
MICHELLE 

 

“Not in a million years,” said the man who held the key to Michelle’s financial future. “There’s no way I 

would ever allow my wife to force me to take a pill.” The pill the man was referring to was the latest and 

greatest miracle drug from New Life Pharmaceuticals. Designed to extinguish a man’s lustful urges, the 

pill was intended to help men stay faithful to their wives.  

“Mr. Holt, let me explain…” Michelle tried her best to keep her tone professional. She wasn’t feeling 

well, had been turned down by 3 other retailers and knew she had to update her supervisor Stan with 

today’s numbers. If this prospect fell through her day would be a perfect trifecta of losses.  

“There’s nothing to explain young lady,” Holt continued, eyes on his paperwork and not on Michelle. 

Well, at least he called her young. That was a check in the win column for the day, she thought. “Listen, I 

know what your company is trying to do. You want to market to women who are afraid their men are 

cheating on them. Well I’m not buying into that.” 

A wave of nausea swept over her as she sat back, too tired to fight. “Here’s what I think,” Holt went on 

as Michelle’s mind drifted. She saw Shopper’s Depot, the store she was currently in, carrying the magic 

pill. She saw the bright red packages lining the shelves of every store they had and watched as women 

filled their carts with the miracle drug, pushing and shoving to get their hands on the last bottle. 

Holt went on, “It’s not about the urges little lady. It’s about the marriage. Lust is a natural human 

emotion. And if a woman doesn’t want her man to lust after other ladies, than maybe she should up her 

game.” That caught Michelle’s attention. She snapped back to reality. 

“If women took better care of their appearance and didn’t nag so much, maybe men wouldn’t have 

wandering eyes.” Michelle felt her jaw drop as the visions of eager customers and big commissions 

evaporated from her mind.  

Holt noticed Michelle’s reaction. “Listen, I don’t want to have a women’s lib fight here.” Was this guy 

serious? Michelle was almost too stunned to speak. Almost. 

“Mr. Holt, if you’d just allow me to…” But he cut her off before she could recite her well-rehearsed 

script. The script she had blurted out dozens of times in the past weeks. The script that she detested and 

that made her skin crawl. Just the thought of cheating spouses made her sick. Maybe that was why she 

was nauseas, she wondered. 

“Listen, I’m sorry. I can see this means a lot to you,” Holt went on. “But I’m not interested. Now, I have a 

busy schedule, so if you don’t mind,” Holt flicked his eyes to the door behind Michelle, signaling her that 

the appointment was over. 

Exhausted and too sick to even try, Michelle conceded and headed to the door. “And Miss Clemens,” 

Michelle spun around, hoping he had changed his mind. “Just because your guy cheated on you doesn’t 

mean all men do.” And with that and a wink, Holt dismissed her. 

The California sun had heated Michelle’s car up to a nice 120 degrees. She threw her briefcase in the 

back seat, slipped out of her stilettos and slid her feet into her comfy beach sandals for the long rush 

hour commute back to her apartment in Newport Beach. She loved the California life, but hated the 



traffic, especially at rush hour. In the three years that she had been with New Life Pharmaceuticals, 

Michelle had seen her life turn around. After being plucked from obscurity as a coffee shop waitress by 

one of New Life’s recruiters, Michelle had taken on the role of sales rep with no experience at all. But 

she was a natural. She rose up quickly in the company, gaining territory after territory and winning 

nearly every award the large corporation offered. Her name, Michelle Clemens, was printed on several 

certificates that adorned her cubicle walls: fifteen leader of the month awards, a half a dozen top 

achievers and one trophy that Michelle had received when she was inducted into the elite President’s 

Club. 

Along with her financial success, Michelle had found the love of her life and was engaged to be married 

to Luke Young, a successful realtor. The two had met at a friend’s party two years before and Michelle 

fell hard. His California good looks were only outdone by his charismatic personality. People were drawn 

to Luke. He had a killer smile, golden hair and bronze skin. And when he spoke, people listened. Not only 

was he funny, Luke was also well versed in the ways of the world. And although Michelle was hesitant to 

get involved with anyone after her divorce break-up from Justin, she felt drawn to Luke. And the two 

had been together ever since. 

As she sat in traffic, Michelle’s mind wandered back to Justin. She remembered the first day they met in 

English class. They were both students at the University of Hawaii and although she had been attending 

for a year, she had never seen him before. Justin and Michelle both swore it was love at first sight. They 

were both Hawaii natives, both loved literature, and both wanted to get off the island and flee to the 

mainland to experience what life would be like in California. As their relationship deepened, so did 

Michelle’s desire to please him. As a Christian, Michelle felt that despite how much she loved Justin, she 

could not be intimate with him until they were married. knew that they shouldn’t live in sin but her 

heart and flesh overcame her Christian beliefs. 

When Michelle’s father got wind of the relationship, he pressured her to break it off. Larry Clemens was 

a third generation cattle farmer. He had worked on Trinity Ranch, the Hawaiian farm his family owned 

his entire life. When he met Michelle’s mother Elizabeth, she joined him on the farm and there they 

raised Michelle and her younger brother and sister. Her parents were loving and always provided. But 

Michelle’s father was emotionally distant. He had always made clear his expectations for his children – 

that they would obey God as their Holy Father and him as their earthly father.  

From the time Michelle was old enough to show interest in boys, Larry had begun his search for the 

perfect husband for his first born. Kana was the son of a prominent family that owned a very successful 

pineapple plantation on the Big Island. In high school Larry merely hinted of the impending union. But 

when Michelle began college and became more independent of her parents, Larry became more 

insistent that Michelle and Kana wed. 

In order to avoid the harsh criticism of her father and to satisfy their physical and emotional desires, 

Justin and Michelle eloped ran off together in their second year of college and fled to Newport Beach, 

California. It was there, after the glow of new love wore off, the Michelle saw Justin for who he really 

was. His quiet, loving demeanor was replaced by a controlling, jealous and often violent one. Within 

three years, Michelle realized her mistake and fearing for her self-respect and safety, she filed for 

divorcechose to end the relationship and established her own life on the other side of the city. 



At first, life was difficult. Estranged from her father and having very little contact with her mother or 

grandmother, Michelle was forced to make it on her own. Although she had some college under her 

belt, she didn’t have the degree she needed to secure a high paying job. But when the dust from the 

divorce break-up settled, Michelle found herself alone in a small apartment on the south side of 

Newport Beach with no income. When she was with Justin, he had supported her in a very simple way. 

Michelle didn’t have to work and instead dabbled in photography classes, yoga and even spent time 

volunteering at the local humane society. Her farm roots beckoned her to the wayward animals and 

Michelle felt an instant connection with them. For the first year after her divorcebreak-up, Michelle 

focused on her passions instead of a career. Eventually, the money from the divorceshe had stashed 

away began to dwindle and she realized she needed to bring in an income. Either that or call her father 

for help. 

She searched in the downtown area that she had frequented in the several years she had lived in 

Newport Beach with Justin. There were art galleries, skateboard shops, restaurants, boutiques and 

coffee shops. Michelle spent several days filling out applications only to be told she wasn’t qualified. 

“Really?” she thought. “How qualified to you have to be to serve food or sell clothes?”  

The days stretched into weeks and as the weather was warmed, the surfers and tourists began 

streaming into the city in droves. Michelle knew it was hiring season and hit all of the employers one 

more time in a desperate attempt to secure work. She finally landed a waitressing job at The Beach 

Brew, the local coffee shop. It didn’t pay much, but it paid. And Michelle knew that if she kept her 

expenses low, she would be able to get by until something better came along. 

 

Three years after Michelle started at the coffee shop, her something better finally came along. Two 

gentlemen were having a business meeting of sorts and Michelle was their waiter. She didn’t think that 

they were paying any attention to her, but when they were ready to pay the bill, they called her over. 

After some small talk, they told her they were recruiters for New Life Pharmaceutical and had been 

watching her with the customers. They were impressed with her friendly attitude, her ability to sell the 

items on the menu and the fact that even though she was only a waitress in a coffee shop, she came 

across as very professional. 

After the sting of the “only a waitress in a coffee shop” comment wore off, Michelle began listening. She 

agreed to meet the men after her shift to find out more. By the end of the week, Michelle had left Beach 

Brew and embarked on her new career as a sales representative for New Life Pharmaceuticals. Within 

four short years, she had risen to the top, upgraded her apartment and fallen in love. Everything was 

going great until New Life introduced Abstinze, the new pill designed to reduce a man’s sexual urges. 

Michelle had no problem selling the heart medication, the diabetic medication and all of the other 

supplements designed to improve people’s quality of life. But Abstinze was different. 

She wasn’t sure if it was because it was a sexual medication, or actually, an anti-sexual medication, or if 

she wasn’t successful selling it because it required that men be willing to stay faithful to their spouses. 

Either way, she was hitting wall after wall and her sales numbers were dropping rapidly. Michelle looked 

through her windshield, past the cars in the parking lot to the large steeple across the street. It had been 

a long time since she had been to church. Even longer since she had really talked to God. Something 



stirred in her again another wave of nausea swept over her. She started the car and turned the air on 

full blast just as her phone started ringing. 

“Hi Stan,” she said to her supervisor, dreading the impending conversation. She listened to him rattle 

on, not having the desire or energy to interrupt him with her less than thrilling news. 

“Listen Michelle,” Stan continued. “I’ve been carrying you because you are my top rep. Well, you were 

my top rep.” Michelle closed her eyes and rested her head against the leather headrest. “But lately, I 

don’t know, you have really slacked off.”  

Michelle wanted desperately to argue with Stan. She wanted to tell him that no, she hadn’t slacked off. 

In fact, she had been working harder than ever. She had been pushing and pushing, but no one was 

biting. Her calls had doubled and her sales had dropped by 50 percent. All while fighting some serious 

stomach bug. She felt the stinging of tears at the corner of her eyes. She wanted to tell Stan all of this. 

But she didn’t. 

“Michelle, Michelle? Are you still there?!” Stan practically yelled in the phone.  

“Yes, I’m here,” she said, barely audible.  

“Well, what are you going to do? You know I can’t keep you if you don’t make your quota. Even if I like 

you, cause I do. And even if I know you’re a great salesperson, cause you are. But you know I can’t keep 

dead weight around, right?”  

Dead weight. What a delicate way to put it, Stan, thought Michelle, the tears leaving dark stains on her 

pink silk blouse. “Yes, I know that Stan,” she said, not wanting to fight. Why did she feel so sick and 

tired? Was it the job? Was she worn down because she was pushing something that she was morally 

and ethically against? Was she sick because the weather was warming up? Or was it the stress she had 

been experiencing with Luke lately? 

Just the thought of Luke caused another wave of sweat to rise up in her. She loved Luke, she really did. 

But lately they had been less than close. It was as if they were drifting apart. After 2 years, she thought 

for sure they would be headed for the altar. She wanted to make it official. She wanted to do right by 

her Christian upbringing, even though she had strayed far from it. And somewhere deep inside of her, 

she wanted to do right by her father. 

“I know Stan, I know. Listen,” Michelle cut him off. “I’ve got to go, I’ll talk to you tomorrow.” She hung 

up the phone and sat in the cool car, waiting for her nerves and stomach to settle. The air conditioning 

dried the tears to her face. After several minutes of thinking about her job, Luke and her father, Michelle 

decided to call it a day. She had one more appointment scheduled, but it was a drop-in. She chose 

instead to flee to the safety and comfort of her home. 

 

“I don’t know Tracy,” Michelle said as she took off her heels and got out of her car. “I’m just getting 

home now, let me call you in later.” Michelle hung up and approached the set of stairs that led to her 

apartment. She padded up the concrete stairs, shoes in her hands and discouragement in her soul. All 

she could think about was unwinding and finding something to settle her stomach. The last thing she 

wanted to do was go dancing with Tracy. 



Michelle had met Tracy when she first arrived in Newport Beach. Tracy was a California native and 

looked it. She was tall, thin and blonde with the perfect bronzed body. Michelle on the other hand was 

short, athletic and brunette. Her Hawaiian ethnicity blessed her with naturally tan skin, thick black hair 

and large brown eyes. Michelle had always liked her appearance and never felt different in Hawaii. It 

wasn’t until she discovered Justin’s weakness for cute California blonds that Michelle developed some 

insecurities.  

Tracy would have been exactly Justin’s type. Except she wasn’t. She was outspoken, strong willed and 

fiercely independent. Justin wouldn’t have lasted a second with her. In fact, that’s how the two of them 

met. Shortly before Justin and Michelle divorcedsplit up, Michelle tried a new yoga studio. After two 

hours of down-dogs, lotus positions and sun salutations, she was drenched and drained. The tall blond 

with perfect form, the same woman Michelle had been secretly jealous of, asked Michelle if she’d like to 

go get a smoothie at the organic juice bar across the street. 

Even though Michelle and Tracy’s backgrounds couldn’t be any more different, the two became friends 

instantly. They spent several hours talking about themselves and sharing their life histories. By the time 

they parted ways, the sun had set and a new relationship had been born. Michelle had found in Tracy 

the family she had lost. She shared everything with her and leaned on her heavily during the divorce. 

They spoke daily and spent much of their free time together. But today, Michelle had other plans. 

The bright afternoon sun and her tabby cat Menehune welcomed Michelle as she opened the door to 

her home. The tabby rubbed himself along her sweaty legs and purred loudly as Michelle closed the 

door to the world and escaped into her apartment. “Hello there,” she said, greeting the pet she had 

named after the mythological Hawaiian dwarves. “I missed you too,” she said as she threw her shoes 

and purse on the floor and plopped on the sofa with Mene.  

The apartment wasn’t much, but it was home. The narrow front hall held a small coat closet and barely 

enough room for a little table. A few feet from the entrance was a small kitchen. It was newly 

remodeled and held all the conveniences Michelle needed, especially since she didn’t cook. To the left 

of the kitchen was a half bathroom and next to that, a door to her bedroom suite. The kitchen opened 

up to a decent sized living room and dining nook. The living room and bedroom each had two sliding 

doors to a narrow patio that ran the length of the apartment. If Michelle stood on her tippy toes and 

peeked over the top of the Hard Rock in the distance, she was just able to make out a beautiful Newport 

Beach sunset, maybe. 

“Oh Mene,” Michelle said sadly, stroking the cat. “Looks like it’s dry food again this week.” She sat and 

thought about her situation. Maybe she could convince Stan to give her the Rejuvenate account. New 

Life had just acquired a new division of supplements that helped people age more gracefully. They were 

all natural and improved stamina, energy and vitality. They were easy to market and Michelle believed 

in them. She was thinking about that when another wave of nausea overcome her. She stopped petting 

Mene and instantly put her hands on her flat stomach.  

Why was she so sick? Michelle thought back to what she had eaten. Her diet was healthy and in the past 

day she hadn’t had anything out of the ordinary. Luke and she had gone out to dinner the night before. 

Maybe that was it. They had tried a new restaurant and Michelle wondered if she had a touch of food 

poisoning. Luke. Michelle felt the tension rise and her heart speed up. Things had been difficult lately. 

She thought Luke was the one and even though she had been intimate with him, she didn’t want to take 



the step to move in together until they were married. She wondered if leaving her Christian morals 

behind were causing her physical discomfort. 

“Oh no,” she said out loud, suddenly realizing why she might be sick. Her mind began racing as she 

headed to bathroom. She frantically dug around under the sink looking for the pregnancy test. She had 

bought a 2-pack a few month before when she thought she might be pregnant. It was then, when the 

test turned up negative, that she began pressuring Luke to take the next step in their relationship. It was 

then, too, that things started changing in their relationship. 

Michelle sat down on the toilet with the stick in hand. And then she did something she hadn’t in a long 

time. She prayed. “Dear God, please don’t let me pregnant. I know I’ve gone against your will and I’m 

not being faithful to you. But God, please, please don’t burden me with a child out of wedlock.” She 

wanted to leave the test on the bathroom counter and pretend it wasn’t there. But before she could 

even get up, the test confirmed her fear. Two pink lines screamed up at her from her shaking hands. She 

leaned against the counter, trying to absorb what she was seeing. Thoughts of her father appeared in 

her head. The disgrace he felt when she eloped with Justin would be nothing to how he felt when he 

found out she was pregnant and unmarried.   

“Michelle?” Luke’s voice called out from the kitchen and interrupted her thoughts. Michelle quickly put 

the test under the counter, washed her hands and went out to greet him, hoping her apprehension was 

well hidden.  

“Hi honey, how was your day?” Michelle had given Luke a key to her apartment several month earlier 

and he came and went as he pleased. She also had a key to his, but preferred not leaving Mene so they 

often ended up at her place. Usually, this didn’t bother her at all. But lately, things had been so tense 

she wished she had more privacy. And on days like this, she could have used it. 

“Um, hi,” she said, still trying to conceal her feelings. She was sure she was pregnant, but unsure how 

she felt about that. And unsure how she felt about their relationship. After having Stan threaten her job 

and finding out she was going to be a mother, Michelle wasn’t sure she could handle much more. Luke 

walked past her in the hall, lightly planting a kiss on her cheek. He sat on the sofa, flipped on the 

television and opened his soda. 

“So, you’ll never believe what happened to me today,” he began chatting. Michelle thought wryly and 

then said “Really? You’ll never believe what happened to ME today!” Still in shock, she went to the 

fridge, grabbed a drink and joined Luke on the sofa. 

XXXLuke didn’t seem to hear her and continued on. “You know that listing, that listing I told you about in 

Orange County that could take me to the next level? Well, I got it! It’s my first million dollar property. 

I’m in! I’m finally on the way to selling luxury homes.” He continued on telling Michelle how he is so 

excited that his career is moving forward. After a few moments, he takes a breath and looks at Michelle. 

“So, how was your day?” 

“Well,” Michelle begins, not sure what to say. “Actually, it was pretty crappy.” She shares with Luke the 

difficulties she’s having selling Abstinze and how Stan threatened her job. She tries not to cry as the very 

real fear of being unemployed and pregnant creeps into her mind. Thank God she’s got Luke, and that 

he’s earning good money.XXX 



“Well,” Luke said as Michelle readied herself to embrace the emotional support she so desperately 

needed. “I wouldn’t buy it either.” 

Michelle looked at him in shock. “What? You wouldn’t buy Abstinze?” Although they had jokingly talked 

about the pill in the past, they had never discussed the reasoning behind it.  

“No way,” Luke said as he took a long swig of his soda. “I would never let a woman, or anyone force me 

to take a pill.” He turned his attention to the television. 

“You mean,” Michelle began, unable to believe this man, the man she intended to marry, the man who 

fathered her unborn child, was being so unrealistic. “You wouldn’t take something that would prevent 

you from being lustfully drawn to other women? Even if you knew it would protect our relationship? You 

wouldn’t do that for me?” 

Luke turned the television off and shifted toward Michelle, dodging her gaze. “Listen,” he said slowly, 

fidgeting on the soft leather sofa. “I need to tell you something.” 

“I need to tell you something too,” Michelle said before she even realized it. Her anger and frustration 

rose. Maybe it was just hormones. 

“I want to break up.” Luke said curtly, still avoiding Michelle’s brown eyes. “I don’t think I’m in love with 

you anymore.” 

Michelle felt like she had the wind knocked out of her. Had she just heard him correctly? Did Luke tell 

her he wanted to break up with her? 

“It’s just that I feel like we’ve drifted apart and I’m not sure I want to go on this way,” Luke added, 

sensing her utter shock. 

When she finally caught her breath, Michelle said, “I know things have been tense. I mean, we’ve both 

been working so hard and we haven’t been able to spend much time together. But I didn’t think it was 

that bad…” her voice drifted off as she gulped hard to hold back the tidal wave of tears rising up in her. 

“Maybe we just need to get away, spend some time together…” 

“I don’t think so Michelle,” Luke said softly, reaching out for her hand. “I don’t want to prolong the 

inevitable. I think we’re finished.” 

Michelle squeezed his hand hard. “Please Luke, please reconsider. I know we can make it work.” She 

begged, wondering if she really wanted it to work or if she was just afraid of raising his child without 

him.  

Luke let go of her hand and moved further away from Michelle, as if he was already out of the 

relationship. “I’m sorry,” he said as he stood. He turned and began to walk away and then stopped. 

“What is it you wanted to tell me?” he asked as he removed her house key from his keychain. 

Michelle sat frozen, unsure of whether or not she should tell Luke that he was going to be a father. She 

never imagined their relationship would come to this. Although she was still in shock about the fact that 

she was pregnant, she had managed to have a flicker of excitement envisioning Luke and she her 

tending to their little bundle of joy. Now that vision laid in ashes at her feet as she watched Luke 

distance himself even from her emotionally and physically.  
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“It’s not important,” Michelle said as she watched him head toward the door. “It’s nothing.” The door 

closed and Michelle sat silent on the sofa, Mene’s hairs sticking to her tears as the pooled up in her lap. 

She thought for a long time. She thought about what had happened with Luke. She wondered if there 

were signs that she didn’t see. Had she been too needy? Had she been too busy with work? Had she 

pressured him too much about marriage?  

The thoughts raced through her head as she cried. The silent apartment filled with the soft glow of the 

setting sun. Michelle didn’t know how long she had sat there, but she knew she was tired. She got up, 

fed Mene and headed for bed. She went into the bathroom, washed her face and then saw the 

pregnancy test. A new flood of (tirestears) rose up and took her over. She grabbed a spare roll of toilet 

paper, curled up in bed and cried herself to sleep. 

“Well, you missed quite an exciting night!” Tracy’s bubbly voice boomed through the phone. “We did 

merengue and I was on fire!” Tracy was filling Michelle in on her previous evening’s festivities. “Jared 

has gotten so much better,” she said, describing her adoring husband’s dance moves in detail. After a 

few moments of banter, she stopped. “Michelle? Are you there?” 

Michelle exhaled, wanting desperately to cry but letting her pride take the front seat. “Yeah, uh-huh, 

yeah, I’m here.”  

“What’s wrong?” Tracy demanded more than she asked. That was one thing about their relationship. No 

matter how much they tried, they could never hide their feelings. It was like a sixth sense, they just 

knew when something was wrong. 

Michelle didn’t even bother trying to lie. “Luke broke up with me…” the tears came hard and fast. She 

began explaining how he had chosen the most imperfect time, after her awful day and near loss of her 

job. She told Tracy how he was less than delicate and acted as if it was no big deal.  

Tracy could hear the brokenness in Michelle’s voice. “Well,” she said, knowing better than to tell 

Michelle that she never thought Luke was right for her anyhow. “I’m sorry you are hurting honey. What 

can I do?”  

That was Tracy, always the support and never the condemner. In that moment, Michelle thought how 

Christ like Tracy had always been. She never judged, was always patient and her love was unconditional. 

“And, to make it worse,” Michelle prepared herself for the news she was about to deliver to her best 

friend. “I’m pregnant.”  

Silence. Michelle wasn’t sure if Tracy had heard her so she mustered up the courage to say the words 

again. “I’m…”  

“I heard you,” said Tracy, interrupting Michelle. “It’s just that, I just,” Tracy stammered. Michelle gulped 

hard, praying to God that Tracy wouldn’t abandon her like Luke just had.  

“Well?” Michelle asked cautiously, not sure she wanted to hear the response on the other end. 

After another long pause, Tracy finally spoke through her tears. “That is the best news I’ve had in a long 

time! You will make the most amazing mother, Michelle. I just know it!” 



Michelle breathed a big sigh of relief and began to cry into the phone. “At least something good came 

out of your relationship with Luke,” said Tracy. “And besides, that little bundle will have the best 

Godmother ever… me!” 

 

XXX (Add a surprised response?)Tracy didn’t miss a beat. “Well, at least something good came out of 

this.” The two talked about the pregnancy. Michelle shared her fears, her worries and her concern for 

the effect it would have on her family’s honor. Even though Tracy was a California girl, she knew 

Michelle’s history enough to know that honor was a big deal to the Clemens family. She learned all 

about Larry and Elizabeth Clemens over the years and understood that Michelle only talked to her 

mother, and even then, it was strained. To Tracy, it all seemed childish. So Michelle got married and 

moved to California. So what? So Michelle didn’t marry the wealthy man Larry Clemens had picked out 

for her. So what? Michelle was a grown woman and could do what she wanted. Tracy could understand 

Michelle’s apprehension but couldn’t understand how Michelle’s father could turn his back on her. 

“I just don’t know what to do,” Michelle continued, sharing her very real fear with Tracy. “I’m still in 

shock about the pregnancy. How can I even process the break-up? Or maybe it’s the other way around.”  

“Maybe you can use this opportunity to learn from your experience. Maybe,” Tracy went on, “you can 

be a better person in the future for the right person God has planned for your life.” 

Michelle thought about that and agreed. But she was still confused about what to do about the 

pregnancy. “I’m not going to tell Luke,” she decides emphatically. After several more minutes of talking, 

she adds, “And I’m keeping the baby. I could never go against God’s will and have an abortion. Never.” 

Tracy listened as Michelle went on, “I feel the Holy Spirit is tugging at my heart. I know I turned away 

from him in the past in my relationship with Justin and even with Luke. But I feel like he want me to 

return to God and trust Him with my future. I know he will take care of me and my baby.” 

“I think you need some time to get away and absorb it all,” said Tracy, delighted to hear that Michelle 

XXXXis was willing to let God back in and let him be in charge. 

Michelle began talking again when she was interrupted by another call coming in on her phone. “Tracy, 

I’ve got another call, hang on a minute.”  

She held the phone out to see who it was. Mother? Her heart leapt to her throat. Why would she be 

calling? Michelle and her mother Elizabeth Clemens had scheduled phone calls once a month. They 

planned them so her father Larry wouldn’t know. He would be less than pleased if he knew Elizabeth 

kept in touch with her daughter after the disgrace she brought on the family. The phone calls were 

treasures to Michelle. For 8 years, she had been able to keep up with the news of her brother and sister 

and her dear grandmother, Lilo. She had also been kept informed about the status of Trinity Farms, the 

cattle farm her family owned. And recently, the news had been anything but good.  

She wondered why her mother was calling unscheduled and quickly told Tracy she would call her back. 

“Hello?” she spoke into the phone. “Mom, is everything alright?”  

“Michelle,” her mother began. “It’s your grandmother.” 

Michelle stopped, hoping for the best but preparing herself for the worst. “Grandma? Is she alright?” 
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She knew the answer before her mother spoke. “No Michelle,” Kathryn said softly, fighting back tears. 

“She’s not well at all. I don’t know how much longer she has.” 

XXX (Add conversation between the two)As her mother spoke, all thoughts of Luke, her job and her 

pregnancy vanished from Michelle’s mind. Her dear grandmother Lilo was in the hospital and she didn’t 

have much time. “Please come home Michelle, before it’s too late.”  

Lilo was Elizabeth’s mother and had been a big part of Michelle’s life. Now in her 70’s, she had very little 

contact with Michelle. The strained communication between Michelle and her parents was one reason, 

but Lilo’s declining health was another. Several years earlier, she had been diagnosed with liver disease. 

Elizabeth had kept Michelle informed of her status and each time they spoke, the news had gotten 

worse. 

“I will be on the next plane out,” said Michelle. “But mom,” she hesitated, “How’s Dad?”  

Elizabeth laughed her soft, melodic laugh. “Probably grumpier than when you last saw him. The ranch is 

losing income and he’s having a hard time keeping it going.” Michelle and her mother had talked at 

length about the cattle farm. Over the years, the price of finishing cattle had gone up. Irrigation was a 

huge problem in Haleiwa, the small town on the island of Oahu where the Clemens farm was located. 

Because of this, cattle had to be shipped to the mainland for finishing before they could be sent back for 

butchering. Trinity Ranch had been a leader in the industry, but of late, their finishing expenses had 

begun to absorb most of their profits. The past few years had been very hard on their family’s business. 

“But don’t you worry about your father,” Elizabeth added. “Just come home. I’ll take care of your dad.” 

Michelle hung up the phone and immediately called Stan. It was Saturday and the office was closed, but 

she had his cell phone. “Stan, this is Michelle. I need to fly home for a family emergency. I will let you 

know more when I get there.” She disconnected hoping that she would still have a job when she 

returned.  

 

DANIEL 

The razor’s edge of the knife was within feet of his face. Daniel’s eyes darted quickly and he saw the 

second man held a large lead pipe. A third man, taller and broader than the other two, quickly closed in 

on him. Daniel’s adrenaline was rush and he prepared to defend himself.  

“You’re gonna pay for interfering in our business,” lead pipe said as he smacked the weapon against his 

meaty palm. “You don’t screw around with the Hawaiian Mafia.” The other two men get ready to attack 

and within seconds all three rushed Daniel.  

The glint of the blade shined in the harsh light and the lead pipe gleamed as it was tossed expertly from 

the bully’s grip. Daniel swung, kicked and punched, jumping from one foot to the other landing deftly 

with each blow he delivered. XXXStrong and broad went down hard and Daniel barely flinched. Razor 

blade dropped his knife and ran as lead pipe laid on the floor, writhing in pain. XXXX 

“Cut!” Fred yelled out from the shadows. “That’s a wrap crew. We’ll pick up here tomorrow.” The 

director moved into the light and gave a thumbs up to Daniel. Marshall King, the actor that Daniel is 



stunt doubling for, appeared from out of nowhere. “Great job,” he said, patting Daniel on the back. 

“That’s really amazing. I wish I could do that.”  

Daniel stopped wiping the dust off himself and looked up. “Thanks,” he said. Daniel had met Marshall 

several times before but had never really had a chance to talk with him.  

“I really like what you do. Where did you learn to do all that?” Marshall asked, genuinely interested in 

Daniel’s professional resume.  

“I trained with mixed martial arts most of my life,” Daniel told him. “Actually,” Daniel stopped, thinking 

just how long it had been. “I started training when I was eight.” He waved a quick good-bye to Marshall, 

not wanting to get caught in a long conversation. His fiancée was anxiously awaiting his call and he was 

already cutting it close. 

“Daniel,” Fred called out to him as he gathered up his belongings. “Hey Daniel, got a minute?”  

Daniel didn’t want to stop. But when the director asked you if you had a minute, you had a minute. 

“Daniel,” Fred went on as he approached Daniel, not waiting for a response. “I know of another 

upcoming action film Marshall’s doing that you might be interested in.”  

Daniel liked working stunts for Marshall. The films weren’t always the best, but the action was great. It 

really stretched Daniel’s skills and gave him the opportunity to be seen by a lot of big name agents.  

“It requires some more advanced techniques, like high falls and rappelling. If you’re interested, you 

need to attend a special advanced stunt double training session in L.A.” Fred went on, assuming Daniel 

would jump at the chance. “It’s two weeks and I’ll give you the details. What are you doing for the rest 

of the week?” Fred knew Daniel had flows to the island from California but wasn’t sure what his agenda 

outside of filming was. 

“Actually,” Daniel said, turning to look at Fred. “I was planning to pack up and head back to California 

early.” 

“Why don’t you stick around and sightsee with the rest of us?” Fred asked, hoping to win Daniel over so 

he could secure him for the next Marshall King film. 

“I’d love to, but I’ve got a wedding to plan,” he smiled. Before Daniel took the role, he had told Fred 

about his fiancée Kimberly and their upcoming wedding. She had made it more than clear that she 

expected him back home on time so he could help her finish all the plans. 

“Oh yeah,” said Fred. “Planning a wedding does take a lot of time. I remember when my bride and I got 

married. I never knew so much went into getting married. I thought the hard part was picking out the 

ring. Boy was I wrong.” Fred went on. “That Kimberly must be a special woman if you’re willing to pass 

up the opportunity to see Hawaii.”  

Daniel smiled half-heartedly. “I want Kimberly to be happy,” said Daniel. “Besides, if I didn’t,” he added, 

“I’d never hear the end of it.” 

Fred continued on, giving Daniel some tips from his own marital experience. As Daniel grabbed his bags 

and headed out the door to his hotel, Fred bid him farewell with a final tip, “Happy wife, happy life!” 



 

Daniel arrived at his hotel just as the sun is dipping low over the rocky Hawaiian coastline. He peered 

out the window overlooking the beautiful vista below and thanked God for the opportunity he had to 

see such marvelous wonders. Being a stunt man was something that Daniel had always wanted to do. 

Even as a little boy, he would out run, out punch and out fight his two older brothers. The Louise boys 

were well known to all the teachers at St. Mary’s, but Daniel was especially popular. And not always in a 

good way. 

As the youngest child in a less than stable home, Daniel learned quickly how to fend for himself. 

Although his older brothers tried to take care of him, Daniel was left on his own when they went off to 

college. Their parents were both lawyers who lived well beyond their means financially and morally. His 

whole life, Daniel had been exposed to hypocrisy, indulgence and less than ethical behavior. The 

Christian school, fancy home and well-dressed children were all a front. Both of Daniel’s parents drank 

too much, fought too much and were often absent physically and emotionally. Daniel and his brothers 

all swore they would never grow up to be like their parents. 

When Daniel’s older brothers headed off to college, they wanted to be sure Daniel could take care of 

himself. Years earlier they had helped him enroll in mixed martial arts classes. Despite everything their 

parents did or didn’t do, at least they agreed to fund that. Over the years, Daniel’s brothers took turns 

driving him to lessons until he was old enough to drive himself. When they left home to pursue their 

educations and real jobs, they knew they had done everything they could for Daniel. When Daniel 

landed his first job as a stunt double, his brothers were less than thrilled, worried that Daniel would 

follow a path of pretenses and material worth like their parents had. But over time, they came to realize 

that Daniel had forged his own way along a path of righteousness and faith. A path that also just 

happened to include stunt doubling. 

His career had been good to him. Not only had it taken him far away from his parents and the small Ohio 

town that he was born in, it took him to exotic and exciting places, places a middle class boy from Ohio 

might never see. The money he made was great. And the projects he landed usually covered all of his 

expenses, including travel, dining, entertainment and most important to Daniel, training. Daniel was in 

excellent shape and worked hard to stay that way. In order to compete in his field, he needed to be at 

the top of his game. This meant training hard, eating right and looking good all the time.  

But Daniel longed for more. Sure, he was paid well. Sure, the job had good perks. But he didn’t have the 

one thing he craved. He didn’t have fame. When Marshall King arrived on the set, all the heads turned. 

He had bodyguards to keep adoring fans from crushing him. His name, his face, even his voice were 

known around the world. That’s what Daniel wanted. He wanted it more than money. He wanted it 

more than success. He might have even wanted it more than his future with Kimberly. 

Daniel glided past the long mirror, stopping briefly to admire his toned physique. His large arms 

stretched the fabric of the black tee shirt he wore. A simple black leather belt held his faded jeans snugly 

on his slim waist. He turned sideways, then forward, then sideways again. He lifted his hand up to his 

thick black hair and stopped, dropping his left hand in his right. 

His fingers twisted over and under and finally came to rest on the spot where his wedding ring would 

soon be. He touched the tan skin as he sat on the bed. Daniel looked at himself in the mirror wondering 



why he felt the way he did. He loved Kimberly, he was sure of it. He loved his career. He was sure of that 

too. And he just got the opportunity to get even broader exposure with agents. His chances of making 

the leap from stunt double to real actor were within his grasp.  

But as his fingers slid over the spot where he would place the gold band of commitment, Daniel began 

to doubt. The problem was, he wasn’t sure what he was doubting. Images of Kimberly Reed float before 

him. Beautiful Kimberly Reed, daughter of the wealthy Butler Reed of Reed Press, one of the largest 

publishing houses on the west coast. XXXXHe sees her long bleached blond hair and her delicate 

features. Her golden brown skin glistens as he pictures her on the first day they met. XXX 

Kimberly was a liaison for an author who had sold the movie rights to her book. Daniel was working on 

the set next to where the book/movie was being filmed and had run into Kimberly at the craft service. 

They had both gone to grab a quick snack of fresh fruit and had literally bumped into each other. When 

their hands touched, the sparks flew. They flirted casually the rest of the day and Daniel made it a point 

to wait for her when the shooting ended. 

After an awkward introduction, Daniel discovered that Kimberly was an intellectual, not an actor, 

although he swore she was beautiful enough to be one. She worked with an author and was assisting 

her on the set while the movie of her book was being filmed. After several minutes of small talk, 

Kimberly agreed to meet Daniel for a cup of coffee the following evening. They met at a small café and 

spent hours getting to know one another. The physical attraction was strong and Kimberly was drawn to 

Daniel’s rugged strength. Daniel was captivated by Kimberly’s intellect and the fact that she didn’t have 

any Hollywood aspirations. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d met a girl who didn’t want to be an 

actress. Kimberly was refreshing and just what Daniel had been looking for. Their first few months 

together were pure bliss.XXX(Need more elaboration before this section ends abruptly). 

Daniel rose from the bed, remembering he had to call Kimberly. He would be returning to California in 

the morning and had promised Kimberly he would call and check in. He laughed to himself as he thought 

about that. Call and check in. He sounded married already. Thought it was funny, it also left him with an 

uncomfortable feeling. Maybe he was just tired, he thought. It had been a long day. The time change 

alone had made Daniel a little off all week. Add to that the physical demands of is job and wedding 

jitters and anyone would feel uncomfortable. But even though he wasn’t ready to say it out loud… 

Daniel thought it was more than that. 

Kimberly and Daniel had taken it slow at first. They dated exclusively but hadn’t talked about their 

future together. Kimberly loved Daniel’s manly strength and loved that he could protect her no matter 

what. But after several months together, she was shocked to find out that he had every intention of 

continuing in his career as a stunt man. 

“You mean it’s not just a guy thing? Like a phase?” Kimberly asked one morning as they talked on the 

phone.  

Daniel tried to hide his laughter. “No honey, it’s not just a guy thing or a phase.” He shook his head 

smiling at the innocence of his adorable girlfriend. “I’ve trained for years to get where I am. And I’m 

finally starting to see the fruits of my labor.” 

It wasn’t until years later that Daniel realized Kimberly’s words were anything but innocent. After dating 

for two years, Daniel proposed to Kimberly with every intention of doing everything in his power to 



make her the happiest woman on earth and make their wedding day the most memorable day of her 

life. He agreed to an all glass chapel overlooking the ocean in Palos Verdes for the wedding ceremony. 

He agreed to the obscenely expensive floral arrangements. He agreed to grey Dior tuxes rather than 

black. He agreed to put a bid in on the house she had her heart set on so they could be in by their 

wedding day. He even agreed to insist that his best man, Paul Tucker, not throw him a bachelor party. 

But one thing he would not do, one thing he couldn’t agree to, was to change careers.  

“I think the shaker style would be perfect for the informal dining room. And I was thinking the bended 

metal set we saw at Patio Palace, remember that one? I think that would look amazing on the porch.”  

Daniel felt pulled again. He had started to notice the differences between him and Kimberly several 

months into their relationship. But opposites attract, right? He didn’t pay too much attention to the 

different flavors of music, food or clothing that they both preferred. But as the wedding loomed and 

choices abounded, their differences were glaring and left Daniel with an unsettled feeling. 

XXXX(Need more conversation to show their differences/This sentence tells rather than 

describes)Kimberly goes continued on about all of the new furniture she has picked out for their new 

home.  

“Uh, I’m not sure I liked that one,” XXX(Needs to describe, not tell. Daniel said asDaniel responded, as 

doubt about their union crept up again. he finished packing his clothes for the return trip home in the 

morning.)Daniel says as heDaniel continued  finishes packing his clothes for the return trip home in the 

morning. “Was that the really modern one?” 

“Yes, it was the one I loved, remember?” Kimberly’s sigh reaches reached through the phone and pricks 

pricked Daniel’s heart. She had a way of saying things that just made him melt. Besides, he knew if he 

didn’t give her what she wanted, she would eventually nag him into getting her way. 

All visions of the cozy, natural wood home he had always wanted disappeared as he gave in to her 

desires. “Okay, yeah, now I remember.” Daniel thought of one more concession he was making in order 

to please Kimberly. What was it Fred had said, “Happy wife, happy life.”  

“Of course, that will look great out there.” He could hear her squeal through the phone. 

“Good,” Kimberly said with a large degree of satisfaction. “Now, just one more detail we have to 

straighten out before the big day.  

Before she could continue, Daniel filled Kimberly in on the offer he got to stunt in another upcoming 

Marshall King film. “This could be the big break I’ve been waiting for,” he told her, his excitement 

coming reaching through the phone. “I just have to do some advanced training over here on the island 

before the shoot and then it’s a go.” 

There was silence on the other end of the line. “Daniel,” Kimberly started softly, “We have got to come 

to an agreement here.” He knew that meant he had to give in to her. Ever since their engagement, 

Kimberly’s cute, rather nonchalant attitude toward his career had changed dramatically. “You can’t 

seriously think you can support us as stunt man?” That was how the conversation had started. 
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“I mean really Daniel. I love you, but it’s time to give this little boy dream up. My father has a job waiting 

for you and you will make tons more money. And, you won’t have to punch and kick people or fall off 

buildings.” 

As the wedding drew nearer, so did the tension around this particular topic. “Kimberly, it’s not a little 

boy dream. It IS my career. I’ve been doing it for years and I’m very successful at it.” When Daniel stood 

his ground, Kimberly always found another way to hold his heart hostage. 

“But honey,” her little girl voice would pout at him, “what if you got hurt? I can’t imagine my life without 

you! Those stunts are so dangerous, what would I ever do?”  

Each time she appealed to his emotions, Daniel weakened just a little. He wondered, was he being 

selfish? He did have a dangerous job. How could he get married and have children and expect them to 

be okay with his line of work? 

Then the stubborn Daniel would speak up. Wait! Lots of people in dangerous careers are married and 

raise kids. Police officers, fire fighters, pilots. He had explained to her time and time again that he loved 

what he did and he wasn’t sure he would ever be happy behind a desk. He told her about the adrenaline 

rush he gets and the passion he feels doing what he loves. He didn’t think he could change the one last 

thing that was left of him.  

But change he had. Daniel had compromised in so many areas of his life since becoming engaged to 

Kimberly that he wasn’t sure where she started and he left off. “Kimberly, it’s late,” said Daniel, too tired 

to have this fight again. “ 

“So don’t fight. You want to make me happy, right?” Kimberly said, in the most flirtatious voice she 

could muster across the time zone.  

“Kimberly, I love you, you know that. And of course I want to make you happy.”  

“Then you’ll agree to give up this stunt thing and come work for my father after your next film.” She 

waited during the long silence that ensued. “Daniel, say you agree.” 

Daniel watched the future he had envisioned, his future of fame and excitement disappear before his 

eyes. He loved Kimberly. But did he love her that much? “Yes,” he said, reluctantly. “I agree.” 

“You promise?” Kimberly said, needing insurance to seal the deal.  

“I promise,” Daniel said as he looked down at his bare ring finger.  

“You won’t regret this honey, I know you won’t. You have just made me the happiest girl in the world!” 

Kimberly oozed to Daniel before saying goodnight. 

As Daniel hung up the phone, he thought about the promise he had just made. Maybe Kimberly was the 

happiest girl in the world, but a future behind a desk punching a clock would make Daniel anything but 

happy. 

 

 



The brilliant Hawaiian sun woke Daniel up from his fitful sleep. He had a few hours before his flight and 

decided to kill the time taking a walk along the beach behind his hotel. The surf licked his bare feet as he 

strode quietly, watching the earth wake up to God’s majesty. As he walked he spotted a couple along 

the beach as they held hands and walked aimlessly along the water’s edge. Daniel watched as the 

couple stopped to exchange a kiss, the sun shadowing them in a silhouette that made his heart skip a 

beat. Those people were in love, he thought wryly. You could just tell. The way they walked so slowly, 

the way the held each other’s hands, the way they kissed.  

Daniel looked down at the ground as he continued along, trying to force the doubts out of his head. 

Kimberly and he were just as in love as that couple on the beach. At least, they were when they first 

met. They held hands, took long walks and kissed for no reason at all other than to express their 

adoration for each other. And he loved her, he really did. Daniel tried to rationalize his heart with his 

head, reminding himself that Kimberly (was) iwas a wonderful person and that a lot of guys would kill to 

be walking down the aisle with her. She wa’s pretty, she’s independent and her family is was financially 

secure.  

The sand wedged in between his toes and doubt formed a wedge in his heart. What was it that made 

him feel that something wasn’t right? Was it her always needing her way? Was it the job? Daniel paused 

and looked out over the horizon and whispered softly. “God, I know you’re listening. I don’t know what 

this is. Is it just pre-marital jitters or is it something more? Please give me direction and show me if 

Kimberly is the girl I’m supposed to marry, if that’s the plan you have for me. Amen.” 

The sun rose higher and Daniel looked back at the hotel. He checked his watch and realized he needed 

to clean up and get ready for the shuttle that would take him to the airport. He turned and made his 

way back to his room, trying to put the prayer and the loving couple out of his mind. After cleaning up, 

Daniel took another long look at himself in the mirror. He wondered how he would look in the gray tux, 

with the shiny platinum band on his finger. He wondered how he would look standing next to Kimberly 

in all her splendor. He wondered if he would ever find out. 

The shuttle was a new minivan and smelled like it had just been driven off the showroom floor. Daniel 

thought about how generous the studio had been to him and how he would miss all of the benefits he 

got when he traveled if he gave up his career. As the van drove down the winding mountain roads, 

Daniel looked across the island one last time. Although he doubted he would ever find himself living on 

the island, he made a point to spend time exploring the countryside on his next visit. 

The Honolulu International Airport was a  (was)is a blend of eastern and western influences. Travelers 

were (were)are greeted by a bright pink Aloha sign as they entered and the surroundings (were)are 

were filled with lush tropical landscaping. Tile and concrete bridges spanned small koicoykoi and rock 

ponds and the entire open air hub sits sat in front of a majestic mountain backdrop. Daniel watched the 

beach disappear from site as the van pulled up to his terminal. He let the other passengers, a family with 

small children and an elderly couple, depart the van first. When everyone had gotten off, Daniel grabbed 

his two small carry-on bags and tipped the driver as he left. The van pulled away and Daniel took one 

last deep breath of the fresh island air before heading back to the smog and clutter of California. 

The cool air conditioning of the Honolulu Airport gave Daniel goosebumps as he entered. He brushed 

them off quickly, unsettled by the reaction. His mind filled with thoughts of Kimberly and his impending 

wedding. Visions of her father’s publishing house and the dreary office he would be stuck in forever 



came tumbling into his head. Daniel glanced down at his tickets, trying to ignore his thoughts. He 

spotted the gate number on his ticket and began walking down the long airport corridor watching the 

signs above his head. Gate A and Gate B were coming up but he saw no sign of Gate C. “Come on,” he 

said impatiently. Daniel had his eyes on the signs and his attention on his future and never saw Michelle 

coming. 

 

The Encounter 

Michelle watched the island come into view as the plane began its descent into Honolulu. Memories of 

her family came flooding back sprinkled with the smell of hibiscus and the taste of her father’s 

bitterness. After an uneventful landing and a slow crawl to the terminal, Michelle grabbed her bag from 

the overhead compartment and walked hastily down the aisle. She shivered when she entered the 

airport, unsure if the reaction was due to the chill of the air conditioning or the apprehension about 

seeing her father again. 

The airport was big and welcoming. Live plants and natural lighting adorned the wide terminal and 

greeted Michelle as she made her way to the baggage claim. She waited quietly as other passengers 

milled about, anxious to begin their Hawaiian vacation. She saw families with small children, elderly 

couples and one young couple holding hands at the end of the baggage area. The lovebirds were 

wearing matching white tee shirts and white flip flops, all decorated with rhinestones. The girl’s shirt 

had the word BRIDE on it and the boy’s had the word GROOM. Michelle shivered again, remembering 

her hasty departure from Hawaii with Justin eight years earlier.  

The newlyweds looked so young. Their soft faces were filled with hope and anticipation of a future 

together. Michelle wondered if her younger face had looked the same when she and Justin had 

embraced as they awaited their flight to California. They had held each other as if there were no one 

else in the world but the two of them. Little did they know, for Michelle anyhow, that was very close to 

the truth. 

Because Justin and she had elopedrun away together, they never had the experience of a wedding, well 

wishes and a honeymoon in paradise.XXX(Lets have Michelle and Justin just leave Hawaii and live 

together, not get married. We need to correct in earlier sections where that is mentioned.) Instead, they 

jumped a plane, found a California justice of the peace and exchanged dime store ringssmall apartment 

in California and started their life together. Would their marriage relationship have lasted if they had 

done it differently, she wondered? Would she be happily caring for her adoring husbandboyfriend, 

maybe be married to him, perhaps even raising their children? Would the elderly couple she saw be her 

parents, returning from visiting their grandchildren in Newport Beach? 

All these thoughts swirled through Michelle’s mind as the alarm sounded and conveyor belt started 

moving. She watched blankly as the rubber strips flopped aimlessly as each bag appeared. Passengers 

began milling around, moving closer to the baggage. Michelle stood frozen. She was in no rush to get 

her bags. She was in no rush to get home. She wanted to see her mother and of course wanted to spend 

time with Lilo. Michelle’s heart skipped a beat when she thought of her grandmother. 

Lilo was a strong woman and always had been. Michelle’s earliest memories of her were of Lilo riding 

horseback across the beach at the north end of the island. Michelle’s mother Elizabeth loved the beach 



and would take Michelle and her brother and sister there often. Lilo, an avid equestrienne, had ridden 

her whole life. In fact, she cared for and bred horses on the family farm when her parents had been 

alive.  

Michelle remembered the day as if it were yesterday. She couldn’t have been more than 5 or 6. She 

knew Lilo, of course because her grandmother had been in her life since the day she was born. But this 

experience was the first vivid memory, the first clear recollection Michelle had of ever seeing Lilo. The 

sun was dipping behind the island mountains and the warm surf was crawling its way up the beach as 

the tide rose. Each wave would create a brand new canvas of sand for Michelle and her siblings to draw 

on. As they grabbed their sticks and shells, she felt sand spray her from the distance. She looked up to 

see a large white stallion galloping gracefully down the beach toward her. And atop the majestic horse 

sat a fairy princess. Her gauze dress billowed in the wind and her long gray hair flew out behind her with 

each trot. The princess had dark golden brown skin and brilliant green eyes that fixed on Michelle. It 

wasn’t until she got closer, almost right on top of Michelle, that she smiled her captivating smile. 

Michelle blinked and realized it wasn’t a princess. This awe inspiring woman coming toward her was her 

grandmother, he beloved, heroic grandmother, Lilo. 

The thought of this strong, amazingly courageous woman lying in a hospital bed with barely weeks left 

to live was too much for Michelle to process. She pushed the image out of her mind and focused instead 

on the bags. Her bright blue luggage emerged from the rubber flaps and slowly made its way toward 

her. She noticed the pink ribbons tied to the handle and remembered when she had put them there just 

months before when she and Luke had snuck away to Palm Springs for a long weekend. Luke, she 

thought, fighting back tears.  

“No,” Michelle whispered as she walked up to grab her bags. “No, I won’t do this, not now.” She wiped 

away a rogue tear with one hand and reached for her larger bag with the other. Wow, she thought. The 

bag was heavier than she remembered. Maybe she was just tired from the flight. Or the pregnancy. 

More thoughts of her past mistakes and uncertain future gripped her as she fought with the bag.  

“Let me help you with that,” an older man said as he grabbed the side handle of the bag and effortlessly 

hoisted it off the belt and onto the ground next to Michelle.  

She looked up, embarrassed that she couldn’t lift it herself and also ashamed of the tears staining her 

face. “Thank you,” she whispered, avoiding eye contact. 

“No problem,” said the kind gentlemen as he grabbed her second bag, identifying it quickly by the bright 

pink ribbon. “Any more or is this it?” he asked. 

Michelle wiped another tear away and looked up quickly, flashing the stranger a smile. “No, this is it. 

Thank you again.” She released the telescopic handles and moved quickly toward the exit, rolling the 

bags behind her. When she got outside she glanced over her shoulder, making sure the kind man wasn’t 

waiting to offer her more pity help.  

She found a bench in the warm Hawaiian air and sat down to get herself together. She looked around 

and took in all the tropical beauty. Michelle let the island breeze, the scents and the tropical sounds 

soothe her as she slowly breathed in and out. She had to get it together. She only had a shuttle and a 

bus ride left and then she would be at Trinity Ranch. Or should she go straight to the hospital to see Lilo?  



The shuttle from the airport to downtown Honolulu was quick, maybe fifteen minutes. The hospital 

wasn’t far from there so perhaps she should stop in there first. Either way, she had to go to Honolulu to 

catch the bus to Haleiwa, the small town in the north shore of the island of Oahu where the family farm 

was located. The ride from Honolulu to Haleiwa was about 340 minutes. Ordinarily, the inconvenience 

would have bothered Michelle. But she was grateful that she would have time to compose herself 

before she confronted her father. Michelle was unsure what to do and decided to wait until she was on 

the shuttle to figure it out.  

But which shuttle was she scheduled for? She pulled out her itinerary and began looking for her tickets. 

She rifled through her airline tickets and baggage claim tickets until she found her shuttle passes. The 

shuttle number and destination were clearly printed on the tickets, but Michelle couldn’t find a 

departure time. She looked around at the displays outside of the airport entrance and saw the sign for 

the shuttle stop, but didn’t see a schedule.  

“Shoot,” said Michelle, realizing she would have to go back inside the airport with all her baggage just to 

see when the shuttle left. She placed her carry-on bag on top of her rolling luggage and with tickets in 

hand entered the airport doors again. She turned to the right and headed down the corridor, past the 

ticket counters. Michelle looked to her right, glancing at the different rental car and shuttle service 

counters. She walked hastily, not wanting to miss the shuttle. Her eyes were on the schedules above the 

counters and Michelle was completely unaware of the other passengers around her when her body 

slammed into something hard., (when her body slammed into something hard) including Daniel. 

The tickets went flying out of her hands as her bags spilled to the floor a second before she did. “Oh my 

gosh,” said Daniel, realizing instantly what he had done. “Oh, no! Let me help you,” he dropped his 

duffel bag to the ground and reached his hand out to help Michelle up. “I’m so sorry!” 

Michelle sat on the floor not knowing what had just happened. She saw her bags lying next to her and a 

pile of paperwork all around. “Great,” she said out loud. It wasn’t until she looked up that she saw a 

long, strong arm attached to a very handsome man, outstretched to her. Michelle blinked twice, unsure 

why this very attractive man was putting his hand out. She thought she had tripped and spilled all of her 

belongings. Maybe it was her day to be pitied, she thought. First the baggage claim now this. 

“I’m so sorry,” Daniel said again. “I wasn’t watching where I was going, I was looking for my gate and…” 

he wandered off, realizing that the woman wasn’t paying any attention. Or was she? Daniel stopped and 

looked directly at the mess he had created. There were bags, tickets and personal belongings all over 

the airport floor. And in the middle of them was the most beautiful, captivating pair of large brown eyes 

he had ever seen. Daniel stared for a split second, then turned away, slowly glancing at the rest of the 

woman he had just knocked to the floor. 

He held his hand out again and Michelle grabbed it. Daniel took his other hand and put it under 

Michelle’s elbow, helping her up gently. Michelle got to her feet and dusted herself off. “Oh, thank you,” 

she said, looking up at the stranger. Wow, she thought. He was even better looking close up. “Um, I’m 

sorry,” she began, but Daniel cut her off. 

“No, no, it was my fault, really. I’m sorry.” The two stood fixated on each other for what seemed like 

minutes. Michelle felt her skin grow warm and quickly turned away, grabbing her belongings off the 



floor. Daniel bent down next to her and the strong scent of his aftershave swirled around Michelle, 

causing her to become even more distracted. 

“I’m, I was, I mean…” Daniel stammered like a school boy. “I was looking for my gate and I didn’t see 

you. Are you alright?” 

“Yes, no,” Michelle said, trying to ignore the delicious smell of this very good looking man. “I mean, yes, 

I’m alright. No, I think it was my fault. I’m in a bit of a rush and I wasn’t watching where I was going 

either.” She finished gathering the contents of her purse and stood up. “I’m sorry, too,” she giggled, 

feeling silly and awkward.  

Daniel grabbed the paperwork off the floor, grabbed his tickets and handed Michelle hers. “Where are 

you headed?” Daniel asked, unsure why. 

“I’ve got to catch a shuttle to Haleiwa. My grandmother is sick.” Michelle didn’t know why she was 

sharing this information with a complete stranger, but she felt safe doing it. 

“Oh, I’m sorry to hear that.” Daniel fumbled with his tickets. “Okay,” he said. He was probably already 

late for his flight but something held him frozen in Michelle’s gaze. “Alright,” he said, not wanting to go. 

“Well I hope your grandmother gets better soon.” 

Michelle blushed and pulled her eyes from Daniel’s. “Okay, thanks again.” She ducked past him with her 

luggage, hoping this stranger would continue to offer her help. She took a few steps toward the shuttle 

desks before looking back over her shoulder. But when she did, Daniel was gone. She turned back 

toward the counter and saw the sign for the Honolulu shuttle. Within ten minutes, Michelle was on the 

shuttle and headed toward the city. As she sat in the back of the shuttle, she wondered where that 

handsome stranger was going. And she wondered who he was. 

Daniel looked up, found his gate and darted to it. When he rounded the corner he stopped, thinking 

about the woman on the floor. He quickly shot his head around the corner and looked toward the 

shuttle counter. He saw Michelle hand the clerk her ticket and exit to the shuttle. Honolulu, thought 

Daniel. Hmmm. 

“Final boarding call for flight 3045 to Los Angeles.” Daniel snapped his head back and looked up at the 

gate. He saw the flight attendant standing behind the counter holding the intercom up to her mouth. 

Another flight attendant stood by the door ushering in the last few passengers for the flight. Daniel 

picked up his pace to a slow jobg (jog) and waved his tickets above his head to get the attendant’s 

attention. He arrived just as the last passenger entered the jet-way.  

“Sorry, so sorry I’m late,” Daniel said as he handed the attendant his ticket. She smiled politely and 

swiped the paper boarding pass through the machine. A loud beep put a frown on her face and she 

looked up at Daniel.  

“Let’s try that again,” she said, her smile reappeared as she took the paper ticket and ran it through the 

machine a second time. The beep seemed louder this time and the woman’s frown came back. She 

grabbed her reading glasses from around her neck and rested them on her nose as she held the ticket 

out in front of her. 



Daniel looked at the jet-way, anxious to get on his flight. “Oh,” said the attendant. “Well, it seems you’re 

not booked on this flight.” 

Daniel’s head snapped back toward the attendant. His face said everything, but the words came 

anyhow. “What? Of course I’m booked on this flight. It’s a return ticket.” He watched as the older 

woman dropped the corners of her lips and tilted her head slightly.  

“No, this is a one way ticket to Honolulu for a flight that landed 35 minutes ago…” the attendant said. 

“Ms. Michelle Clemens.” She finished, making sure Daniel understood that he had the wrong ticket. 

That woman, thought Daniel. That very pretty, captivating woman that he had bumped into. Daniel 

must have accidentally mixed up their boarding passes when he handed her back her tickets. Daniel 

paused, unsure what to do. He looked one more time at the jet-way. He wanted to make that flight. He 

wanted to get back to California. Didn’t he? He knew what was waiting there for him: Kimberly, the 

wedding and a life of boredom. 

Well, no matter how he felt about California or what was waiting there for him, Daniel wouldn’t be 

going anywhere until he got his ticket back. He snatched the boarding pass from the attendant, flashed 

her a movie star smile and ran back down the corridor toward the shuttle counters, hoping he would be 

able to find out where that woman… Michelle Clemens, had taken his ticket. He foundinds the shuttle 

counter and even though the clerk cannot couldn’t share any passenger information, he informs 

informed Daniel that the bus to Haleiwa leaves from Honolulu and Daniel must take a shuttle there first. 

But, the bus is already gone. 

“Tomorrow?” Daniel asksasked, shocked that he won’t be able to get his return flight home tonight. 

“There are only two buses to Haleiwa a day?” he asks. 

 (elaborate with more a little more conversation)“Haleiwa is a small rural town. It is on the north shore 

of the island, which is usually pretty packed with tourists. But,” the clerk went on, “last week was the 

biggest surfing tournament of the year.” 

Daniel stood, unsure why the clerk was explaining all of this to Daniel. What did surfing have to do with 

buses?  

The clerk apparently saw the confused look on Daniel’s face. “You see,” he continued, trying to clarify 

things for Daniel. “When the tourists leave, the locals take a break. Now that there aren’t that many 

people visiting the north shore, the drivers have cut the buses back. So, you have to wait until the 

morning… unless you want to rent a car.” 

Daniel stood still, contemplating his choices. The clerk explains that Haleiwa is a small, rural town and 

very few people go there. The trip takes several hours and Daniel can stay the night in Honolulu and wait 

until the next bus or can hire a driver. However, the driverA rental car would cost Daniel three times as 

much for the bus and it is only one waymore than the bus. Daniel thought about his options. But if he 

stayed at He stay at the airport and triedy to catch another flight to California, but he would have to pay 

for it out of his own pocket, even if he could get a flight out today today. Or, he could stay in Honolulu 

and take the bus to Haleiwa in the morning and go reclaim his ticket tomorrow.  



He thought about Kimberly and how she would react to him staying in Hawaii another day. He laughed 

to himself. She would be just as mad if he spent the extra money to head home today. “Darned if I do, 

darned if I don’t,” said Daniel. 

“What?” the ticket personclerk asked. Daniel shook his head, smiling. He thanked the clerk for his help 

and made his way into the streets of Honolulu to find the hotel the counter clerk had recommended. As 

he walked the few blocks, he looked up at the palm trees and crystal clear sky. Well, he thought, Fred 

did tell him to spend more time on the island and see the sights. Daniel thought about the girl, Michelle, 

and what a sight she was. He cursed himself for even entertaining thoughts about another woman but 

there was something about this girl. He couldn’t shake her pretty face and mystical smile. He felt drawn 

to her in a way he hadn’t to anyone else before, not even Kimberly. He found the hotel, checked in and 

made his way to his room. Once inside, Daniel locked the door, threw the bag on the bed and walked 

outside to the balcony. He put his hands on the railing and looked across God’s handiwork. 

He thought about the wedding, thought about Kimberly and their future together. And then he thought 

about how his hesitation to return home to that life. “Is this your answer to my prayer?” Daniel asked 

God, referring to the sign he asked for about his marriage to Kimberly. “Is this the sign?” Daniel laughed 

and shook his head as he sat back in the chair, thinking God must want him to take some time and think 

about things without any distractions. No wedding distractions, no job distractions, no Kimberly 

distractions. Just Daniel, God, the island. And a beautiful stranger named Michelle. 

 

 

 

 

NEW SECTION: 

Michelle got off the shuttle and found an empty bench at the bus stop. She had about an hour until the 

bus for Haleiwa and she decided to take the time to get prepared for the encounter with her parents. 

Even though her beloved Lilo was a patient at Kahuku Medical Center, Michelle didn’t know the room 

number, the visiting hours or the condition of her grandmother. She wasn’t sure if she would be up for 

any visits and Michelle was even more unsure if she would be able to handle seeing her grandmother so 

ill. She thought it best to wait and go with her mother or sister rather than visiting alone. 

A few locals and tourists meandered through the bus stop. Michelle could spot the visitors right away. 

They wore straw hats and brightly colored Hawaiian shirts. She thought how funny it was that people 

thought locals wore Hawaiian shirts the same way they assumed all Jamaicans wore dreadlocks. It just 

wasn’t so. Haoles was what the locals called tourists, whether they were from the mainland or another 

country. Anybody not of Hawaiian, Japanese or Samoan decent was referred to as a Haole. But because 

Michelle was a native or kama’aina, she blended right in.  

She found a bench at the far end of the covered entrance to the bus station. Michelle piled her 

belongings next to her and pulled her sunglasses down over her eyes. The past 24 hours had been a 

whirlwind of emotions and Michelle was utterly exhausted. She thought about checking in with Tracy on 



the bus and knew the cell service might be spotty. She had better call her friend now, while she was in 

the city and she was sure to have service. 

Michelle sat up and began digging through her bag for her cell phone as two men sat down next to her 

on the bench. At first Michelle didn’t look up and focused on her mission. But within seconds, the words 

of the two men caught her attention. 

“Look at you, you are one ‘ono wahine!” The men stared at Michelle, pointing and giggling. The larger of 

the two got up and walked around to the other side of the bench, catching Michelle in the middle of 

both men. At first Michelle wasn’t too startled. They had merely called her a beautiful woman. 

“Hey sweetie, you want to spend some time with a real kane?” The man on the bench pushed his legs 

firm against Michelle’s, placing fear in her heart.  

She looked up and tried her best not to show that she was scared. Her eyes darted across the concrete 

and she saw that they were the only people outside. Michelle wasn’t sure what to do. She had her hand 

on her cell phone and was ready to dial Tracy. But that wouldn’t help her out. She decided instead to 

dial 911 but before she could, the man standing next to her reached down and knocked her phone down 

and back into her purse. 

“Don’t even think about it. Now,” he said, breathing heavy into her ear. “You do as we say. You’re gonna 

stand up and come with us.” The large man pressed down heavy on Michelle’s shoulder to get his point 

across. Michelle debated whether to scream for help or not, hoping that someone inside the station 

might hear her. Just as she opened her mouth, the bus pulled up in front of the bench. 

“Are you alright?” asked the bus driver as the doors opened. Michelle shook her head, the men still 

flanking her either side. The huge Samoan bus driver got up from his seat and headed down the steps to 

help Michelle on as she scurried away from the lewd men. “Leave her alone,” warned the bus driver, 

talking directly to the men on the bench as he towered over them. “And don’t bother any more of my 

passengers or you will have to deal with me personally!” He turned away and loaded Michelle’s bags 

onto the bus as the two men sauntered down the concrete and away from the bus station. 

“Thank you,” said Michelle sheepishly, feeling like a helpless damsel in distress. 

“No worries, ma’am,” said the bus driver. “Those two are always causing trouble and looking for new 

ways to do it. Are you sure you’re okay?” 

Michelle sat a few rows back from the bus driver as he took his seat. “Yes, thank you, I’m fine.” 

“Well,” he said as he belted himself in and closed the large bus doors, “Sit back and relax ‘cause you’ve 

got about an hour before we arrive in Haleiwa.” 

Michelle smiled politely at the bus driver and got comfortable on the empty bus. She placed her purse 

on the seat next to her and thought again about calling Tracy, but she was too exhausted to talk. 

Instead, she texted Tracy that she had arrived safely and again thanked her for taking care of Mene. 

Michelle put her phone back in her purse and rested her head against the seat. The busy downtown 

area passed by her window as she watched the sun in the distance. The route to Haleiwa was via 

Insterstate H1, H2 and the Kamehameha Highway, all of which went through the middle of the island. 

Michelle wouldn’t see the coast again until she arrived on the North Shore and to her hometown of 



Haleiwa. From there she would have another several mile trek into the rural area off the shore where 

Trinity Ranch was located. She figured she would arrive at the farm by about dinnertime and an hour or 

so before it got dark. She sat back and closed her eyes, trying not to think of anything except getting 

some rest. 

 

NEXT SECTION 

Daniel’s stomach growled loudly. He got up from the balcony and decided to venture out into the city 

for dinner rather than just ordering room service. The hotel lobby was small but festive. Brightly colored 

light fixtures hung from the ceiling and bamboo fans kept the island air moving. Daniel walked past 

several potted palms and found the concierge desk. He began rifling through brochures trying to 

determine where to go to quench his appetite. 

“First time on our island?” asked the concierge. 

“Yes,” Daniel said, placing the brochures on the granite countertop. “As a matter of fact, it is.” 

“Well, what do you want to know about? I’ve lived here my whole life and am happy to help you out.” 

“Actually,” Daniel said, knowing he could find his own way around downtown Honolulu, but wanting to 

know more about Haleiwa and the mystery girl he was in search of. “I’m headed to Haleiwa tomorrow. 

Do you know anything about that?” 

The concierge smiled a warm smile and began filling Daniel in. “Ahhh, the North Shore as we call it. Yes, I 

know plenty of Haleiwa. It is a big tourist attraction. Not only for its great surf, but because it has old 

world charm and new world conveniences. This unique blend gives visitors a taste of the past while 

enjoying the present.” 

Daniel leaned in closer as the concierge continued. “The North Shore was actually settled by Kama’aina 

back in 1100 AD. They first established villages in the Ko’olauloa and Waialua regions near bodies of 

water like streams, rivers and bays. These waters made the lands very fertile and settlers were able to 

grow sweet potato, taro and other crops.” 

“Kama…?” Daniel stopped the concierge, confused by the native language. “What does that mean?” 

“Kama’aina is a native, people of the land,” the concierge explained. “You see?” He pointed to a small 

sign on the window of the restaurant across the street. The sign read “KAMA’AINA 10% DISCOUNT.” 

“Most businesses offer locals discounts.” 

Daniel looked across the street, nodded in understanding and then waited for the concierge to continue. 

“Centuries later, in 1832, the Waialua District was visited by Christian missionaries who settled and built 

a girls’ school and a mission in Hale’iwa. Benjamin J. Dillingham, one of the area’s wealthiest residents, 

expanded the area even further by building the Hale’iwa Hotel in the late 1800’s.” 

Daniel was fascinated and appreciated learning about the history of the area. But he wanted to know 

more. “What about a family by the name of Clemens?” he asked, unsure if this concierge or anyone on 

the island would even know who Michelle Clemens was. 



“Oh, the Clemens family, sure,” the concierge said. “They are one of the most well-known and respected 

families in all of our native history.” 

Shocked, Daniel stood up, unsure whether this was good or bad. He was a little nervous now, wondering 

just what he had gotten himself into bumping into this Michelle person. 

The concierge went on. “Queen Lili-uokalani, the last reigning monarch of the Hawaiian islands, granted 

Ron Clemens, the patriarch of the Clemens family, 150 acres of land for medical missionary work. 

Clemens unselfishly donated it to the Hawaiian people and used the land to develop a cattle farm. Over 

the years, he transformed it into the largest cattle farm on the island of Oahu and one of the largest in 

all of the islands.” 

Daniel stood still, mesmerized by the rich history of this stranger’s family. The concierge continued. “The 

ranch was named Trinity Ranch and Ron Clemens used some of the profits from his successful business 

to fund a free medical clinic in a remote town on the island in order to offer medical services to the 

poor.” 

The concierge finished by informing Daniel that although the Haleiwa Hotel is no longer standing, the 

free clinic and Trinity Ranch are both still running and doing very well. “In fact,” the concierge continued, 

“Ron Clemens, his son Larry and the entire Clemens family are among the most honored citizens of our 

island.” 

After a few more moments of small talk, Daniel asked the concierge to recommend somewhere to eat 

for dinner. He thanked him and stepped out of the hotel lobby into the warm Hawaiian evening air. The 

streets were humming with traffic, tourists and locals. Smells of grilled and smoked delicacies filled the 

air and Daniel headed in the direction of Big Kahuna’s Pizza, the local restaurant the concierge had 

suggested. Even though Daniel could get pizza anywhere, he wanted to see if Hawaiian pizza in Hawaii 

was the same as it was in California, made with pineapple and ham.  

The sounds danced around Daniel as he walked slowly up the main road, taking in the sights and smells. 

He watched tourists taking pictures by some of the more famous landmarks and smelled the salt air as 

car loads of surfers and beach goers headed inland for the night. A girl rode by on a bike and the sight of 

her long flowing dark hair turned Daniel’s thoughts back to Michelle.  

So, Daniel thought, this Michelle was from a very prominent family. He knew from the tickets that he 

had accidentally swapped, that Michelle was also from California. And he knew that she had taken a one 

way trip here. Did that mean that she had no intention of going back? Maybe she lived here and had just 

gone over there for a visit. Maybe she had studied in California and was now heading home to run the 

family business. What if she was a doctor? Daniel remembered the free clinic the concierge had 

mentioned. Perhaps Michelle was in charge of that clinic. Visions of the attractive Hawaiian woman 

tending to needy and poor children filled Daniel’s head as he walked the Honolulu streets. 

He glanced up and noticed a billboard for the North Shore. The sign showed a massive wave and a 

brunette surfer in the middle of it. In front of the sign stood a tall blonde woman and a dark haired man. 

They held their hands up in a mock “hang-ten” sign and posed as another friend took a picture of them. 

Kimberly came to Daniel’s mind and a pang of guilt shot through his heart. Here he was, getting ready to 

head back to his fiancée, to plan his wedding, to plan his future… and all he could think about was this 

woman he didn’t even know. 



Daniel found Big Kahuna’s Pizza and was pleased that it was everything he had been told. The 

atmosphere was pure Hawaiian, the service was fantastic and pizza was delicious. Daniel settled on the 

garlic cheese balls and the Sumo Special, a pizza topped with island favorites. He sat back and watched 

the sun set on the Pacific as the meal filled his belly. The waitress offered to pack up the leftovers but 

Daniel explained he was in a hotel. 

“That’s okay,” said the young girl. “This pizza is even better cold. I’ll pack it up and that way you’ll have it 

if you get hungry in the middle of the night.” 

He doubted that would happen by the way his stomach felt at the moment, but he obliged and thanked 

the waitress. A few minutes later, Daniel left Big Kahuna’s and thought of Fred’s words, thankful that he 

had taken the time to explore some of the island’s jewels. The hotel lights glowed brighter as Daniel 

approached the entrance, Styrofoam leftover box in his hand. He raised the box and smiled to the 

concierge as he walked toward the elevator. The concierge gave him a big smile back and two thumbs 

up as the elevator doors closed, leaving Daniel alone with his full stomach, leftovers and his thoughts. 

When Daniel arrived at his room he set the food on the dresser and opened the sliding doors to the 

balcony. The balmy air mixed with the smell of Big Kahuna’s and Daniel thought that maybe this is what 

heaven smelled like. He grabbed a cold water from the mini-fridge and sat on the balcony watching the 

stars lightly dot the clear sky. After a few moments he picked up his phone and dialed Kimberly. 

“Daniel? Where are you?” Kimberly’s panicked voice rang through the Hawaiian air. “Are you okay? I’ve 

been trying to call you all day.” 

Daniel rolled his eyes, remembering that he had turned his phone off at the airport. With the 

excitement of the ticket mix-up and the bus delay, Daniel hadn’t even thought about how Kimberly 

would feel and that she might be worried about him. “I’m so sorry Kimberly,” he began. “Yes, I’m fine, 

I’m so sorry I didn’t call.” 

“Where are you? What happened?” Kimberly asked, obviously concerned. 

“I’m still in Hawaii,” Daniel responded, not giving Kimberly a moment to interrupt. “There was a mix-up 

with the tickets at the airport and I can’t fly out until tomorrow.” 

“A mix-up? What kind of mix-up? Why didn’t you call?” Kimberly went on, badgering Daniel for 

information. 

Daniel explained that he missed his flight because he had the wrong tickets. “I couldn’t get another flight 

out so I have to wait until tomorrow and see when I can fly out. It might be a few days.” Daniel didn’t tell 

Kimberly about Michelle, their run-in or their ticket mix-up. And he certainly wasn’t going to tell her he 

was headed on a scavenger hunt to the other side of the island to track down a strange attractive 

woman. Nope, he decided to keep that one to himself. And although he managed to calm her down, 

Daniel felt uncomfortable not being completely honest with her. 

Before he went on, he looked up at the sky and asked God to forgive him for his lie of omission. “So, I’ll 

let you know as soon as I have my itinerary. And what are you up to?” He tried his best to change 

subjects quickly. 



“A few days? That’s not good at all!” Kimberly was in a panic. “We were supposed to order the 

invitations together. I can’t wait much longer on those Daniel.” 

Daniel could feel Kimberly’s impatience and tried to calm her. “I know honey, I’m really sorry. I’m doing 

what I can and I’ll let you know as soon as I have a flight.” 

“Ok,” Kimberly said, still apprehensive but eager to fill Daniel in on what she had been doing. “Okay, I 

guess that’s okay. But call me as soon as you know.” She didn’t wait for a response. “So, I’m not sure 

where to register. I’ve been racking my brain trying to figure out if we should have our wedding registry 

at Pottery Barn, Nordstrom’s or Sur La Table. I know you don’t like to cook, so I figured Pottery Barn. But 

I also like modern,” her voice trailed off and Daniel could almost see her eyes go glassy and thoughtful. 

“I just don’t know. What do you think?” 

Daniel wasn’t thinking about gift registries. He wasn’t thinking about invitations and he certainly wasn’t 

thinking about honeymoons. But he didn’t want Kimberly to know that. “Anything you decide will be 

fine. I trust your judgment.” Daniel encouraged Kimberly to keep on with the plans. He explained that he 

was so very tired from all of the travel problems and wanted to call it a night. 

“Well, you’ll let me know as soon as you have the itinerary, right?” Kimberly wanted an answer. 

“Yes, I’ll let you know.” Daniel rolled his eyes, feeling like a child. “Goodnight.” 

“Goodnight, and Daniel,” Kimberly waited.  

“Yes?” Daniel asked, too tired to try to read her mind across the Pacific. 

“I love you.” Kimberly said in her softest, coyest voice. 

Daniel sighed quietly, hoping Kimberly couldn’t hear it through the phone. “I love you too,” he said. 

“Goodnight.” He hung the phone up and watched as the last of daylight disappeared behind the cloak of 

night. The stars lit up the island sky and the silhouette of mountain ranges could be seen across the 

island. Daniel placed the phone down and stood up wrapping his hands on the balcony railing. He leaned 

over the railing and looked around the concrete wall that separated his balcony from his neighbor’s. He 

peered across the island to the north, wondering what awaited him on the North Shore in Haleiwa. 

After a few minutes, Daniel grabbed his belongings and went back into his room, leaving the sliding door 

open. He was on the 6th floor and was not worried about anyone breaking in to his room. Besides, he 

was trained in martial arts and was pretty sure he could handle himself against an island thug. 

He put his phone next to the Big Kahuna’s box on the dresser and quickly changed out of his clothes into 

a pair of basketball shorts. He grabbed the water and placed it on the nightstand and set the alarm. 

Daniel turned all the lights out and spread out on his back on the bed. He looked up at the ceiling and 

watched the shadows of palm trees dance on the white plaster overhead He felt his body go slack as 

fatigue crept over him. Thoughts of the day flashed through his mind and he remembered his encounter 

with Michelle. 

Michelle, Daniel thought. Michelle Clemens, daughter of one of the most prominent families on the 

island. Michelle Clemens, the stranger that ran into him, or that he ran into. Michelle Clemens, with the 

most beautiful, captivating eyes. Daniel thought of all these things. He thought of how he felt when he 

looked into those enormous eyes. He thought about how he was nervous taking this trip to see her 
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again. And he thought about what would happen if they were to have a relationship together. Before 

the absurdity of it all could sink in, Daniel drifted off to sleep. 

NEXT SECTION 

The bus arrived in Haleiwa just as the sun began its decent into the Pacific. The sky was a dazzling 

orange red and Michelle knew by the color that she had about an hour and a half left of daylight. She 

thanked the bus driver and stood at the bus stop trying to shake the sleep from her eyes before heading 

down the city road to the dirt path that would take her home. After walking a block, nausea overcame 

her and she stopped, sitting on her bags to rest and regain her composure.  

“Michelle? Michelle? Is that you girl?!” The voice belonged to Kaiko, one of Michelle’s closest childhood 

friends. Michelle recognized the voice and began heading toward Kaiko and the other people with her. 

“Oh my gosh, it is you!” said Kaiko, excited and surprised to see Michelle after all this time. “You look 

great!” 

Michelle released her bags and gave Kaiko a big hug, surprised to see her as well. “So do you! It has 

been so long!” 

The other people with Kaiko held back as Michelle and Kaiko kept talking. “Oh my gosh, I have sooooo 

much to tell you!” Kaiko gushed, wanting to fill Michelle in on everything. “Okay, so let’s see. I was going 

to college, but my parents couldn’t afford to keep sending me. So I got a job at the Hula Surf 

Restaurant,” Kaiko jutted her thumb over her shoulder toward the end of the main street where the 

restaurant was located. “I’m actually doing okay. Saving some money so I can complete my college and 

get my business degree.” Kaiko was always so energetic and positive. “What are you up to? What have 

you been doing all this time?” 

Michelle blushed, unsure where to begin but sure that Kaiko wouldn’t want to hear all of the details of 

Michelle’s sordid life. “Well, I’m working for a pharmaceutical company,” Michelle began to tell Kaiko. 

She stopped short of telling her the company name because she didn’t want to be associated with 

Abstinze. That was the last thing she needed to deal with in Haleiwa. If her father got wind of that, it 

would make a reunion nearly impossible. Besides, Michelle wasn’t really sure if she was actually still 

employed at all. 

“That’s so great!” gushed Kaiko, always so bubbly and kind. “What brings you back here then?” Kaiko 

was aware of the circumstances around Michelle’s departure. In fact, just about everyone in Haleiwa 

was. Like the concierge had said, the Clemens family was well known. Combine notoriety with a small 

town and nothing remained secret for very long. But always the gracious one, Kaiko didn’t dare ask 

specifics. 

“It’s Lilo,” Michelle said softly, knowing that Kaiko would also be upset by the news. “She’s very sick.” 

“Oh no,” Kaiko said, as she put one hand over her mouth in shock and one on Michelle’s shoulder. “I’m 

so sorry Michelle. Your grandmother was always so nice to me when we were kids. She is such a 

generous and caring woman.” Kaiko shook her head and gave Michelle another hug. “I’ll pray for Lilo 

and for all of you,” she whispered in Michelle’s ear before letting her go. 

“Wow, this is a surprise!” Kana’s deep voice rose from behind Kaiko. “Hi Michelle.” 



Michelle looked up past Kaiko. Kana’s tall stature shaded the setting sun from Michelle’s eyes. “Hi 

Kana,” she said, not surprised at all to see him. In fact, that was one person Michelle was certain she 

would see, no matter how much she tried to avoid him. Kaiko’s brother Kana had had a crush on 

Michelle since they were in elementary school. But the feelings were never mutual. “How are you?” she 

asked politely, hoping not to engage him in any conversation. It was late, she was tired and the last thing 

she wanted to do was have a drawn out talk with someone she had no interest in. 

“Good, really good. Actually,” Kana moved past Kaiko and stood next to Michelle. “I’m an intern at a 

local law office in Honolulu. How long are you on the island for?”  

“I’m not sure,” Michelle said, looking past Kana to the path that would take her home. “It all depends on 

how Lilo does.” 

“Well, I’m glad to hear that you’ll be staying a while.” Kana moved back and forth from foot to foot, 

trying to make conversation. “By the way, the Festival of Legends of Haleiwa is in a few days. Maybe I 

could take you to it?” 

Michelle was too tired to choose her words carefully, but tried anyhow. “Oh, thank you for being so 

thoughtful Kana. But I really don’t know what will be happening with my family.” She looked in the 

direction of the ranch again, wanting to get headed home before her body gave out. 

“You should be so excited that your parents have been chosen to be the reigning king and queen of the 

festival.” Kaiko added, jumping to the other side of Michelle.  

“Oh, right, yeah, yes I am,” Michelle tried to play it off as if she knew. But inside, she wondered why her 

mother hadn’t informed her of the honor. The Festival of Legends of Haleiwa was an age-old tradition 

on the island. Her family had attended every year since she could remember. Relatives on both sides of 

her family tree had been honored in the Festival for decades. Her mother had always discussed the 

upcoming festivities with her in past years. Michelle figured that with Lilo’s health declining, it must 

have slipped her mother’s mind. 

Kana sensed Michelle’s anxiousness. “Can I accompany you to the ranch to help you with your luggage?” 

He could see she was tired, but also wanted to spend as much time with her as he could. It had been 

eight long years since Kana had laid eyes on Michelle. But she hadn’t changed a bit. If anything, he 

thought she was more beautiful than ever. 

“Sure,” Michelle said, too tired to beg off and grateful for the help. The emotions of the past day, along 

with the pregnancy, had Michelle completely exhausted. “Thanks.” 

Kana grabbed the handles of her luggage and started wheeling them down the street as he walked next 

to Michelle. “Remember the Mallawena brothers?” Kana began updating Michelle on friends they knew 

in school. “Well, one is in jail, and the other is at the same law firm as me!” Kana went on, telling 

Michelle where people were, what they were doing and who had left the island. 

“You know, like you and Justin?” Kana added when he mentioned two other classmates that left Oahu 

for the mainland. Michelle pretended to ignore Kana, too tired to be hurt by the comment. Everyone on 

the island knew darned well that Justin had been a bad idea and that the relationship had perished. 



“Speaking of which,” Kana continued, trying to pry as much information out of Michelle as he could, 

“Did you ever settle down? I noticed you aren’t wearing a wedding ring.” 

Michelle kept walking, uncomfortable that Kana was bringing up a painful and very personal topic. “I 

was in a serious relationship but it didn’t work out.” Michelle said. Hoping to deflect Kana’s future 

interest, she added, “I’ve decided to take a break from dating and focus instead on my relationship with 

God. I realize with Lilo getting sick, that I’ve been selfish and have neglected my family relationships for 

many years. Now it is time to put attention on them again.” 

Kana didn’t bother to hide his disappointment. “That’s too bad,” he said. “I mean, not too bad for your 

family or God, but too bad that you’re not interested in a relationship.” He went on, trying not to be too 

obvious. “I mean really, I don’t think God would want you to deprive the world of what you have to 

offer. I mean, God has a man picked out for you, you know that, right?” 

Michelle answered absently, “Right.” 

Kana continued as they approached the hill leading to the ranch. “He’s probably in your life already. I 

mean, he might even be someone you already know.” 

“Uh-huh,” Michelle said as she crested the hilltop.  

“I’m just saying, if you are ever ready to date again, I would be available, I mean if you want someone to 

hang out with. I guess I’m just saying,” Kana stammered, trying not to blow his cool. “Just don’t give up.” 

“Uh-huh, thanks.” Michelle said, not really paying any attention to Kana. “I’ll keep that in mind.” She 

stopped at the top of the hill and looked down on the valley that was Trinity Ranch. “Thanks again, for 

being so considerate,” Michelle said, referring to Kana helping with her bags. 

Michelle didn’t hear Kana’s eager response. Her head was filled with sounds, sights and smells of her 

childhood. All the memories of her years at Trinity Ranch came flooding back to her. The green pasture 

in front of her conjured up images of her and her siblings rolling around with each other on the lawn. 

She saw her younger self help her father as a calf gave birth. She remembered spending quiet mornings 

heading out across the lawn to fill the feeding troughs for all the cattle.  

Trinity Ranch sat on the outskirts of the Kawailoa Forest and encompassed 11,000 acres. The massive 

expanse of land touched 3 climate zones including the ocean, the rain forest and the valley. On average, 

the ranch herded 6,000 to 8,000 head of cattle which made it the largest on Oahu and second largest on 

all of the Hawaiian Islands. Michelle’s father spent years ensuring that the ranch was environmentally 

responsible. He had implemented rotational grazing protocols that gave the cattle the maximum 

nutritional opportunity while minimizing the negative impact to the land. Unfortunately, the drought of 

recent years had made the sensitive grazing technique incredibly more expensive to operate. 

Regardless of the harsh environmental conditions, the ranch still took Michelle’s breath away. As she 

stood on the crest of the hill, she looked down across the pasture to the white farm house sitting at the 

base of the forest. Acres of fields were laid out like heavenly blankets, all glistening with dew from the 

afternoon drizzle. Michelle looked over the farmhouse to the mountains behind it and then looked to 

her side, to the other volcanic peaks dotting the island landscape. She closed her eyes and breathed the 

fresh ranch air in, letting the salty surf air mingle with the pasture scents filling her senses. 



Images and memories pressed hard on her heart as she envisioned her father’s serious face. Never one 

for taking it easy or making light, Michelle’s father rarely laughed. Memories of her father were all ones 

of worry and seriousness. He spent so much time concerned about everything on the ranch. Her heart 

grew heavy as she thought about the relationship she would have liked to have with her father, one of 

laughter, closeness and love; and the childhood relationship she actually had. She thought of the tension 

between her and her father and the way she felt so neglected by him. His first love was the ranch and as 

a child Michelle thought he loved the farm more than he loved her. That was one of the main reasons 

she fell so hard for Justin when he paid attention to her.  

Michelle had been starved for attention and never got it from her father. When Justin came along and 

gave Michelle everything she had been craving, she grabbed on to it for dear life, no matter what the 

cost.  

“Is this my Michelle?” Ano, an older ranch hand approached Kana and Michelle. “Oh my gosh, it IS you!” 

Ano had been like an uncle to Michelle. He had been on the farm since Michelle was born and had 

watched her grow up.  

“Kana, good to see you.” Ano walked over and shook Kana’s hand. “How are you?”  

Kana told Ano about his internship and how things were going well for him. He turned to Michelle and 

gently grabbed her arms. “Michelle, remember, I’m here if you need anything. I hope I’ll see you around. 

Aloha.” 

“Thank you,” Michelle said as Kana turned to walk back toward the main road. 

“And how are YOU?” Ano asked, grabbing Michelle’s bags as they walked toward the main house.  

“I’m great,” Michelle said. “Things are going well, really well.” She knew now wasn’t the time or place to 

unload on anyone. 

“Well, you look as beautiful as ever,” Ano said, winking at her as they walked. “I remember watching 

you grow up from a little girl on this farm. The rest of the household will be so happy to see you too.” 

The thought of the household clamped down hard on Michelle’s heart. The Trinity Ranch household 

included the ranch hands, the staff and of course, Larry and Elizabeth Clements. It also included Lilo, 

who would not be here to greet her. 

“Ano,” Michelle asked as they got closer to the house. “How is my father?” She knew Ano would be 

honest with her. 

“He’s grumpy Michelle,” Ano replied. “It’s because of the financial problems the drought has caused.” 

Michelle looked around and noticed the bare patches in the pasture. She had heard things about the 

lack of rain and how it caused some of the ranches to go under, but she didn’t know the impact it had on 

Trinity Ranch. At least, she didn’t know yet. 

Ano continued, “Your father is really counting on the pilot grass fed cattle program to work so it can 

save this place.” Ano nodded in the direction of the ranch and the acres of pasture.  



Michelle wasn’t sure, but it sounded like things were pretty precarious at the ranch. A whole new set of 

worries rose up in her. Her relationship with Luke, the pregnancy, her job, her grandmother… and now 

the thought of her family losing the ranch. It was all too much. 

Ano led Michelle into the house and set her luggage in the entranceway. Before she could take another 

step, Michelle was swallowed up into the arms of Kahili, the family cook. “Oooohhhh, looooky at 

youuuuu!” squealed Kahili. If you didn’t know it, you would think the voice came out of a fairy or an elf 

instead of the 350 pound, four foot nothing Japanese cook that had fed the Clemens family for decades. 

As soon as she emerged from Kahili’s hug, Michelle saw Elizabeth and the two burst into tears. Eight 

long years of separation poured from their eyes as the two embraced. 

“I can’t believe you’re back,” Elizabeth said, stroking Michelle’s long brown hair. “It’s been too long.” 

“I know mom,” Michelle answered, wiping the homecoming tears from her cheeks. “How is Grandma 

Lilo?” 

The mood turned from joyous to serious. “Things don’t look good, Michelle,” said Elizabeth. “We’ll head 

to town and go visit her at Kahuku Medical Center later this evening.” 

Elizabeth stopped stroking Michelle’s hair as Michelle froze. The tension in the room was palpable as 

Larry Clemens entered and stopped short. A look of surprise flashed across his face but was instantly 

replaced with calm, stoic composure.  

“Michelle,” he said, not revealing a speck of emotion. “It’s been a long time.” 

Michelle responded with the same cool distance. “I agree, it has been.” She stood perfectly still as her 

mother, Ano and Kahili watched in silence. “You look good,” Michelle said. “A little older, but good.” She 

wasn’t sure why she added that last part in but she did. 

Larry didn’t offer any compliment but instead began the inquisition. “Why isn’t Justin with you?” 

Michelle glanced at her mother, certain that she had not revealed anything to Larry. She felt shame flush 

her cheeks and chastised herself for feeling that way. She was a grown woman and her relationships 

were her business. She might feel shame, but that was between her and God. Shame, thought Michelle. 

Thoughts of Luke and her pregnancy crowded in but she pushed them aside and continued on. “I left 

Justin. We haven’t been together for some time.” 

“I told you so,” Larry didn’t miss a beat. Elizabeth rolled her eyes and watched Michelle as she recoiled 

from her father’s callousness. “You should have listened to me. But no, you thought you knew better 

and look how it turned out.” Larry strode past Michelle as he berated her. “You should have listened to 

me.” 

“Larry, stop it,” interrupted Elizabeth. “Can’t you be nice? Michelle hasn’t been home in 8 years. Can’t 

you bury the past now that she has returned?’ 

“I was so disappointed. I had such high hopes for you. I had big plans for you with Kana, with the farm…” 

Larry went on, ignoring the pleas from his wife. 

Michelle turned to her mother with fresh tears in her eyes. “This was a mistake. I shouldn’t have come.” 



“Maybe you shouldn’t have,” added Larry, bitterness on his tongue. “Maybe you shouldn’t have come 

home to disgrace us again.” 

“You’re right father,” Michelle said, tears overflowing. She looked at her mother one more time and 

then rushed out the door, adding, “It was a mistake to come home.” 

Elizabeth followed after her and caught her on the steps of the front porch. Larry stormed back into the 

rear of the house followed by Ano. Kahili shook her head slowly and bustled off into the kitchen, closing 

the front door as she went. 

“Michelle,” Elizabeth patted her daughter’s back. “Michelle, give him some time. He’s just surprised to 

see you. I wasn’t sure whether I should tell him or not and figured it would be best to just see what 

happened. He’s so worried about the ranch, and now about Lilo. You know that deep down he loves 

you.” 

Michelle looked up at her mother, eyes rimmed with red. “It doesn’t seem like it,” she said as she tried 

to catch her breath. “It doesn’t seem like it at all.” 

Elizabeth tried to console her daughter. She wrapped her arm around Michelle and led her up to her 

childhood room to get her settled in. When Elizabeth left, Michelle sat on the bed and looked around. 

Memories came flooding back again. Pictures of her on the horses and with the farm animals adorned 

the walls. Snapshots of Kaiko and her on the beach hung above her mirror. She laid on the bed and 

caught sight of a framed picture of Justin and her on her nightstand next to a ceramic cross that she had 

made in art class. Michelle turned the picture face down, rolled over and closed her eyes. 

She thought of the pictures of her childhood. She thought of Justin and how that one decision had 

changed her relationship with everyone in her family. Michelle knew that her brother and sister, who 

she also hadn’t seen in 8 years, would eventually be coming back to the house. Her brother was off at 

graduate school and her sister was attending the University of Washington. Things had been easier for 

them than they had been for Michelle. Once Michelle had made the decision to leave, her father had 

lost faith in all the children and there was no pressure on any of them to take over the farm. Instead, 

Larry had insisted that they go to college and unlike Michelle, finish college. Then, and only then, would 

they be welcome back to the home and into the family business in some capacity. If they chose not to 

work for Trinity Ranch, they would forfeit their share in the family farm now and in the future. Michelle 

had kept in touch with both of them by phone and to this day, neither had decided whether they would 

come back and be part of the business or not. But Michelle knew if Lilo didn’t make it, they would come 

home for certain. 

Michelle rolled over again and let her eyes rest on the ceramic cross. The white plaster was shiny and 

smooth. Michelle picked up the cross and held it against her heart. She closed her eyes and prayed to 

God. “I don’t know where you are or where you have been lately, but I need you now. I need you to help 

me stay strong while I’m here. Help me deal with my father. Help me accept this pregnancy and the 

uncertainty that comes with it.” Michelle sighed, not sure whether God was listening to her or not. “And 

God, please, please help my Grandma Lilo. She has been nothing but good and kind her whole life. And if 

I ever needed her in my life, it is now. Amen.” 

Michelle placed the cross back on her nightstand and closed her eyes. All of the traveling and emotional 

upheaval had worn her out to the point of being too tired to sleep. Instead, she thought of the day’s 



events. She thought of the flight to Honolulu and the two thugs at the bus station. She thought of the 

shuttle and bus ride to Haleiwa. She pictured Kaika’s sweet face and was thankful for Kana’s help with 

her luggage. And then she remembered the ruggedly handsome man at the airport. Michelle wondered 

who he was, where he was going and if she would ever see him again. 

NEXT SECTION 

The Kahuku Medical Center was a 21 bed facility located on the north shore of Oahu. The hospital had 

been around for years and after nearly closing in 2012, had been revitalized to serve the local residents 

and tourists along the north shore. Although small, the facility offered emergency services, ancillary 

services and full inpatient care. Lilo had been a guest of Kahuku Medical Center for close to two weeks 

by the time Michelle got to Haleiwa. 

“Michelle…” Lilo said weakly as Larry, Elizabeth and Michelle enter the hospital room. “Oh my little 

anela, my little angel.” Lilo wrapped Michelle in her arms and held her close. 

Michelle sobbed, letting all the emotion of the past few days out in the safe embrace of her Grandma 

Lilo. “Oh Grandma,” Michelle cried softly. 

“My dear,” Lilo said, lifting Michelle’s chin up. “This is not a time for tears. This is a happy time. We are 

all together again.” 

Michelle knew that Lilo thought she was crying for her. She wiped away the tears and forced a smile as 

Grandma Lilo motioned for Michelle to sit next to her on the bed. After a few moments, Larry and 

Elizabeth left Michelle alone to catch up with Lilo. 

“So tell me,” said Lilo, holding Michelle’s young hand in her withered one. “Tell me everything I’ve 

missed in your life. I know they say I don’t have much time, but I’m not going anywhere until I hear it 

all.” Lilo smiled, her eyes shining as if she were 20. 

Michelle began where they had left off, with her escape to California with Justin. She talked about their 

relationship and how it had gone from blissful to bad. She shared how Justin had become controlling 

almost to the point of being abusive and how she broke it off. Michelle went on to talk about her time at 

the animal shelter and her cat Menehune. She talked about the Beach Brew and Tracy and then brought 

Lilo up to speed on New Life Pharmaceuticals. But she stopped short of sharing about her relationship 

with Luke. She wasn’t sure she was ready to open that wound up just yet. 

“And your walk with God, my little anela? How is that going?” Lilo held Michelle’s hand and gaze as 

Michelle fidgeted, unable to break free. Her grandmother always had some sort of special power over 

Michelle. She was firm without being harsh and gentle without being soft.  

“Oh Grandma,” Michelle finally caved. “It’s not good, not good at all. In fact, not only am I not walking 

with God, we’re not even on the same trail.”  

Lilo’s kind eyes urged Michelle to continue. “I feel so much guilt, so much remorse about turning away 

from God when I left with Justin. It’s just that I felt so trapped. Father wanted me to marry Kana and I 

didn’t want that. In fact, I don’t even think I wanted Justin. I just wanted love, the love father could 

never show me. So I took what I could get from Justin.” 

Lilo waited, nodding in silence and knowing there was more. Lilo always knew when there was more. 



“And then there’s Luke,” Michelle caught her breath, unsure whether she could continue. She looked 

over her shoulder to make sure her parents were still gone before going on. “Oh Grandma, I really 

messed up. I was dating this guy Luke. I thought he was the one, really. We were in love. And I tried to 

live by God’s rules, I didn’t move in with him. But…” she trailed off, leaving nothing to the imagination. 

“Come here child,” Lilo said softly, drawing Michelle into her arms again. She stroked Michelle’s hair as 

she had done so many times when she was younger. “Michelle, my anela,” Lilo breathed in and out 

softly as she spoke. “Did I teach you to place your happiness in men? No my child.” Lilo’s breath tickled 

Michelle’s ear as she cried. “You must place your happiness and trust in God first and foremost and 

never forget Him. Let’s pray together,” Lilo offered, pulling Michelle to an arm’s length. 

The two women held hands and closed their eyes as Lilo spoke. “Dear heavenly father, please help your 

daughter Michelle, help her recommit her life to you God and to learn to trust you again. God I know 

that you want your child near you and I know you have the right man picked out for her already. Please 

help her trust that you will bring that person into her life.” 

Michelle sighed heavily and spoke, “And God, please take care of my grandmother, of my Lilo. Help her 

get better, heal her and take very good care of her.” The two women looked at each other and smiled as 

they said, “Amen.” 

“Grandma, I’m so very afraid that something will happen to you,” Michelle confessed, feeling like a little 

girl in front of Lilo. 

“Now, there is nothing to fear. Michelle, I have entrusted my life to God and no matter where He takes 

me, you will see me again someday.” The words brought a whole new wave of tears from Michelle. She 

fell back into Lilo’s arms and held her tightly, praying again that God would restore Lilo to health. 

Michelle wanted to stay there forever, to have Lilo get up and be healed. And she wanted to tell her that 

she was pregnant. But she couldn’t bring herself to say the words, to disgrace herself in front of this 

woman that she held in such high esteem. She would never be able to live with herself if Lilo’s last 

thoughts were of Michelle being pregnant and unwed. 

After several more minutes together, Michelle said goodbye and left to find her parents waiting just 

outside of the room. Few words were exchanged on the way and home and after a quick goodnight to 

each of her parents, Michelle made her way up to her room. Kahili had placed a tray of Michelle’s 

favorite childhood treats outside of her door. She looked at the coconut shortbread cookies and 

Hawaiian punch and smiled, remembering the good days she had growing up on Trinity Ranch. 

She sat on the bed and closed her eyes as the coconut tickled her lips. After washing two cookies down 

with a big swig of punch, Michelle stretched out and let the memories come. She thought about the day 

she had and all the things she remembered from her childhood. She thought about Ano, Kahili, her 

brother and sister and Lilo. Michelle felt the corners of her mouth turn up as good memories came 

pouring into her mind. She saw Lilo’s kind eyes and still felt the comfort of her embrace. And she knew, 

she just knew that God was there watching over Lilo. And a part of her started to believe that God was 

watching over Michelle too. 

 

NEXT SECTION 



The warm breeze fluttered across Daniel’s nose and woke him as the sun was just beginning to rise. He 

checked his watch and realized he had time for a quick cup of Kona coffee before heading to the airport 

to check his bags. Daniel didn’t want to carry all his luggage to Haleiwa and since he hoped to be flying 

out later today, he figured he’d just place his remaining luggage in a locker at the airport.  

The concierge greeted Daniel with a 100 watt smile. “Good morning! Did you like Big Kahuna’s?” He 

already knew the answer from the big thumbs up exchange they had the previous night, but he wanted 

details. 

“Yes,” said Daniel, realizing he had left the remainder of the Sumo Special in the room. “It was better 

than I could have imagined. In fact,” Daniel said, patting his trim flat stomach, “I’m still full!” 

“Good, I’m glad you liked it,” said the concierge. “Will you be staying with us for another night?” 

“No,” Daniel said carting his luggage toward the doors. “I don’t think so. But thank you for your 

hospitality. The next time I’m in Honolulu I’ll be sure to stay here again.” 

The concierge ran to the door and held it open for Daniel. They shook hands and Daniel slipped a twenty 

dollar bill in his palm. The concierge looked up, surprised and then bowed politely and tipped his hat to 

Daniel as he exited the hotel lobby. 

Daniel made it to the bus stop just as the airport shuttle was pulling up. He ran inside and checked the 

departure time for the bus to Haleiwa. He didn’t want to cart his luggage with him all day. But he wasn’t 

about to miss the bus again either. The board showed that the bus would be leaving in 60 minutes, 

plenty of time to take the shuttle to the airport and back. 

After securing his luggage in a locker at the terminal, Daniel looked at the departure times for flights 

back to California. He noticed that if he made it back from Haleiwa by 4:00 pm, he just might be able to 

get a stand-by seat on the last flight out for the day. He hopped the shuttle back to the bus stop and 

arrived just as the bus was loading. He looked at his watch and realized the bus was early. Daniel said a 

silent prayer thanking God for making it back in time. 

“And God,” he added quietly, “I really want to make that flight out tonight.” He laughed and 

remembered what his best friend had always told him.  

“Make your plans in pencil and give God the eraser.” That’s what Paul had said when Daniel had told 

him about wanting to get into the stunt business. Paul Carter had been Daniel’s best friend since grade 

school. Although they went their separate ways after high school, they still kept in touch. Several years 

after Daniel moved to California, he was thrilled to discover Paul had also landed in Orange County at a 

non-profit investment group that was dedicated to preserving natural resources.  

Daniel laughed again, thinking how ironic it was that he was stuck here in Hawaii, thinking about Paul, 

when Paul also had family in Hawaii. Daniel made a mental note to ask Paul where his family was from 

so that he could pay them a visit on his next trip to the islands. 

The doors to the bus closed as Daniel found his seat. He propped his bag up on the empty seat next to 

him and leaned back into the cushioned chair. The bus lurched forward with a jump and then proceeded 

on its smooth ride down Interstate H1 and towards Pearl Harbor. The city disappeared from view as the 

Harbor coast appeared on the west side of the bus. Daniel made another mental note to take time to 



visit the historical site of the Japanese bombing on his next trip. He pulled the map he grabbed from the 

hotel out of his bag and noticed that Hickam Air Force Base and Barber’s Point Naval Air Station were 

also both located on the south side of Oahu. More mental notes. Daniel loved action and loved his job. 

But he also enjoyed exploring history. There was no better way to absorb the history than to view it 

firsthand. 

The bus drove past the harbor and veered north onto Interstate H2 toward Wahaiwa, a valley 

destination located between the Koolau and the Waianae Mountain Ranges. The volcanic mountains 

jutted up majestically on both sides of the bus as Daniel and the other passengers made their way north 

through Wahaiwa and onto Haleiwa. Even though they were miles from the shore, Daniel could smell 

the surf as the salt air wrapped its way through the mountains. 

After 45 minutes, the bus pulled around the rotary on Kamehameha Highway and the surf town of 

Haleiwa appeared out of nowhere. What had been mountain terrain and desolate countryside was 

replaced by a vibrant expanse of oceanfront paradise. The quaint main Haleiwa Road converged with 

Kamehameha Highway and was dotted with shops, art galleries and restaurants. Visitors were 

welcomed by the friendly surfer ensconced in the wooden Haleiwa North Shore sign that hung from the 

main street post. 

Daniel watched people stroll the streets as the surfers and beach goers padded happily on the sand. 

Boards of all kind were everywhere, in front of shops, in the back seats of convertibles and even on 

bicycles. It was instantly obvious that the little town of Haleiwa was a surfing mecca.  

As the bus came to a stop, Daniel grabbed his carry-on bag and moved down the center aisle toward the 

driver. He tipped the big Samoan driver and hopped off the bus. People skirted past him holding coffees 

and shaved ice. Daniel took in the sights and smells as fried food mingled with salt air. Daniel was usually 

a stickler for time, always making sure he was early and prompt. But something about Haleiwa calmed 

him. He knew he wanted to fly out today and get back to Kimberly. And yet, he felt so relaxed just being 

on the North Shore. After walking a few feet and checking out the vista, Daniel ducked into a local 

restaurant to ask for directions to Trinity Ranch.  

“Good morning! What can I get you today?” a bubbly Hawaiian waitress appeared in front of Daniel, 

startling him. 

“Uh, actually, I just need directions.” Daniel said. 

“Oh, that’s no good.” The waitress grabbed Daniel’s arm, obviously flirting with him, and escorted him 

over to a seat at the counter. “You can’t come to Haleiwa and not have some of the famous Hula Surf 

specialties.”  

“Oh, well,” Daniel hadn’t planned on eating but the smells tantalizing his stomach were just too much to 

ignore. He sat down and dropped his bag to the floor as the waitress placed a menu and a cup of coffee 

in front of him. “I suppose I could try something.” 

“Here’s some of our famous coffee…” the waitress added a napkin and silverware to the coffee service. 

“I’ll give you a minute and I’ll be right back.” 



Daniel looked at the menu and then glanced around the restaurant. He spotted a surfboard clock at one 

end and noticed that it was still early. Good, he thought, plenty of time for a quick bite before heading 

to this ranch. 

“What’ll it be?” beamed the waitress, her white teeth sparkling as she flirted even more. 

“Well,” Daniel said, looking again at the menu. “I think I’ll have the Hula Combination.” 

“You got it darling,” said the waitress, laying it on thick. “And you said you need directions? Where are 

you headed?” 

Daniel handed her the menu and poured some cream into his coffee. He lifted the cup up and before he 

sipped, said, “Trinity Ranch, have you heard of it?” 

Kaiko almost dropped the menu in her hand. “Trinity Ranch?! Of course I know it! Everybody knows 

Trinity Ranch!” Kaiko was curious now. First Michelle and now this handsome stranger. “What business 

do you have at the ranch?” 

Daniel didn’t think anything of Kaiko’s questions, assuming she was just making small talk. “Well, this 

may sound strange, but I got my airline tickets mixed up with someone else’s.” Daniel took another sip 

of his coffee. “And apparently, she is at Trinity Ranch.”  

Kaiko raised one eyebrow, betting she knew exactly who the she was he was referring to. “Well, I know 

exactly where Trinity Ranch is and would be happy to show you myself. I get off in about an hour so you 

just sit back and enjoy our hospitality and great food and then I’ll take you there myself.” 

Daniel smiled at the pretty waitress, surprised again at how unrushed the island caused him to be. “I 

don’t want to put you out, really,” he said, trying not to come across as pushy. 

“No worries,” Kaiko said, scooting away from Daniel. “In fact, I’m a friend of the Clemens family so I’m 

happy to help out. Now you just sit back and enjoy your coffee.” She moved away to take another 

customer’s order. 

“Thank you,” said Daniel. He sipped his coffee and watched as the locals and tourists dined on island 

specialties and breakfast favorites. The front door jingled every time a customer came or went and the 

sounds of silverware clanking and quiet chatter were like soft music to Daniel’s ears. After several 

minutes Kaiko reappeared with a large plate full of eggs, Portuguese sausage, papaya and white rice.  

“Our famous Hula Combo plate,” said Kaiko. “I hope you enjoy!” 

She disappeared again and Daniel looked down at his plate. White rice for breakfast? That was unusual. 

But when in Rome… After several minutes of cutting and savoring every bite of the food, Daniel sat back 

fully satisfied. He spent the next few minutes looking at the different surfing signs and pictures on the 

walls.  

“Well, did you like it?” Kaiko asked as she placed his check on the counter.  

“It was delicious. Thanks again.” Daniel took some cash out of his wallet and handed it over to Kaiko 

with the check. “Keep the change,” he said, offering her one of the biggest tips she had ever received.  



The look of shock on her face made Daniel think twice. He hoped he hadn’t offended her. “Wow, that’s 

very generous,” said Kaiko as she rung up the check. She closed the register drawer, pocketed some of 

the money and then handed Daniel back the rest. “And entirely unnecessary.” 

Kaiko came around the other side of the counter and stood in front of the very handsome Daniel. “Like I 

said, I’m a friend of the Clemens and it is my pleasure to bring you to their home. Now if you give me 

just a minute, I’ll finish up and head out of here early.” 

A few minutes later, Daniel and Kaiko were on the street heading toward the path that would take them 

to Trinity Ranch. The sounds of the sea and downtown Haleiwa got further and further away as they 

walked. 

“So, what brought you to Hawaii in the first place?” Kaiko asked playfully, hoping to drag the walk out as 

long as possible. She was very attracted to Daniel and wanted to spend as much time with him as she 

could.  

“I came over for work,” Daniel replied, thinking of how beautiful the island was and not paying too much 

attention to Kaiko. 

“What kind of work is that?” Kaiko asked. 

“I’m a stunt actor,” Daniel said, not liking the way it sounded whenever he said it. Daniel was an actor 

and he was a stunt man. But using the term stunt double or stunt actor made him sound like he was less 

than either a stunt man or an actor. “I mean I’m a stunt man, a stunt double.”  

Kaiko stopped and looked at Daniel, not surprised at all that this fit, handsome man was in movies. 

“Really? That is so exciting!” She turned back toward the road and continued walking. “I don’t work at 

Hula Surf for fun. Actually,” Kaiko continued, “I took the job so I could save money to finish my college 

degree. I want to work for a big corporation someday. That’s my dream.” 

The two walked along the path for a few more minutes and toward the final hill blocking the ranch from 

view. “Will you be staying on the island long?” Kaiko asked, knowing she would be saying good-bye to 

this handsome stranger soon.  

“No, I hope to leave as soon as I get this ticket situation straightened out,” Daniel answered, not 

realizing that Kaiko was very attracted to him. 

“That’s a shame,” said Kaiko as the climbed the small hill. “I’d love to show you the Festival of the 

Legends if you’re still in town. It’s in a few days.” 

They got to the top of the hill and stopped. “That’s it… Trinity Ranch.” Kaiko looked across the valley to 

the farm house and then to Daniel. 

“Thank you,” he said, his eyes fixed on the ranch. “Thank you very much.” Daniel blinked and then 

looked down to Kaiko. He took her hand in his and before he could speak, she threw a hug around him. 

“My pleasure. And remember what I said about the Festival of Legends.” Kaiko skipped down the hill 

and as she disappeared out of sight, Daniel heard, “Aloha!” 

Daniel began his descent into the valley and onto the expansive property of Trinity Ranch. He watched 

as horses roamed freely near the edges of the forest and hundreds, maybe thousands of cattle grazed in 



fields as far as he could see. The ranch was not only breathtakingly large, it was beautiful. Fruit trees 

skirted the out buildings and tropical scents rose up to greet him as he got closer to the main house. 

Daniel noticed the lush pastures from the distance, but as he got nearer, he saw that the green fields 

were marred by spots of scorched earth. It appeared that the cattle had overgrazed and new grass had 

been unable to grow. Despite the obvious brown patches speckling the acreage, the ranch was 

remarkable. Daniel had seen some amazing places in his travels, but Trinity Ranch was unlike any place 

he had ever been. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


