
Waves of Warning - Chapter Twenty Eight 

Crosscurrents at Ka’unua - Part One 

The glow of the lowering sun was weak in the west. The wind was from the wrong direction, 
blowing cold and damp against the struggling sails. There was no pattern to the swells. The fast 
and true sailing at the beginning of the passage was no more. He had begun this voyage with 
confidence, the sad reason for it notwithstanding. He knew the guiding stars to follow, no matter 
the currents or storms, from when he had first sailed to Ka’unua. He’d completed the tasks 
accepted as his destiny, knowing that someday he would have to return to witness his mentor’s 
passing. Now the task ahead of him was ebbing his will. The sullen weather and difficult 
voyaging added to the ache in his heart. He found himself fighting to maintain his wayfinding 
skills against the both the elements of Nature arrayed against him from without and the 
unrelenting sorrow of his soul from within. And he was losing. 

No words had passed between him and Taveka, as tradition prescribed, once I’karua had 
signaled the beginning of the succession process. In that moment of change, David Helmares lost 
his friend’s counseling, his laughter, his admonitions, and his encouragements. After years of 
apprenticeship, the student was now to become the master without a word of parting, a 
conversation of goodbye or even a little joke about it all. His mentor was no longer needed by 
the Maruleans, his duty to his people complete, their identity forever enhanced by the decades of 
his presence. Now a new leader was supposed to be ready to play his part in the life of the sea 
people, but that man was beginning to doubt himself, and only the last words of Taveka kept 
David’s mind on an even keel. 

“Never give away the last of yourself to things you cannot control. No matter how much the 
sea takes out of your heart, you must not let it touch the still moment inside you that IS you. Find 
your star, hold it close, and use it like a blazing sun to defend yourself. If you use it well, nothing 
will defeat you. If you doubt it, anything can.” 

The cold wind would soon fulfill its promise of clouds to obscure even the brightest of stars 
throughout the dark night ahead. The ultimate test of a wayfinder’s skills was about to begin. 
There was nothing that could be trusted in any direction except Taveka sailing ahead of him, but 
soon he would have to find his own guide through the growing darkness. 

Luan said nothing to him. She was fully aware of the fight going on inside the man she loved, 
but she dared not break his concentration.  

The sky and sea were gray going black. The wind began a low whistle in the rigging. The 
voyager seemed fixed in place, assaulted from all sides by slapping chop and short steep waves 
that seemed to be laughing in derision at him. A sudden squall filled the air. Swirling spray stung 
his eyes. He could barely see beyond the prows of his craft, yet he searched and strained to 
maintain visual contact with Taveka’s voyaging craft ahead of him. He became increasingly 
afraid to lose his last and only guide. Then a final glimpse came and went, and he was alone.  



A rogue wave crashed onto the deck, knocking him off balance and breaking his grip on the 
tiller. The long piece of wood, left free for just an instant, swung wildly away from him before 
slamming into his stomach as the voyager lurched off course under the pressure of the wave. 
Helmares stumbled, slipped and fell. A foot slid off the side of the hull and he was down to one 
knee reaching in vain for the tiller and control. The tiller swung again and he barely warded off 
the blow aimed at his head. His eyes shut tight in fear. He was exhausted, beaten, full of sorrow 
and now shame at the defeat but moments away, a defeat from which some men never, ever 
recover. 

The prows of his voyager went high in the air. A swell rolled under the hulls and lifted the 
stern before dropping down again. He saw the tiller swinging wildly. The voyaging craft was 
now at the mercy of the sea, helpless and dangerously adrift, as was he, cowered into a fetal 
position, his last solitary retreat.  

There he was not alone.  
What about your children? And their mother? What about the child inside her? What 
about her love for you? What about the man voyaging ahead of you, who trusted you 
and is able to die in peace because that trust was well-placed? 
The thought was the last and only thing he had, and it was not going to be drowned by the 

sea, or blown away by the wind, or confused by storms or frightened by the night. 
There was love inside him, and though it may have been the last thing of consequence that 

defined who he was, it was all he needed. He focused on it and fanned its glow as if trying to 
bring life back to a cold and dying fire. And a spark appeared. 

He did not stop his thoughts. They began to extend outwards, to his parents whom he had 
loved, and who had loved him. The spark caught and a flame appeared. Stronger and stronger he 
poured on the memories of all the years of his life when kindness and generosity had been 
exchanged between him and other human beings. The flame danced, and old friendships 
appeared in its light, feeding it and making it brighter to illuminate the way for even deeper 
memories to come out of his past, those of all the students who would never forget the best 
teacher they ever had. 

The fire’s warmth lit up his eyes behind their closed lids until it would be contained no 
longer and forced his eyes open wide.  

He saw the tiller and put both hands on it. He gathered himself and got to his feet. He spread 
his legs and stood firm, warming all his muscles in the fire burning strong inside him. 

The wild and open ocean was dark all around him, but nothing could dim the light from his 
eyes. A wave lifted the prows, and the voyager was very much off balance. David reacted by 
shifting his weight against the tiller. When the wave left the sterns of the hulls, they came down 
together. His response had come just in time to give him a moment in balance. Twenty five 
seconds later, another swell lifted the voyager, and again he took the swell at an angle coming 
towards him, but left it evenly and balanced as it flowed behind him. 

The wind increased in strength. Lightning flashed far to the east. The chop was all over the 
hulls. He remained steadfast, waiting for the next swell. He counted the seconds, and at the last 
instant, he pushed against the tiller. The prows went high in the air, but evenly this time. 

Now he had it. Now he had his wayfinder’s guide after first finding his soul’s guide within. 
The squall came down hard, but he was smiling, almost laughing now. His full sails drained fresh 



water and he cupped his hands for a drink. Another swell came at him head on, but with his hand 
firm on the tiller, he was making headway by plowing squarely into the constant energy coming 
straight at him. He knew he was on course for good. 

“Luan! Luan!” he called to his wife. The rain was coming down hard, and the noise that 
muffled his words, “I need help with the sails!” 

Her bright smile came out from under the shelter dome on the voyaging craft. She knew her 
husband had withstood his challenges, and she dispelled the last of his intensity with a touch of 
humor. 

“Oh, I’m sorry honey, but my nails might get damaged! Do I have to?” 
“Yes, and not only that, but I need a kiss, right now!” 
“Aye-aye, captain!” 
The rain began to back off, and the wind shifted as the squall moved on. David stayed at the 

tiller as Luan swung the sails around. Then a star appeared, and he took immediate note of its 
position off his mast relative to the next swell. The wind really began to kick up, and she 
struggled with the sails to give their voyaging craft even more speed. Soon they were flying 
forward, and more stars appeared. He saw a part of the constellation he needed. It was lower in 
the sky, and would disappear before dawn, but it pointed to a path of stars he traced up to the 
apex of the dome above him. As the great track of stars wheeled overhead, he would watch each 
set on the horizon. When the last star touched the sea, they would be at Ka’unua.  

*  *  * 

“I thought we all better talk after what just happened out at the reef and what we’re going to 
do next,” said Heath Larson. His mind was very much on the new low pressure system between 
New Zealand and Antarctica and he had everyone on a conference call, including Mac Owens, 
who was now in Hawai’i. It took him a second to remember that there was something more 
important to understand before he began to talk about going on a surf trip.  

“Mac, can you tell us what happened?” he said, but the words came out stiff and leaden, as if 
he was suddenly a bit ashamed of his original reason for the call. And Owens didn’t make it any 
easier for him. 

“Well, I, I don’ quite know where to start, Heath. An’ fact is, I’d rather not say much t’all. 
Why do ya wanna talk about it?” 

But he knew why. Rumors were beginning to circulate in Hawai’i and the surf industry that 
something bad had happened to the Wavelife expedition, but no one outside of Tahiti knew any 
details. With a morgue full of corpses and body parts, everyone involved was placed 
incommunicado while Tahitian officials imposed a complete media blackout, knowing the deaths 
of eleven men would quickly be big news throughout the South Pacific, and then throughout the 
world. They wanted to know exactly what happened before the world media descended upon 
them, so they had initiated a formal investigation into the entire episode. 

It was immediately determined that Victor Sanchez had acted in accordance with all aviation 
laws, and the Tahitian air ministry, with whom he’d worked closely over the years, honored his 
request to be allowed to take his wife home. Sanchez knew they both needed time to recover 
from what they’d seen, though he knew his father had never fully recovered from what he’d had 



to do more than sixty years ago. Officials also gave Owens permission to get on a jet to Hawai’i 
after taking a full statement from him. Now he was being asked to give another statement, and he 
wasn’t about to say more than he had to. 

Aleja Gracellen sensed the tension and stepped in. 
“How are Victor and Tina?” 
“Back home, Aleja. but ‘fore y’all start askin’ a buncha questions, I just can’t tell y’all a 

helluva lot, ‘cause that’s the deal I made with the Tahitians. Fact is, Woods and the guys who we 
flew out there are still back there under whatcha might call a kinda house arrest ‘cause the 
Tahitians don’ want a lotta info gettin’ out ‘til they got a handle on the whole thing. What I can 
tell ya is that guy Palua was givin’ orders, he made sum mistakes an’ things got outta hand.” 

“Randy Laine called me after he talked to Kai Woods. Said the whole thing sounded like a 
disaster in the making.” Larson’s clumsy attempt to get Owens to open up was cut off by a 
trenchant question. 

“Mac, can you tell us how many went out there?” asked Ben Jeffries, sitting in his office on a 
conference phone. 

“Fourteen.” 
“Who came back?” asked Sonny-boy Noaloa. 
“I cain’t speak ta that ‘cept ta say ‘twas a cameraman an’ a surfer an’ the man who saved 

‘em.” 
“What about Ian?” asked Cheryl Corlund, also on conference phone, sitting with Dolly 

Artensa in a tiny office in Newport Beach.  
“Cheryl, I think ya kin figger the rest fer yerselves.” 
“Lord have mercy on their souls,” said Artensa. 
For quite a while it seemed like the silence would last forever in Hawai’i, New York, and 

California as everyone was lost in their own thoughts about what role they had played in the 
death of Ian Clark and ten other men. 

“I’m sorry Mac. You’re right. So what do we need to talk about Heath?” 
“Those guys were surfing the wrong reef. We looked at the DVD again and Aleja was 

absolutely right. The place we surfed is not the place in the video. It has to be one of the two 
reefs to the northeast. There is a new storm right now that will give us a second chance. I think 
we should get out there.” 

“You said that once before and you almost died, And other people said it and now they’re 
dead,” said Roberto Mercante with a sobriety that surprised everyone until they realized he was 
right. 

“So why do we even need to go back out there? We aren’t looking to make celebrities for 
public consumption anymore, are we?”  

Artensa was, once again, playing devil’s advocate. The business team knew it was a good 
question. The surfers knew it was a good question. But one person had a quick answer, because 
she was exactly between the two camps. 

“No, Dolly, that’s not in the business plan as I understand it. But I am, and if you want me to 
be a role model, this is as good a time as any. If we do it right, we’ll take the media spotlight 
that’ll shine on us and reflect it on to the issues we believe in.” 



The phones went silent again until Larson, knowing another trip out to the reef so soon was 
pushing it, also knew it was a risk he had to take. 

“Thanks, Aleja. Everyone, please, let me explain a few things. Over a week ago, I got a call 
from a friend in Western Australia, and when he told me how big the surf was, and how fast it 
came up, well, uh, I was uh, - - -” 

Jeffries smiled at Larson’s reticence because he understood Larson’s inner turmoil quite well. 
He was about to say something when Bruddah, also understanding why his friend was at a loss 
for words, stepped right in. 

“Yeah, brah, you start pacing ‘round da house. You call Randy. He not home. You get onna 
computa. Check Navy website. Now I tink you gonna explode. You get out da maps. Check da 
swell angle like you did da last trip. Den you really go nuts.” 

“Yeah, I guess I did. Surfing is such a cruel mistress, sometimes.” 
“Oh, and what do you know about mistresses?” asked Gracellen with a purposefully innocent 

tone to her voice that accomplished her goal when she hear some muffled laughter on the speaker 
phones. 

“Uh, er, nothing, only a figure of speech,” he said, a bit tongue-tied. 
“That storm was something special,” said Corlund, knowing he needed a bit of help to get 

back on track. 
“Yeah, Cheryl, it was, and I started amping. But then I realized we weren’t ready. The 

waverunners were still in boxes, and we hadn’t tested them with the mountings on the Aeolus. 
Then I got a call from Randy after he talked to Kai Woods. He filled me in on the whole thing, 
and I started to have flashbacks about how my impatience and ego had almost killed me. That 
settled me down pretty fast, I’ll tell ya.” 

“Thanks for the confessional, Heath, but let’s get to the point, ok? There’s a new storm and 
more waves coming, right? Have you called Randy yet? How about Bob? “What about the 
plane? Are you ready?” said Gracellen, “’Cause I’m ready! How about you, Sonny-boy? 
Remember it was our turn!” 

“Of course! A gentleman always accedes to the wishes of a lady!” 
“He mean we go surf da kine big wave fo’ da cause!” 
“Thanks for the translation, Bruddah!” said Corlund, “Clem? Plane ready?” 
“Yup, sho’ is,” he said, “Plus we got Mac ta’ help us, so I’m ready ta file a flight plan. Jes say 

the word.” 
“Anybody got anything more to say?” 
“Yes,” said Dolly Artensa, “When we get off the phone, I’d like for everyone to stop for a 

second and say a prayer for Ian Clark and the guys who died out there. And then ask the Good 
Lord to give us His blessings.” 

“And offshore winds!” added Aleja Gracellen. 
A loud “Amen!” filled the speakerphones.  

!


