sure.”

         
         Still, his face anchors her in the way she’d hoped Donnie’s voice would. In his lenses, glare from the midmorning sun. “I
            can’t believe you’re still wearing those fake glasses,” she teases.
         

         
         “I’m nearsighted, Janie.”

         
         “Since when?”

         
         “Since college.”

         
         She laughs at herself. Another thing she got wrong. “What are you doing here so early?”

         
         “Tending to paperwork for Mom.”

         
         And now here’s Maile, walking toward them, embracing Jane. Their company makes her self-conscious, aware of her sweaty body
            in her Walmart getup.
         

         
         They inspect her progress. Besides a cleared patch, it remains a jungle of weeds and trees and trash. “You need a brush mower,”
            Wally-Jun says. This agitates her. Kenji said the same thing.
         

         
         “Plus, a saw for those trees. The octopus tree’s twice your size. You’ve got kiawe and guava volunteers too,” Maile adds. “Tell you what, let me call a guy.” 

         
         Wally-Jun raises his eyebrows, and Jane recognizes the gesture. A grown man annoyed with his mother. “Her new man,” he explains.
            “He comes over and cleans our yard way too often.”
         

         
         Maile says to Jane, “Wally-Jun doesn’t like him.”

         
         “I never said that,” Wally-Jun counters. “He’s just different from Dad.”

         
         Jane says, “Aunty, I need to do this—”

         
         “It’s no problem, girlie. We’re retired. Bored out of our minds.” Maile dials.

         
         “Stop, Aunty.” Between them, ringing. Maile’s plan is better than hers, but this is Jane’s dirty work.

         
         Maile says, “You need the right tools.”

         
         Jane says, “Everyone in this town helped. I need to contribute.”

         
         Through Maile’s phone, a man says “Hello?” And “Sweetheart?”

         
         She continues, “I sold the lot. I’m taking the money and leaving forever. Let me do this now.”

         
         “Call you back,” Maile tells the man. Then to Jane, “Your parents knew you loved them. You don’t have to—”

         
         “But I do. Aunty, that’s what I’m trying to say. I have to do this.”

         
         Salt burns the scratches on Jane’s face. Maile pulls Jane into her chest, but Jane resists. Maile is not her mother. For too
            many years, she’s accepted the care of others—Donnie and Kenji. Exhausted them with her brokenness. One loves her from a distance.
            The other hates her up close.
         

         
         Maile holds tight. “Girlie, listen. That wave took Bernie and Brian and made you an orphan. You might think you have to do
            everything yourself, but you don’t. Not here.” She senses Wally-Jun’s gaze, and it embarrasses her. “This town is the result
            of the work of many people over many years. Helping is doing the right thing, and so is accepting help. Let us help you today,
            okay? Say yes.”
         

         
         The woman’s purpose envelops her. “Yes,” Jane says.

         
         Soon Maile’s new man, Reggie, cuts the engine of his truck curbside. Reggie and Wally-Jun roll a brush mower to the sidewalk. Reggie lifts two items out of the bed, a pole saw and a chain saw. Wally-Jun distributes face shields. Maile reemerges garbed in a straw hat, palaka shirt, jeans tucked into rubber boots. She reminds Jane of the old-timers who worked the plantations. For many families who were not native, the sugar and pineapple plantations were where their history in Hawai‘i began. 

         
         Reggie parts the grass with his mower, Wally-Jun slices limbs off the octopus tree with the saw, Maile squats in the grass
            to trim the edges missed by the mower, and Jane swells with gratitude. Until today, these skills struck her as small and unimportant.
            Once, she’d watered her mother’s orchids, baited her father’s fishing hooks. As she’d grown up, her mother tried to teach
            her to grow a pineapple from a crown, and her father, how to scale a fish. Jane wanted only her pencils, notebooks, atlases.
            She wanted to draw her way out of town.
         

         
         She sees now that this labor is a type of love, and her neighbors are better at it than she. Jane hurries behind them, sweeping
            up clippings and trash. A few more dead animals. And as Kenji said, shit. Dried turds she clutches with her gloved hands.
            She bends for hundreds of water bottles, thousands of plastic caps.
         

         
         Within hours, green waste towers in Reggie’s truck bed, ready to be hauled away. Jane packs the trash into the minivan. After
            Jane slams the doors, she turns to find Wally-Jun holding out the orange mug, heavy with water and clinking with ice.
         

         
         “My savior.” Jane pours freezing liquid down her scalp and neck. Wally-Jun’s jeans are red from dirt, his T-shirt sweat-soaked
            from shoulder to sternum. “You didn’t have to do this, Wally-Jun. I’m grateful.”
         

         
         They admire their work in silence. Her feet ache in her boots, her shoulders and neck burn from the work and the sun. She
            could crawl into the cab and fall asleep in the driver’s seat.
         

         
         “No one calls me Wally-Jun anymore.”

         
         “What do you go by now?”

         
         “Well, Janie,” he says, “I’m Walter.”

         
         Of course. In the wake of Walter Sr.’s death, Wally-Jun is no more.

         
         In her body, the warmth of affection and the chill of grief. She could not wait to become an adult, and she mourns that wasted
            time. “Since when did we become grown-ups?”
         

         
         His smile is a line cast into her sadness. “The moment of impact.”

         
         They’d been thrust into adulthood prematurely. “After the wave, I drew the house over and over. I tried to imagine a safer
            structure that would save them. Higher stilts, stronger materials. But also, a house that would make them happy. A skylight,
            as I promised my mother. I thought the house was a burden, that it would tie me here forever. It turns out, I loved it.” She’s
            been childish, thinking love was supposed to be effortless, but now she understands that love is attendance, revision, and
            sweat. “It felt like my folks were with us today.”
         

         
         Wally-Jun says, “They’d be proud of you.”

         
         “That doesn’t make me feel any better.”

         
         “It should,” he says. “You should come by the restaurant.”

         
         “That might make me even more sad. And I’m flying out in the morning.”

         
         He sighs, as if she is an exasperating creature. “Janie Ito, always out of my grasp.”

         
         “Walter, who’s always been my friend anyway.” Jane pulls him in so tight their ribs touch. She wishes she were larger so that
            she might envelop him in a hug like her father’s. The man never said I love you, but she knew. “I can’t thank you enough.”
         

         
         One more memory in a lifetime of memories. Family. She finishes her water and places the orange mug on the cleared lot.

         
         Home, where it belongs.
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Kenji

         
         The aloha shirt is a moss-hued linen, printed with abstract botanicals in a bright mustard. It arrived earlier with a note
            from Eli, congratulations and a wish for luck. The exhibit opens tonight.
         

         
         Kenji pulls the shirt over dark denim, and in the small mirror fixed to the bathroom wall with painter’s tape, his dark skin
            glows against the stiff fabric. A man of his father’s or uncle’s generation would have appreciated such a shirt—the loud colors,
            the bold pattern—now updated with a slimmer fit and a full button placket. The gift must have cost his friend, and Kenji’s
            humbled by the kindness.
         

         
         Tonight, his neighbors will shake his hand and take pictures. So many pictures. They will mingle among their collective story
            and assess his judgment. He had thousands of options in curating this exhibit, and he can imagine the inquisition—why he chose
            to include one piece and failed to include another. He’d operated on instinct, a desire to tell their story as he saw it.
            But since California, he doesn’t trust himself. His certainty has led him astray.
         

         
         Outside, tires on gravel. Loralei never lingers. Tonight, however, she cuts the engine. Strange. One door slams, then another.

         
         Kenji opens the front door to find Loralei in a dress, yellow as ‘ilima flowers. She’s bare-shouldered, skin gleaming. “You
            look wonderful, Lei.”
         

         
         Loralei’s fingers reach over the threshold and touch his neck. “You missed a spot.”

         
         Correction, not intimacy. Kenji wipes the excess shaving cream with the towel slung over his shoulder.

         
         She points to the back of the property. “Logan’s turning the compost heap.”

         
         Kenji says, “I don’t have a compost heap.”

         
         “Well.” Amusement covers her face. Truly, she’s radiant tonight. “He wanted to give us a minute.”

         
         He would invite her inside but there’s no place to sit. He leans against the frame, wanting to siphon her courage. “Tonight,
            I wish I was more like you. Fearless with people. Any tips?”
         

         
         Loralei folds down his collar, approving of the shirt. “Be yourself. That’s more than enough.”

         
         When has being himself ever been enough? “People might say I chose the wrong things. I wasn’t here at impact, so maybe I don’t
            have the right to—”
         

         
         Loralei raises her hand. Enough. “Too late for that kind of doubt. You did your best, and your work is one part of the larger
            story of what happened here. You don’t have to please everybody, Ken. That’s your weakness. You’re too nice.”
         

         
         Too nice. A welcome revision from her previous insults. He realizes then that he’s missed her. Her fierce loyalty. She says,
            “I’ve asked Wyatt to come.”
         

         
         Ah, so this is what she wanted to tell him. Her new man at her ex-husband’s exhibit. “Did you worry I’d have a problem with
            that?”
         

         
         With Loralei, he’d never been jealous, and she knows it. “You’re the one who wanted the divorce, right?”

         
         “Lei—”

         
         “I want to thank you, because I wouldn’t have done it. I was stuck in the past. We weren’t well. Maybe that contributed to Logan’s problems.” He has the urge to laugh. Logan could brew plenty trouble without their help. “It’s better this way. We’re good. The world’s good.” 

         
         Yes. The world’s good.

         
         “Did Loralei Gonsalves just admit she was wrong?”

         
         She pushes his shoulder. “Shut up. I’m never wrong.”

         
         “Does Wyatt understand that he’s got his hands full?”

         
         “More than you think. We’re pregnant.” Her face erupts into a grin.

         
         “Lei!”

         
         “Soon I won’t be able to hide it, and I wanted you to hear it from me.”

         
         “I’m so excited for you.” He steps forward to hug her, and she allows it. “Wait, Logan says Wyatt lives on Maui.”

         
         “And I’m moving to Maui! Lots of changes. Logan’s been bugging me to tell you. A year ago, he couldn’t stand to be with us
            and now he’s fretting over being pried from the nest. For once, I know Logan’s going to be fine.”
         

         
         “I’m always here to help you both. While you’re here . . .” Kenji touches a nearby box stacked with items. “I bought these
            for the landslide victims. Let me load them for you.”
         

         
         The pile contains new socks and underwear in every size. He bought these at Walmart after Jane pissed him off. “Most of them
            are staying in hotels now, but I’ll pass on the donation.” Loralei watches him haul the box. “Proof that you remember life
            in the shelter. Everyone wants to bring water or sundries, but these were gold.”
         

         
         “I fought with Justin for the last package of clean underwear. He won.”

         
         They both laugh. It’s been so long since there’s been any lightness between them. “I bet you let him win.”

         
         At this precipice, only the fond memories remain. Loralei settles in the driver’s seat, and he kisses her cheek. “Remember,”
            she says, “tonight the room will be full of people who love you.”
         

         
         For years he wanted to escape their marriage and now understands Loralei might be his dearest friend.

         
         “Thank you,” he says, “for everything.”

         
         

         In Loralei’s wake, Logan materializes. The boy’s formally dressed in black slacks and a blue aloha shirt, and his dress shoes reflect the porch light’s glare. Logan’s real father had taught him to press his clothes crisp and to buff his shoes with a brush—every Sunday, Logan said. This dead man’s boy, growing into a young man with an Adam’s apple bobbing in his throat. A tidy beard along his jaw. 

         
         “You clean up nice, Lo.” Kenji pokes at the stiff hair. “Pomade too?”

         
         “Don’t mess it up.” Logan slaps his hand. “So she told you about the baby? And Maui? What should we do?”

         
         “Lei deserves a good life. And you’re going to be twenty this year. We’re grown men. We can survive without Loralei.” The
            gravel crunches beneath their feet, and Kenji tosses him the keys. “You drive.”
         

         
         “For real?”

         
         Logan’s driving makes Kenji nervous. But it’s time to let go. “Don’t kill us.”

         
         Logan screeches out of the driveway. The wide street’s empty. He leans into the wheel. One doughnut. Two. Kenji’s mother would
            have smacked him for this behavior, and Logan giggles. Kenji struggles to keep his face blank. The truck stills. “Relax, Uncle.
            I’m just playing.”
         

         
         “That’s the problem. You need to quit doing that.” Kenji points in the opposite direction. “Let’s go this way.”

         
         Kenji guides him. Down the street, left at the intersection where the frames of two houses stand yet unclothed with drywall.
            Right at the service station. Past their old high school, over the bridge, then left. The houses on this street bring to mind
            the archipelago, each island home linked to a flower and its color. The purple of Kaua‘i’s mokihana berry, the pink of Maui’s
            lokelani rose, and the green of Moloka‘i’s kukui nut blossom. Kenji could paint his house red as lehua. The flower of the
            island.
         

         
         “This is the long way,” Logan whines. “You’re both leaving. What am I supposed to do?”

         
         “You’re always welcome where we are.” Logan protests that he’s got classes at the local college, and Wyatt’s house on Maui has too many chickens. Kenji says, “I was going to rent my house anyway, so you can stay with roommates. And maybe you can take over Lei’s work.” 

         
         “Aren’t I too young?”

         
         “We were a couple of years older than you when we went to the port. Lei started the nonprofit after that.” So long ago. “Besides,
            you grew up in that organization. Slow down here.”
         

         
         Kenji rolls open the window to examine the cleared lot. Soon the site, perhaps, of another colorful home. In the air, the
            smell of cut grass, fresh wood, turned earth. No way she did this herself. Caved as expected and ran to strangers. Same old
            Jane.
         

         
         Logan leans over him. “You had one like that, right?”

         
         Abandoned on the vacant lot, the orange mug.

         
         “Jane bought it for her father the night after we got together. I found it in her father’s boat. It washed up after the tsunami.”

         
         “Hold on. This is Jane’s parents’ lot? And you’re telling me that mug you carried everywhere was your ex-girlfriend’s dead
            father’s mug? Talk about carrying a torch.”
         

         
         “Not anymore.”

         
         “Bullshit.”

         
         “Language, please,” Kenji snaps. “Besides, she left it there as an offering.” Jane, forever forward to what’s new and easy.
            At least now that she’s gone, no longer must he worry about bumping into her.
         

         
         Logan asks, “You want me to get the mug for you?”

         
         Kenji says no; it was never his.

         
         “I liked her,” Logan adds.

         
         “Yeah, lots to like. But not enough.”

         
         Not enough. He repeats this phrase whenever affection stirs. There’s no coast on which he’d be enough for her.
         

         
         Kenji thumps his hand on the door. Onward.
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Jane

         
         Alerts fill Jane’s phone on Friday morning, reminding her to check into her flight to California and return the minivan. Her
            body lies heavy as lead on the memory foam mattress. She dons the robe from last night’s shower, moving only to point the
            remote at the television.
         

         
         Through the news, she learns the Zachary project won’t progress until the landslide’s damage to homes and the reef is addressed,
            the lawsuits resolved. She suspects legal battles will drag on so long that Zachary will lose interest and sell the land.
            She imagines Olivia and others at the San Francisco firm, despondent. Their biggest project, buried under mud.
         

         
         Years she grasped at certainty, channeled her effort into things with returns. Two degrees, a salary. But without a job, the
            thought of her California apartment doesn’t comfort her. Nor does the prospect of making a more permanent home there with
            the funds from selling her parents’ lot. She has no close friends besides Donnie, who’s distracted anyway. No one special
            since Kenji.
         

         
         Her eyelids fall, her jaw droops. Half sleep. She imagines herself as a dismembered body—head, torso, limbs. Skittering hands, trying to put herself back together. 

         
         Her phone buzzes again, bringing her back into the room.

         
         “Aftershock” exhibit opening. 6 p.m.

         
         

         Upon entering the museum: A wave, at least twelve feet high and twelve feet wide. No sky, no sunlight. Only water. Jane has
            seen this on a screen at the Oakland museum, yet she is unprepared for its size, the heavy texture of each stroke, aquamarine
            layered with crimson. Nestled in the corner, the town sits, small and vulnerable.
         

         
         It takes the wind out of her, as if she can feel the force of the sea rushing forth. Behind her, a man coughs. She’s holding
            up the line.
         

         
         Jane grabs a program and progresses into the packed museum. She hopes to find friendly faces, or even those she’d ferried
            from the landslide site to the shelter. First she spots Loralei in a yellow dress, arm threaded around a big man with a shaved
            head. The other woman stops, offers a small nod—cool but accepting. A reporter interviews Kenji at the exhibit’s center.
         

         
         In Oakland, she recognized him immediately. Hair longer, uncomfortably formal. Nevertheless, ever the young man whose car
            she climbed into. Here is another man, replicated from that one, with a straighter spine, an autonomous air. He focuses on
            the reporter with an unflinching gaze. Jane traces his arms as he gestures, the exposed skin between sleeve hem and fingertips.
            Those arms that once encircled her.
         

         
         Around Kenji’s neck is a lei of white pikake, known for its fragrance, and lei hilo, a double helix with ti leaves twisted
            as the strands of DNA. Most special is a maile lei, the forest vine often reserved for graduations and weddings, worn open
            as a scarf.
         

         
         Jane has told herself that she will hide from him, and that will not be difficult in this crowd. This public event is an opportunity to witness the wreckage, which she denied herself too many years ago. Still, she fills with pride for what he’s accomplished, and yearns to congratulate him, to receive even a small recognition that she has not run away this time. 

         
         Jane queues in line for the first installation, labeled Before. It’s a doorless pickup truck, currently occupied. Maile slides off the pickup bench, feet landing on the museum floor. “Janie!
            I thought you were flying out today.”
         

         
         Jane doesn’t want to explain. “I’m here now.”

         
         Wally-Jun approaches. “Jane.”

         
         She kisses his cheek. “Walter.”

         
         He swirls a cocktail. “Can I get you a drink?”

         
         So there’s a bar in here somewhere. A drink would be easy, an old crutch to blur the edges. But tonight, she needs to see.
            “Thank you, but no.”
         

         
         As they wait, Jane slides into the interactive display. Beneath her weight, the truck shifts. The engine revs, the lights
            on the dash glow. The radio plays a local song popular eight years ago, the lyrics full of love for home. An ‘ukulele blares
            through the speakers and the steering wheel moves. Out the windshield, not the wall but a screen: The coastal road at night,
            illuminated by headlights. In the margins, the town and the calm, dark bay. Above the song, a laugh. Bottles clanking on the
            floor.
         

         
         Jane understands. Before, life was easy. Before, life was good.

         
         Strung between Maile and Wally-Jun, Jane navigates the other pieces: (Re)Construction, depicting an excavator perched over a model of the town, re-created from broken pieces of wood, slabs of concrete, street
            signs, tires.
         

         
         Next, the installation titled Shelter: a cot, a heap of clothes, a man’s work boots, a child’s slippers, three urns. It reminds her of a Rauschenberg she saw in
            a California museum—except she had studied that with detachment. Shelter hits her heart. She recalls her high school gym, the thousands displaced. It’s hard to breathe.
         

         
         Another piece, titled Missing. In each photo displayed, faces have been obscured, paper saturated by the wave and scratched over by debris. A faceless man and his son on a black lava escarpment, holding their catches proudly aloft. A family, their bare feet and tan legs, the top half of the photo ripped off. Only one person’s hands are visible, holding a sheet cake that reads, Happy First Birthday, Jayden! Receipts dated the morning of the tsunami. One chocolate shake and two manapua for $8.45. Twelve gallons of gas for $52.71.
            Someone bought a pair of shoes downtown, another person signed a catering order for an anniversary party that evening.
         

         
         They believed life would go on. Bile tickles her throat, her face flushes.

         
         “How are you holding up, Janie?” Wally-Jun asks.

         
         Her vision blurs. “Keep going, I’ll—” Jane walks backward. Her heel bumps into an object, and she loses balance. Soon she’s
            scrambling upright, having landed in the Shelter installation. Her body has knocked over the urns, upended the boots. Onlookers stare at her and murmur. She tries to rearrange
            the pile of clothes back into its arty, perfect mess.
         

         
         “Aunty Jane?” A young man extends a hand.

         
         “Logan.” As she stands, she stumbles and must lean on him for support. “This is mortifying.”

         
         “Are you here for Uncle Kenji?”

         
         Her mind churns with answers. No. Yes. I’m here to understand. “This is his big night. Let’s not bother him. Is there somewhere I can sit?”
         

         
         “Follow me.” Logan offers his arm.

         
         They thread through the exhibit. Despite the heartache in each piece, the crowd is boisterous. They long ago honored their
            dead. Tonight is a celebration of survival. Their laughter fills Jane’s head, and Logan leads her under a fake banyan made
            of shredded wood, then to a long table abundant with food.
         

         
         A quiet room. The museum, a former bank, transformed the vault into a theater. On-screen, a countdown. The first clip will
            begin in five minutes.
         

         
         Jane rests the back of her head on the wall and closes her eyes. Her breathing’s shallow, her heart frantic. She forces herself
            to breathe, imagines her pulse slowing. She needs a minute to process. When she reopens her eyes, the room is less fuzzy.
            “Thank you.”
         

         
         Logan smiles. “You helped me in California. Happy to return the favor.”

         
         Jane studies his profile. The heavy brow, round nose. Cologne wafts off his body. Anchored, Jane thinks. More grown. “How
            is it to be back home?”
         

         
         “I could ask you the same question,” Logan says. “I got my license back last month. And I’m taking classes toward a major
            in economics.”
         

         
         She nudges him with her shoulder. “A good profession for those interested in risk.”

         
         They sit together on the bench. It’s nice being beside him again.

         
         “Calculated risk.” A new Logan. “I’m sorry about the way I behaved that night. I shouldn’t have given you that pill.”
         

         
         She waves her hand. “I make my own terrible decisions, Logan.”

         
         “Bad night,” he says.

         
         “Yeah,” she agrees.

         
         In the vault’s opening, Kenji. He’s been searching for Logan and found her instead. His expression is ice.

         
         “I’ll get you water,” Logan says.

         
         “No need.” She stands. “I’m better.”

         
         Kenji’s stride is quick, brushing past a departing Logan. “You’re supposed to be gone.”

         
         Behind him, the screen shifts and the clip plays. The Hilo bay, calm.

         
         “I’ll leave once I finish the exhibit,” she says. In this otherwise dark room, they might as well be on the sand. On-screen,
            the water recedes. “I need to see it—”
         

         
         She turns her head, unable to witness what’s coming. Kenji moves behind her, so they both face the screen. She can smell the
            pikake, a fragrant mix of jasmine and tuberose. A vine itches her cheek. His breath is hot on her neck. “But you can’t do
            it, can you?”
         

         
         She swallows, opens her eyes. The water rushes forth, and she gasps. From the speakers, the voices of strangers. Oh god oh god oh god— “I will.”
         

         
         “I’ve seen this clip at least a hundred times. Run-up, such an ordinary phrase to describe when the water hits the land. But it’s violent. Obliterates everything in its path. The weight of water, more destructive than any other element.” 

         
         Now the screen is gray, the camera whirling in the water, and Jane’s head spins. These people dying as she watches. Her parents
            are dying. His parents are dying. The whole town underwater. This camera captured the worst moment of her life.
         

         
         Her body rejects this. Another minute and she might faint. Or vomit. She longs to be as unflappable as Kenji. “You said if
            I never saw it broken—”
         

         
         But he won’t let her finish. “There’s no fixing this.”

         
         He steps back, and she feels the chill in the room. His warm body, receding from hers. “You need to go.”

         
         She turns to face him. She could never properly capture the range of his expressions with her pen. Now she reads rejection
            in every line. “I’m staying.”
         

         
         “Janie, I can’t focus with you here,” he says. “This has never been about you.”

         
         He doesn’t need to say it, but she understands. Predictably, she is thinking only of herself, when the wave was bigger than
            them all.
         

         
         The clip resets. The bay, calm. There’s no relief in it, though. She knows what’s coming.

         
         “Ken.” A voice from the door. Jane turns to find Loralei, standing with her ankles crossed, waiting. So she’s been there awhile.
            “You’re needed out here.”
         

         
         Kenji leaves Jane, kissing his ex-wife on the cheek as he passes through the threshold and away from them both. To the town
            he served.
         

         
         Where he belongs, and Jane does not.

         
         From this vault, Jane must pass Loralei too. “It’s good you came,” Loralei says.

         
         Jane fears it’s too late. “I’m starting to realize that.”
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Kenji

         
         Kenji’s hand, true as his uncle taught him, traces a bead of caulk around his new tub. A perfect, continuous line. Sweat drips
            into his eyes in the airless bathroom, the gun in his hand twitches. Now he must fetch a scraper. Annoyed with tacky fingers,
            he tackles the water connections next. The stainless-steel hoses from the shut-off valves are the correct length, but he threads
            them at an angle, flooding the vanity. He chastises himself to focus when measuring the four-inch diameter for the exhaust
            fan. Not twice, but three times. Still, the elongated hole taunts him like an open mouth, requiring wooden shims to fix his
            own mess. Outside, he cools in the shade while questioning his vision, his unsure hands, his poor execution.
         

         
         He most definitely is not thinking about Jane.

         
         This week after the exhibit, only the mailbox installation goes right. The pole, ninety degrees. The box, level. No squeak
            when the mail carrier opens the door panel and tosses in his first letter, honking her horn in celebration and advancing.
         

         
         Yet Kenji’s satisfaction sours when he sees the return address. Honolulu.

         
         As if this week could get any worse.
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Jane

         
         Jane’s five-day trip to Hilo turns into a week, then a month. She buys a swimsuit and spends a morning lapping the hotel pool.
            At first, a few hundred meters leaves her winded. Still, she remembers how to slice through water, every muscle buzzing with
            use. When her stroke grows strong, she returns to the public swim stadium where she trained in her youth. She thinks not of
            racing against a clock but endurance. The body, pitching up for air. The lungs, full. Her heart, steady.
         

         
         Kenji might have said she doesn’t belong—a phrase she repeats in self-flagellation for a lifetime of selfishness—but as the
            days go on, it loses its sting. This place has always been part of her, and what is this town if not a testament to rebuilding?
         

         
         Jane buys a folding chair and a fishing pole and spends sunsets on the rocky coast, as she once did with her father. To her
            parents’ lot, she brings obake anthuriums and white roses, her mother’s favorites for funerals and altars.
         

         
         One morning Jane arrives at Maile’s front door with a box from the bakery. Jane knocks. No one answers, though Maile’s car is in the driveway. She follows the sound of a radio and finds a cottage in the backyard. The ‘ohana unit, where Maile is comparing paint swatches, an array of oranges and browns. 

         
         Jane recalls Donnie, readying a baby’s nursery, only Maile is on the opposite end of life, readying for her final chapter.
            She told Jane that she planned to live here when Wally-Jun takes over the big house.
         

         
         “I vote for peach, Aunty,” Jane calls over the music.

         
         “Janie girl!” Maile beckons her inside. “Nice place, right?”

         
         The one-bedroom unit is roomy and breezy, with a small kitchen and bathroom. A large window faces her parents’ lot.

         
         “I can help you paint,” Jane offers. “It’s the least I could do.”

         
         “Aren’t you supposed to be returning to California?”

         
         “I’m staying.” She said these words to Kenji, and now it’s the only option that feels right.

         
         “What about work?”

         
         “Since I sold the lot, I’ve got money to hold me over until I figure out what’s next.” She’ll pay off her debt and buy herself
            some time. From now on, the more frugally she lives, the more time she’ll have. Surely, a plan will manifest.
         

         
         “You can’t stay in that hotel.”

         
         “Where else would I stay, Aunty?”

         
         “Get that hair out of your face, girlie. You’d stay here.” Maile stamps her foot on the planks—the wood of macadamia, Jane
            guesses—and the sound fills the empty room.
         

         
         Jane touches her crown. She hasn’t pulled her hair in weeks. Rarely does she look at herself in the mirror nowadays, her body
            less an object to survey and more a personal shelter she propels through the hours. Her hair, along with her desires, in an
            awkward growing phase.
         

         
         Jane tilts her head, bangs resting on her cheek. “You’d rent it to me?”

         
         “Why not? Stay month to month until you find a place.” Jane circles the space, mapping a new life into the blank room. She’d need a bed and a desk. She arrives at the window. If she stayed here, she’d watch a contractor build a foreign house for a strange family on the land where she was a child. Depressing; maybe also relieving. Life, transforming. “But I have conditions, girlie. I get to decorate.” 

         
         “Your house, your rules.”

         
         It’s what Jane would have said to her mother.

         
         

         The next week, Jane circles her old Catholic school that closed her junior year. The empty campus shows its age. She skips
            over faded hopscotch squares in the courtyard, glimpsing her past joy. Then she lights candles for her parents in the church
            sanctuary, still intact. Her phone rings with an unfamiliar number.
         

         
         She steps outside, phone to ear, as the rental car company inquires about the van. She’s been extending the rental each week,
            and it’s now been forty days. Like Lent, she thinks. The company details Jane’s options—a monthly fee or a purchase.
         

         
         Since she has chosen to stay, these decisions have presented themselves—a place at Maile’s, a van of her own.

         
         There remains one last conversation she needs to have.

         
         Jane collects a document from the passenger seat. The bill of sale for her parents’ lot. From the address, she knows the developer’s
            office is near Wally-Jun’s seaside restaurant. She drives past a beach park known for turtles, the port gates staffed with
            two guards, and a coffee roaster. She expects a squat office, even a trailer. Yet, upon arriving, she finds no other neighboring
            buildings and pulls into the restaurant’s lot.
         

         
         Jane assumed Wally-Jun rebuilt the place in the same style as the original. But today the restaurant rests on an even higher
            foundation, the one room reimagined as three structures attached by elevated platforms, nestled in a U shape. Confusion pushes
            her from the van, and curiosity too. On the ground floor, a dining lānai, and beyond, fishponds. She mounts the wide staircase
            with admiration. The structure, inviting. The glass, both reflective and generous. The bay glistens beyond.
         

         
         “You finally made it.”

         
         Jane turns and kisses Wally-Jun’s cheek. “I got to give you credit. This is amazing. Flood resistant, and pretty too.” Her knuckles tap the banister. “Albizia?” 

         
         “I’m impressed. It’s invasive, so—”

         
         “There’s a surplus, and it’s good wood.”

         
         “I’m glad you like it, because my mom hates it. It drove her to retirement.”

         
         “Really?”

         
         He stands next to her. “She wanted it the way it was. We were always a small family restaurant in a modest building. Plus,
            the bill was higher than our insurance payout. But why risk losing the place a fourth time? The likelihood of a tsunami is
            low for the next few decades, but each generation has its own wave. I said, ‘Ma, do it for your grandkids.’ That’s the only
            way I win any argument with her. So we rebuilt, and the restaurant was featured in a travel magazine. Twice. And now we have
            reservations months in advance.”
         

         
         She remembers Uncle Wally’s trophy fish and teases, “You have your father’s humility.”

         
         He shrugs. Guilty. Jane casts her hand over the dining lānai, downtown in the distance. “You didn’t run away. And you made
            it better. A leap of faith.”
         

         
         He knocks her elbow with his own. “That may be the only compliment you’ve ever given me. You staying for lunch?”

         
         “I’m here by accident. I’m looking for WMW Properties, and for some reason the address led me here. Perhaps there’s been a
            typo, and it’s in a neighboring building?”
         

         
         “WMW Properties?” Wally-Jun pushes his glasses up his nose. “Let me show you their office.”

         
         As he walks, she calls after him, “You rent office space in the restaurant?”

         
         They pass through the kitchen and arrive at a door. Wally-Jun leads her into his office, rectangular and spare. On the wall,
            photos of his father and others who passed. A one-way window to each of the three dining rooms, plus a view of the lānai below.
         

         
         “Have a seat,” he says.

         
         “I’m confused.”

         
         “I bought your parents’ lot, Janie.”

         
         “No. It’s a developer, WMW . . .”

         
         But it comes to her now: Walter, Maile, Wally-Jun.

         
         He winks. “We’re not very creative. Tea?” Behind his desk, he flips the switch on an electric kettle with a long spout, arranges
            tiny, translucent cups on a tray.
         

         
         “Why didn’t you tell me?” she asks.

         
         The kettle revs to life. “I asked your lawyer if I could talk to the seller, but he insisted you weren’t interested in any
            direct contact. When you agreed, I figured you must know. I received the documents with your signature. Arguably, you saw
            mine. But then you mentioned the stupid developers, and I realized you didn’t.”
         

         
         From her purse, she digs out the bill of sale and flips the pages. There it is, Walter Jr.’s name, signed with a fat-tipped
            pen. Impossible to miss. Yet another thing she chose not to see.
         

         
         “But you could’ve called me during the negotiations. Or told me on the street here,” she says. “We’ve known each other all
            our lives.”
         

         
         Steam billows behind him. “Come on, Janie. The last time I spoke to you, you were screaming at me. You didn’t come back after
            the wave, and when you did, you insisted you were leaving. You don’t exactly let people get close.”
         

         
         She thought she was doing business with a stranger. Turns out, she had estranged herself. “But why?”

         
         “The land was cheap. We also bought the two lots between.” The kettle shuts itself off, and Wally-Jun tweezes buds from a
            tin, then pours steaming water into two cups. Jasmine fills the air.
         

         
         Wally-Jun was a boy she played house with, they’d enjoyed tea parties with tap water, built shelters with cardboard. Practice
            for the man he’d become one day. “You always were overzealous when we played Monopoly.”
         

         
         He laughs. “We invested in what was important to us. Our business, our neighborhood.”

         
         Stunned, Jane watches Wally-Jun fish the blossom from his cup. In hers, a five-petaled flower. He asks, “What business do you have with WMW Properties?” 

         
         “I—” She’d come prepared to introduce herself and pitch.

         
         “You want it back?”

         
         “No. It doesn’t feel right to take it back. I planned to ask this stupid developer”—Wally-Jun smiles—“if I could design the
            house. I told you I’ve been sketching the house for years.”
         

         
         She reaches for her sketchbook. Wally-Jun asks, “Why?”

         
         “Because I’m an architect. Your mother says outsiders are snapping up lots and developing monster houses. This is how I could
            contribute to the neighborhood, for whoever lives there next. And I’d do it pro bono.”
         

         
         “That seems mighty virtuous.”

         
         “No one would call me selfless. But this is a—” Jane searches for a word. She recalls her mother, dropping an envelope into
            the collection box at church. “Tithe.”
         

         
         As she sips her tea, she imagines his mind conducting a quick profit-loss analysis. Accounting for Jane’s liabilities.

         
         “Do you remember when my folks used to leave for vacation, and I got to be boss for a few nights?” he asks.

         
         “I hated that. We were forced to be your test subjects for whatever you were learning in business school. It was like HR on
            crack. Pep talks and team-building exercises. Nothing like your dad.”
         

         
         “He was shrewd and didn’t take any risks. But people loved him, and he called anyone who worked here family.” Wally-Jun swivels
            in his chair. Through the window, the first diners arriving for lunch. “Sure, everyone calls each other sister or brother
            or aunty and uncle. But for some, their families abandoned them, hurt them, got lost in drugs. And so, this really is their
            only family. My father understood that. And now I do too.”
         

         
         “Okay. How does this relate to my parents’ lot?”

         
         “I had the real thing. My family wasn’t perfect, but they loved me, took care of me, and wanted me to do well. You and I both had that. What I’m saying is that we were lucky before the wave, and we were also lucky to have survived.” Her cheeks flush with the realization. Yes, she had the real thing. And she’s been consumed only with what she lost. “Design it, Jane.” 

         
         “You don’t even want to review my sketches?”

         
         “You’re family,” he says, “and I trust you.”
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Kenji

         
         Three months after they met at the exhibit, Kenji lifts a box to Wyatt, Loralei’s new husband, who’s standing in the truck
            bed. The box joins two others, plus two large suitcases, each labeled with Wyatt’s Maui address.
         

         
         Logan, beside them, says, “That should be it. Aunty asked us to ship anything left.”

         
         “Let’s do a sweep,” Kenji suggests.

         
         In the living room, Kenji finds an unmarked plastic container smaller than a shoebox. It long sat on the bookshelf beside
            the television. Kenji calls to Loralei and Logan, and Loralei bids him to the kitchen.
         

         
         Loralei cups her belly, six months pregnant. She smiles at Kenji when he enters. “Thanks for helping today. Wyatt won’t let
            me lift a thing, and I can’t stand being useless. Bittersweet, isn’t it?”
         

         
         Every room, nearly as empty as when Kenji built it. “Yeah,” he agrees. “But the old gives way to the new.”

         
         Next week, a family who lost their home in the landslide will move into these rooms. Kenji will make repairs, and Logan will deliver the keys. “How are you doing?” 

         
         “Fantastic. But tired.”

         
         Kenji holds up the box. “Everything’s packed except this.”

         
         Logan wanders in. “Uncle Justin.”

         
         “I didn’t know what to do,” Loralei says, holding the urn. “We were too heartbroken to honor him properly.”

         
         A rare admission for someone who always had a plan. Logan steps forward. “Give him to me. I’ll get him a nicer urn. He can
            live on the altar of our living room.”
         

         
         Our. His home with Kenji, for now. Logan heads to the truck, and Loralei watches from the window.
         

         
         “Justin was so difficult at the end. I hid when he came around, not wanting to listen. I was sick with guilt after he died.
            But now, given the chance, I’d welcome him. He was scared and wanted someone to care.”
         

         
         “Lei, you’ve devoted your life to others.”

         
         “I could have done more. Or better.”

         
         “That’s true for us all. And yet we’re still a family.” Cobbled together, a bit wounded, but devoted nonetheless. “Lei, let
            me ask you something.”
         

         
         She turns to him. “Shoot.”

         
         “I’m considering visiting my father in Honolulu. You think I should?”

         
         “Your father? You always said he was dead.”

         
         “I said he was dead to me. He left when I was small. But he sent me another letter. I always thought, no way. He did nothing
            good for me or my mother.” The letter had gone straight from mailbox to grill, then Kenji couldn’t light the match. It sat
            for weeks until he softened enough to open it. A benign missive of connection. A spark, not a burn. “He’s been in prison there
            for years, and maybe it’s time.”
         

         
         “What I’d give to see my parents. Especially now.” She rubs her belly, her face full of wonder. “What’s holding you back?”

         
         “I don’t want to listen to his side of the story, and if he apologizes, then I have to say it’s okay. And we pretend to live
            out a father-son fantasy just because we don’t have anyone else. I lost my people in a wave. He lost people because he was
            a terrible person.”
         

         
         “Was Justin a terrible person? Before the wave, he hurt his family too. He was ostracized. He stole from them. Logan hated him.” 

         
         “It’s not the same.”

         
         If Justin were alive, Kenji would go to him. Embrace him as a friend.

         
         “Your relationship with your father can be whatever you want. He’s a person, good and bad as the rest of us, and he’s connected
            to you. And if he wants your forgiveness, you only give it to him because it’s a gift to you. Trust me. I forgave you.”
         

         
         “Also, not the same. Besides, your life is so much better now.”

         
         “My life is better because I stopped blaming you for all my problems. And guess what came after that? I had no more excuses
            and had to sort myself out.” But to Kenji this is the warped perspective of happiness, yet another situation Loralei accomplished
            by the force of her will. “And if you forgive your father, you can forgive Jane.”
         

         
         “Jane has nothing to do with this. Forget about—”

         
         She places a finger on his lips, hushing him. “Do you know how stubborn you can be? Years I’ve watched you pretend and avoid
            and lie. Mostly to yourself. Listen to me. I see her around town. Even if you don’t face your father, one day you’ll have
            to face Jane.”
         

         
         Loralei stands so close that her belly rests on his. “You’re just like Logan. Keeps bringing her up.”

         
         Between them, her baby moves. “Because we love you, and you love her. Even before that summer. It was as if there was a locked
            room in you, waiting. I couldn’t access it before the wave or after. But she could.”
         

         
         Whenever an inkling of longing or curiosity about Jane surfaces, he buries it. If there’s any love left, it’s dormant. Probably
            extinct.
         

         
         “Lei—”

         
         But she grins. No warmth lost between them.

         
         “Mama bear!” Wyatt calls from outside. “Let’s get to the airport.”

         
         Loralei kisses his forehead. “So long, Kenji Lee.”
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Jane

         
         After years on a continent, the Christmas season sneaks up on Jane. There is no dramatic change in weather, just a nip in
            the air, colorful bulbs framed on houses. Wally-Jun installs an eight-foot Douglas fir in the corner of Maile’s living room
            and gifts Jane a three-footer for her temporary quarters in the ‘ohana unit.
         

         
         Today Jane walks downtown to the craft store, where she purchases wooden bulbs and paints, as she had with her grandmother.
            She wanders the streets, noting tinsel in storefronts, top floors with the figurines of red-cheeked Santas and bulbous snowmen.
            She pauses, realizing this was the site of an ice cream shop she’d frequented with Kenji all those years ago, now gone. Instead,
            a slim two-story building. In the window, a For Rent sign.
         

         
         She laps the block, orders a decadent coffee with a whiff of nutmeg and topped with whipped cream, and returns to the building. Inside, wide arched windows. A staircase in the far corner. On a bench, she begins to sketch. The rear wall is mirrored, an effort to make the room appear larger. But there’s no need, Jane thinks. It’s charming enough, more cozy in neutrals with texture, or bold with a mural. On her page, Jane imagines the upstairs unit. Room enough for a bed, a table for two. Warm with afternoon light. A ficus. A windowsill of succulents. On the page, she copies the phone number on the sign. 

         
         In the mirror, a familiar face captures her attention. Logan, standing at a fenced lot across the street, and she calls his
            name. In her heart, he is an old friend, though they’ve met only twice. It’s his openness, his lack of shame, his humor. He
            doesn’t hear her, so she gathers her things and crosses the street. And there she finds his companion, an auburn-haired woman
            in orthopedic shoes, rattling a sign: Trespassers will be prosecuted. “There’s produce rotting in there,” the woman says. “Families depend on that food.”
         

         
         Jane halts, not wanting to interfere. But Logan brightens, calling after her. “You’re an architect, right?” Logan asks. “Do
            you know about land-use issues? Permits, planning, that sort of thing?”
         

         
         “I do.” These days, Jane is unemployed, leaving her lonelier than expected. “How can I help?”

         
         “This is Faith,” Logan says, and she and the woman shake hands. “She’s the minister at the church next door, and they started
            a soup kitchen. Then this happened.” Logan shakes the chain-link fence.
         

         
         “We weren’t trespassing,” Faith says. “The lot was vacant after the tsunami. Sat abandoned for years. And we had this food
            program, see—” She points a finger through the fence, and Jane sees the stucco wall of the church, a door with meal hours
            posted. “We thought, why not expand? Feed more people? So we cleared it, installed these raised beds. We’ve got indigenous
            and canoe plants. Beds devoted to the foods beloved by our communities.”
         

         
         Jane spots the heart-shaped leaves of kalo, ‘uala vines toppling over beds, the spiky tops of daikon, and trellises of bitter
            melon. On the ground, rotting bananas. Rat-bitten eggplant. A dozen picnic tables, empty. “It’s heartbreaking.” Faith is near
            tears. “I tried to go in and clean up, you know? Salvage what we could. But a police officer came by”—she points to a camera,
            a digital sentry—“told me he would arrest me if I didn’t leave. That’s when I reached out to Feed Our Families.”
         

         
         Logan explains he’s the only staff now that Loralei’s on Maui. “I’ll be honest,” Logan says, “neither of us know where to begin.” 

         
         They circle the fenced lot as Jane peppers Faith with questions and snaps photos for documentation—the current owners, how
            the land was zoned before and after the wave, and soon they’ve worked out a plan: a chat with the vacant lot’s owner, and
            obtaining a use permit from the city if the owner agrees.
         

         
         Jane’s fed by the relief in their faces. Hope. She misses this about work, imagining possibilities, problem-solving, helping
            to make dreams manifest. Jane promises to gather resources for Faith, who hugs Jane before she returns to the church.
         

         
         Logan threads his arm through Jane’s as they walk. “You’re my fairy godmother today. Most days I question this work. Aunty
            survived on grant money, and that ran out. So I’m volunteering, while working another job to pay for school. But I’m like
            Aunty, I want to help. And I’m like Uncle too. I want my own life.”
         

         
         They pause below a bucket truck, where a woman hangs candy cane decorations on a light pole.

         
         Jane resists the urge to ask after Kenji. Years ago, they collided as if by luck. That never seems to happen anymore. Still,
            she hopes to find him on every street she drives, grocery aisle she wanders, or beach park she visits. But he’s nowhere.
         

         
         Instead, she asks about Loralei, who Logan says is pampered on Maui as she awaits her daughter, his sister. Logan will visit
            over Christmas.
         

         
         “You heading anywhere for the holidays?” he asks.

         
         “I’ll be here. But my best friend’s coming for a visit after Christmas.” She counts the days until Donnie and Henry’s arrival.
            “And on New Year’s, Wally-Jun’s got a big party planned. You should come.”
         

         
         “Sounds fun. That man goes all out.”

         
         Jane stops. They’ve arrived at the two-story building. The sky darkens, casting her and Logan’s reflection in silhouette.
            Jane presses her face against the glass for a last look.
         

         
         Logan chatters, his mind still on Loralei’s nonprofit, as if it’s a puzzle he can’t quite solve. Besides Faith, there’s a hydroponic farm that wants to expand, a planned monster house on the edge of Indigenous homelands. 

         
         “Now that I’m the only person listening to these grievances, they’re so similar, and I’ve been thinking about access. How
            can we connect those who need help and those who can help? How can we change through the system? Pro bono lawyers, monthly clinics, expert consultants, that sort of thing. We’d need a space, not just someone’s
            living room.”
         

         
         “I like it. It’s ambitious, and also taps your natural talents.”

         
         He scoffs. “I have natural talents?”

         
         “You connect people. Things happen because of you and through you.” He rolls his eyes, rejecting this. Jane taps the glass,
            pulling his attention to the building. “My dad had a business. One-man shop downstairs and a small apartment upstairs. My
            parents lived there until I was two.” Perhaps she, too, could build a business and a life. Hilo could be her adventure. “If
            I rent it, you can use the space in the evenings.”
         

         
         “Really?”

         
         “Of course.” Jane writes her contact details and hands Logan the ripped page. “Happy to help anytime.”

         
         The next morning, Maile bids her to the big house. When Jane enters the living room, Maile bobs on an elliptical, her gold
            bracelets jangling with each rotation. “I think that’s for you,” Maile says, nodding to a red gift bag on the coffee table.
            “Found it on my steps.”
         

         
         Jane opens the folded card and reads. Ms. Original—Thought you might want this.—Savior of Lost Objects (Logan Lee!)

         
         Inside the bag, the orange mug.
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Kenji

         
         If the Christmas holiday is imprinted with the night at the Hilo port with Loralei, flights to Honolulu are colored with the
            memory of Jane. The trip that saved Kenji’s life.
         

         
         But this Christmas Eve, he flies solo to Honolulu. From the air, he can spot his destination amid the concrete skyline. Two
            nondescript six-story buildings connected by an atrium, an American flag at full mast. Close enough to the airport that Kenji
            will walk, though it’s no terminus anyone would choose willingly.
         

         
         Inside the atrium, the guard pauses in her pat-down. She’s blond with black roots. A unibrow. A stranger, but she recognizes
            him. “Look who it is,” she calls to another guard, manning the X-ray machine where Kenji’s keys and wallet chug through. Maybe
            they’ve seen that footage of him and Loralei so many Christmases ago. The woman says, “He was hoping you’d come.”
         

         
         No. She knows the man who made him.

         
         The visitors center is square and white, as lacking in personality as the federal building. Families gather among tables and chairs. Some have even come in matching pajamas, red and green for the holiday. In each corner, a television tuned to a different station: the local news, a holiday movie, a basketball game, cartoons. Kenji’s nose tickles with the sharp tang of disinfectant, and his arms prickle with the bite of air-conditioning in this windowless room. 

         
         A series of heavy doors buzz and open. Steel on steel. Men in scrubs enter, reunited with spouses, children, parents. Some
            bear the stereotypical markers of a hard life lived—the homemade tattoos, the chipped teeth, a missing limb. Though most are
            innocuous—any man, from any neighborhood, with any history. Kenji can’t help but want to attach these men to their crimes.
            A few are so old they belong in nursing homes.
         

         
         He’s still unsure why he’s come, thinks only of rebuilding. Not a town or a house, but his life. And one must always start
            by clearing the foundation.
         

         
         Kenji does not rise for his father. When the man lowers into the seat opposite him, they study each other. Cut from the same
            mold, decades apart.
         

         
         His father is well-groomed, hair cut and beard trimmed. He has a tattoo on his forearm, a scar below his left ear. He wears
            bifocals low on his nose. This is the man with impeccable handwriting. The man who beat his mother.
         

         
         “Thank you for coming.” His father’s eyes sparkle, full of approval. Kenji senses his father controlling his reaction. There
            will be no ostentatious displays of reunion, unless they come from Kenji.
         

         
         Kenji says, “Merry Christmas.”

         
         His father repeats, “Merry Christmas.”

         
         His father asks him inconsequential questions about his flight, the weather, the exhibit that will soon travel. It’s eerie
            for Kenji. He should know this man, but he doesn’t. Around them, children crawl into their fathers’ laps. A family clears
            a game of Connect Four, and tokens flood a table.
         

         
         “What do you like to do?” Kenji eyes a side table with playing cards and a backgammon board. “With your visitors?”

         
         “You’re my first,” his father says. “The only one on my list.”

         
         Kenji can’t grasp how his father has not had a single visitor. Once Kenji had an accident in Hilo, and a dozen people packed the hospital room. 

         
         His father asks, “Any kids?”

         
         Yesterday he sent Logan to Maui with boxes of presents. “Adopted a boy after the tsunami. He’s grown now.”

         
         His father grunts. “A boy raising a boy. No good to have them too early.”

         
         “At the time it didn’t feel like a choice. Just the right thing to do.”

         
         “You good to him?”

         
         Kenji shoots him a look. “What do you think?”

         
         His father nods. “So you’re Roy’s boy.”

         
         He understands what his father means. He’s gentle and loyal like his uncle.

         
         Between them, silence. Kenji takes in details of the room, unable to look at his father for more than a few seconds. He notes
            the ceramic tiles, the long fluorescent bulbs, the bolted tables. It reminds him of the shelter, an environment built to withstand
            wear but that provides no comfort or ease. After a year in the shelter, Kenji opened and closed the door of the barracks unit,
            thrilled by the choice it offered. A door made him less of a pack animal, more of a man.
         

         
         But his father lives behind a door with bars, a lock with no key. Must shit where he sleeps. Forever. Kenji asks, “You mind
            being in here?”
         

         
         “I’ve been in longer than I’ve been out. It’s my life now.” He looks straight at Kenji. “This is probably where I belong.”

         
         Kenji realizes he’s been waiting for an apology, and perhaps this is close. “I don’t have anything else to say,” Kenji says.

         
         “I’m happy you’re here.” His father’s voice is deep, and an old recognition stirs in Kenji. “That’s enough.”

         
         The minutes drag on. They watch the others, the television. The guard announces that visiting hours will be over in five minutes.
            In Kenji, the words form.
         

         
         “I spent my whole life worried I would become you.”

         
         A flicker in his father’s face. “Wasted time, boy. No one can screw up like me. Never deserved the love I got, and so I could never hold on to it.” 

         
         From beneath his scrubs, his father plucks a cross on a gold chain and kisses it. “Rest in peace, Kiki.” Kenji’s face flushes
            at the sound of his mother’s name. “Rest in peace, old Roy.”
         

         
         Kenji understands that his father, who’d done so much damage, grieved too. Across two islands, they’d mourned the same people
            through the years.
         

         
         Chairs scrape the floor as a family of six rises from their seats. An old woman wails, triggering an infant across the room
            to join her.
         

         
         At the exit, three visitors bang to get the guard’s attention. On the far end of the room, the steel doors open and close.
            All week, they wait for this hour of visiting, the timing never right. Too little. Or too much.
         

         
         As the room empties, Kenji stands, and his father follows. Kenji offers his hand. His father’s grip could crush him.

         
         When the old man tugs, Kenji allows himself to be pulled into an embrace. Kenji’s stiff, then softens. His father, no longer
            a threat.
         

         
         Kenji considers the ways we can break one another. A jaw, or a promise. You could leave a child. You could leave a scar, tell
            a lie. Maybe no one escapes the big and little betrayals of living and loving. A toll will be extracted, sure as the tide.
         

         
         Loralei had spoken of forgiveness, and now islands away, Kenji senses the freedom of it.
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Jane

         
         The days between Christmas and New Year’s are quiet for Jane. Construction halts for the holiday, and she awaits a response
            to her rental application for the building downtown. She spends her nights on the shallow lānai of the ‘ohana unit, bare heels
            resting on the bamboo railing, not waiting so much as resting from a decade of running. Her muscles are toned from swimming,
            her shoulders and forearms tan from the tropical sun. She practices braiding her hair into double French braids, imagining
            her hands are her mother’s hands. Grief, at last, funneled into care.
         

         
         These months home, Jane’s taken to doing what Maile does: making room for the dead. In the mornings, she pours coffee for
            her parents, as she’d done when they were alive, and finds solace in their cooling cups. When she drives, she talks to her
            parents and turns the dial to her father’s favorite station. The orange mug remains in arm’s reach.
         

         
         The day after Christmas, Jane watches Donnie absorb these details—Jane’s braided head, the floral explosion of Maile’s digs—and
            can only nod. Jane, changing. Henry, now eighteen months, has his mother’s oval face and hazel eyes.
         

         
         “Is this it?” Donnie stretches at the window that opens to the construction site. “Your first solo design?”

         
         Jane threads her arm in Donnie’s as they admire the frame. Each day Jane watches this house transform into three dimensions,
            marveling as one might witness a flower blooming. Wally-Jun has asked her to design houses for the two neighboring lots, and
            the contractor has asked her about a mixed-use building in Kona.
         

         
         “I’m so proud of you,” Donnie says.

         
         Donnie and Henry have come from Honolulu, where they spent Christmas with her parents. Summer returned to work in California,
            leaving Jane and Donnie to catch up.
         

         
         “Henry,” Jane says, “can Aunty take you on a walk? Let’s get dinner and let your mother rest.”

         
         Donnie says, “Thank you.”

         
         The walk takes twice as long as usual, with Henry testing every staircase he meets, and picking dandelions to blow. They buy
            sweet bread and rip it open, exposing its rainbow interior, and eat along the way.
         

         
         “Nice job tiring him out,” Donnie says later, seated on the lānai. The boy climbed onto the bed and splayed out like a starfish.
            Donnie taps the box she’s brought with her foot. “Open it, babe.”
         

         
         The box, labeled Personal Effects, contains the last of Jane’s Oakland apartment.
         

         
         Inside, a bundle of papers and a few objects. Photos—their college graduation, Donnie’s wedding, a trip to Vancouver. Pages
            with rough edges, early sketches of the house.
         

         
         “Wow,” Donnie says. “This gives me chicken skin. You willed it into being.”

         
         The last object is a wooden puzzle. Jane recalls Kenji shirtless and sockless, leaning over the kitchen island, near cross-eyed
            as he slid a piece into place. Jane fingers it, places it gently back in the box.
         

         
         “Hey, hey.” Donnie reaches for her. “Something wrong?”

         
         “It’s Kenji’s.” Like her father’s mug, what remains of a severed connection. “I hear his house is done, and in the new year, he’s traveling with his exhibit. Soon he’ll be gone. You know I haven’t seen him since summer? In a town like this, he has to make an effort to not run into me.”
         

         
         “Is that not easier for you?” Donnie asks. “Things were pretty rough after he left.”

         
         “I’m better now,” Jane says, recalling the many times Donnie cared for her. Her friendship formed the foundation on which
            Jane built her life post-tsunami. “I know you helped because I didn’t have anyone else.”
         

         
         “Jane—” Donnie begins.

         
         “Thank you,” Jane says. “That’s all I want to say.”

         
         Jane expects Donnie to love-bully her with remonstrations of hope. Instead, Donnie says, “I’ve been thinking about how you
            said you hated Hilo.”
         

         
         Jane’s younger self, myopic and ungrateful. “I said so many dumb things. I’d take them back if I could.”

         
         “Maybe, like you, Kenji needs time,” Donnie says. “You forgive him?”

         
         Their silence is punctured by the whistle of fireworks, readying for the New Year. Jane sighs. “The annoying thing about Kenji
            is, how can I hate him? He leaves, he ghosts, he lies. But always for good reason. Most of the time I wonder if he forgives
            me.”
         

         
         Hilo is teaching her patience, and a silent conviction has formed in her heart. To reclaim what she lost to the sea, she must
            proceed on faith.
         

         
         And Jane knows only two things for sure. She loves Hilo. And Kenji too.

         
         

         At the restaurant, the flames of tiki torches dance with the breeze. Half the parking lot’s cordoned off for fireworks. The
            dining lānai contains a spread of fresh and fried pūpū, sashimi on ice, squid lū‘au, a roasted pig, along with New Year’s
            specialties from the many groups that settled here: Japanese mochi soup, Filipino pancit bihon, and Chinese shark fin soup.
            The line to the cocktail bar snakes around the building.
         

         
         Jane scans the crowd as her companions scatter. Maile, to find Wally-Jun. Logan, stopped by classmates.

         
         “Remember me?” It’s a girl with a glow-in-the-dark necklace and gap-toothed smile. “You drove us to the shelter.”

         
         Toddling twins join her, and behind them, their parents.

         
         Amber and Sean, flush with spirits and cheer, wish her a happy new year, their voices warm with affection. Since the landslide,
            they’ve been living with Sean’s parents. “It’s not perfect,” Amber says, waving chopsticks. “But we’ll start rebuilding soon.”
         

         
         Sean pipes in, “In a year, we’ll be in our new house.”

         
         “Grandpa makes us breakfast every day,” says the eldest girl, taller than Jane remembers. “And we got a puppy!”

         
         Amber grunts, and Jane laughs with understanding. The puppy’s a handful. “I’m glad you’re doing well.”

         
         As she wanders upstairs, the crowd teems. The spread is bountiful, and she understands that Wally-Jun has long operated under
            the premise that to survive is to give abundantly. This small world has returned his generosity twofold. She dines here weekly
            and finds every seat occupied. Twice she’s come to drink his fancy tea and talk business. Last week, she brunched with Wally-Jun’s
            new girlfriend, a curvy redhead named Penelope. The week before, dinner with a former classmate.
         

         
         Recognition anchors her as she reaches the landing. Maybe it’s the smell of salt from the sea and stench of gunpowder she
            equates with the celebrations of her childhood. Wally-Jun, Maile, and Logan huddle on a far railing. A boom resounds. On the
            ground floor, a man raises his arm up in apology. Trigger-happy for the grand finale.
         

         
         Nearby, a wave of a hand.

         
         Kenji.

         
         In the museum, he shone with flowers and leaves and color, as if he’d sprouted from the earth itself. Tonight, he’s not a
            VIP, only another Hilo boy, celebrating the new year in a white T-shirt, gleaming. A bandanna around his neck. He appears
            in good humor, greeting people who pass him on the stairs with handshakes and hugs. She feels the heat of his attention as
            he mounts the steps. Those large eyes, that dimple. His jaw she wants to cup in her palms.
         

         
         He rests his cheek on hers. Courtesy, perhaps. Affection, hopefully. Daily she hoped to cross his path, still she’s stunned by his presence. “I’m surprised you’re here,” she says. 

         
         “I could say the same about you.” He stands beside her on the landing and explains. “Logan invited me. And Wally-Jun. Then
            Aunty Maile called. Twice.” She understands: They’d conspired to get him here. “And I couldn’t say no to Aunty Maile.”
         

         
         Jane laughs, both embarrassed and grateful. “None of us can.”

         
         Now those conspirators pass with New Year’s greetings. Wally-Jun says, “It’s our tradition for the eldest member of the family
            to light the firecrackers at midnight.” Jane remembers that Wally Sr. once did the honors.
         

         
         Maile threads her arm in her son’s. “It’s almost time.”

         
         From above, Jane and Kenji watch Wally-Jun lift a pole taller than the restaurant and secure it in its base. On its top end
            hangs a line of red: one hundred thousand small firecrackers. Jane imagines this same scene in every household in the islands.
            It’s a tradition for the Chinese New Year, a month away, but here in Hawai‘i, traditions are adopted and adapted. Tomorrow
            the streets will be red ash.
         

         
         Kenji’s come out of obligation, not desire. She says, “I’m sorry about this. You don’t have to stay if you don’t want to.”

         
         “Don’t be sorry. You have a loyal following.” Below, the people she loves and who love her. Beside her, the man she loves,
            soon departing. Beyond them, the bay. “When I first saw you here, you were sketching all this. Do you remember?”
         

         
         Then, as now, downtown twinkles. And then, as now, she thinks that if she touched him, together they would spark. “It’s the
            same, partly thanks to your work. You helped rebuild it.”
         

         
         “But it’s not the same,” he says. “We couldn’t replace what was lost, not really.”

         
         “Well, it’s stronger,” she says, “and I love it all the same.”

         
         Above them, aerials sparkle in blue and green and white. Each a brilliant, fleeting flash.

         
         “I finished the exhibit,” she says. She arrived on a Wednesday morning, when the museum was empty, and lit a lantern for her parents in the miniature bay-shaped installation. She forced herself to watch the tsunami arrive in the vault until she could witness it without flinching. Then she folded a paper crane, encased with well wishes, to the community of a recent disaster. Her bird will join a herd of one thousand sent to the Caribbean, rocked last month by an 8.6 magnitude earthquake. “That was my favorite part. Like our story is one chapter in a larger story. Our well wishes, our rebuilding, theirs too. A continuum.” 

         
         “Eli told me you came.” His voice calm, as if he’s been tracking her these months, and not avoiding her. “I can’t take credit
            for the traveling cranes. It’s got Loralei’s signature. Since the wave, she pushed us to think beyond ourselves.”
         

         
         “A good influence.”

         
         “So were you.” Kenji turns toward her, gaze resting on the tendril of hair on her cheek. “I wouldn’t be leaving tomorrow if
            it wasn’t for you. You showed me the world was full of wonder. You were so hungry for newness. I used to be jealous of you.
            So free.”
         

         
         “Now I’m jealous of you,” she teases. She asks after his itinerary. Tokyo first, then a bunch of places neither of them has
            ever been.
         

         
         She pictures the range of disasters between them, each too difficult to cross. Together again, she recalls that perfect summer,
            before they lost everything.
         

         
         “If I followed you to the airport, would you let me come with you?”

         
         He laughs. “You would not follow me anywhere. But Loralei says I do have a weakness for you.”
         

         
         The crowd begins the countdown to the new year.

         
         Ten, nine, eight.

         
         Jane asks, “So, yes?”

         
         Seven, six, five.

         
         Kenji says, “I probably would. But you belong here.”

         
         Four, three.

         
         “You think so?”

         
         Two.

         
         His fingers brush her cheek, tucks a lock of hair behind her ear. “It suits you.”

         
         One.

         
         Maile bends with a match. The lit fuse sprints. The first firecracker catches. One tiny explosion after another, the sparks flying upward, the sound so loud it’s impossible to hear the crowd’s cheers. 

         
         The sky explodes. Everyone burning through their stash. Lighting those endless lines of red firecrackers. Exploding every
            last aerial, whistling through the sky, sparkling color on those below. No need to take into the new year what can be enjoyed
            now. Pop-pop-pop. Kiss-kiss-kiss. Jane can feel her heart in her throat. Kenji cranes his neck upward. “Everyone going for broke,” he says.
         

         
         To go for broke, as plantation workers who made pennies, betting on the future. Gambling on hope. Foolish, perhaps. And what
            else could she want but this?
         

         
         “I’m all in,” she says. “Kenji, I have so many regrets—”

         
         “Janie, there’s time.” They are no longer lovers, but he kisses her. Lips warm on her mouth, familiar yet tentative. “Happy
            New Year.”
         

         
         The future is still a mystery, and soon Kenji will be alone in the world, twirling postcards on an airport rack. He will select
            one and detail his long days in this new city. And it will arrive to Jane, cuddled with a cat in a building downtown. A voice
            will float through the floorboards. Logan, trying to change the world. Every few weeks, postcards will ping back and forth
            across the globe. It will be a slow courtship, as if they are getting reacquainted, building patience and trust in one another.
            For once, the distance between them will become a channel. Jane will tack a map and calendar to her wall, tracking his journey
            and counting the days until his return.
         

         
         And in his absence, she will place her loss among the others. She will understand what her family had risked when they left
            their home countries for Hawai‘i and settled in a town prone to tsunamis. To love was to know that your life contained something
            worth the risk. Countries, languages, towns, homes, spouses, children—all could vanish. But they proceeded anyway. Generations
            of love had sheltered her until her own wave came.
         

         
         This new year holds a promise, if Jane is up for the challenge: a chance to build something new, something stronger. A life
            worthy of what was lost.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
         
            Author’s Note

         
         The town of Hilo depicted in these pages is a product of my imagination, as the real town seated on the eastern shore of the
            island of Hawai‘i is far more beautiful and complex than I’ve been able to render. Hilo’s historic tsunamis—namely, in 1946
            and 1960—did inform this narrative centering a fictional, modern-day wave. The novel’s title is inspired by “Water Spots,”
            from Tsunami Years (Bamboo Ridge Press, 1995) by Hilo-born writer Juliet S. Kono, whose work I first encountered at a reading at my public high
            school—my earliest memory of a local writer.
         

         
         The drafting of this novel was informed by several key texts, starting with Hawai‘i Tsunamis by Barbara Muffler (Arcadia, 2015) and anything I could grab by Dr. Walter Dudley and the Pacific Tsunami Museum. Further
            disaster research included A Paradise Built in Hell: The Extraordinary Communities That Arise in Disaster by Rebecca Solnit (Penguin, 2009), Facing the Wave: A Journey in the Wake of the Tsunami by Gretel Ehrlich (Vintage, 2013), Ghosts of the Tsunami: Death and Life in Japan’s Disaster Zone by Richard Lloyd Parry (Picador, 2017), and Wave: A Memoir by Sonali Deraniyagala (Vintage, 2013). 
         

         
         For local architecture, “Making Modernism Hawaiian: Rebuilding Laupāhoehoe School After a Tsunami” by Laura McGuire in Urban Tropicality (2019), Hawaiian Modern: The Architecture of Vladimir Ossipoff edited by Dean Sakamoto et al. (Yale University Press, 2015), Always Remember You Are Hawaiian: A Biography of Theodore A. Vierra, AIA by Fran Dieudonne (Neptune House, 2011), and The Albizia Project were particularly helpful.
         

         
         To deepen my understanding of Hawaiian history and cultural practices—far more rooted than my family’s arrival in the early
            twentieth century—the Ka Leo o Ka Uluau podcast from University of Hawai‘i at Hilo and the ‘Ano Lani, ‘Ano Honua: A Spiritual Guide to the Hawaiian Lunar Calendar by Kahu Wendell Kalanikapuaenui Silva (Hawai‘i Cultural Services, 2017) were valuable resources. As references for Hawaiian
            language, place names, and diacritics, I relied on dictionaries provided by Ulukau (UH-Hilo).
         

         
         Disaster-response artworks referenced in this novel were drawn from publicly available sources, including museum websites,
            news articles, and TED Talks. For links to these works, please visit aliciaupano.com.
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