
CHAPTER 1 
BREAK OF DAWN 
 

Deep night saturated the stratosphere.  The low sonorous beat of a Hawaiian pahu 
drum echoed across the water, pulsating louder and quicker until it gained the rhythm of a 
human heart.  Calling.  The black ocean, passing quickly below, gradually grayed in the 
pre-dawn light.  Ahead in the distance appeared an island.  And always, the compelling 
call of the heartbeat.  

As the first morning rays of light peeked over the horizon, the sea sparkled blue 
and a descending mountain ridge revealed middle-income houses spilling into a valley.  
Birds sang a cacophony, greeting the dawn. 
 An open window in an average-looking house provided easy access to the hungry 
fingers of morning as the heartbeat continued its provocative rhythm.  Something was 
searching - urgently.  Murmurs of a man and woman escaped through a partially open 
bedroom door. 
 “Oh,” Eileen moaned softly, “What time is it?” 
 “No worry,” whispered Gary.  “We get time.” 
 The seeker turned away from these voices, moving quickly down a dim hall to another 
bedroom door, this one closed.  A hand-written sign scotch-taped to the painted wood 
exclaimed: "Aurora’s room - knock first!"  Below the antique knob was an old-fashioned 
keyhole.  Through this a young woman was visible, peacefully asleep in her bed.  Her 
lithe, eighteen-year old figure was swathed lightly with a thin cotton sheet, and wisps of 
long dark hair streamed softly over the pillow.   
 The persistent sound of the heartbeat ceased abruptly as a rush of air swept 
through the keyhole, breathing a single word: “Alaula.” 
 Suddenly and loudly an alarm clock clamored.  Aurora sat bolt upright, reaching 
quickly to silence it as she called out toward her parents’ room.  “Mom!  Dad!  Wake 
up!”  Aurora threw the sheet aside and jumped out of bed, hurrying to put on the stylish 
but casual outfit she had carefully pre-selected the night before. 
 Gary rolled over and lay on his back with a sigh of defeat.  Eileen’s hair gleamed 
gold in the morning sunlight as she shifted sideways to trace her finger across his dark, 
muscular chest.  “I’m up,” she replied. 
 “Is daddy up?” Aurora called from down the hall. 
 Eileen’s green eyes twinkled as she flashed a mischievous smile at her handsome 
husband.  “Yep.”  Gary playfully snatched the blanket and covered himself as Eileen 
snuggled close to him with a low chuckle.   

Aurora appeared in their doorway, pushing the door fully open while she 
hurriedly brushed the night tangles from her silky tresses.  “Come on you guys, get up!” 

Her father pulled a pillow over his eyes and grumbled, “Why you gotta go so 
early for?”  

“I gotta stake out my space, dad!” she stomped impatiently. 
Pushing the pillow aside, Gary reluctantly sat up.  “All right,” he muttered. 

 “Breakfast first,” commanded Eileen as she sat up beside him, rubbing the sleep 
from her eyes. 
 “Mom!” moaned Aurora, “We don’t have time!” 



 Eileen sighed at her daughter’s impatience, “Just a little something.  You need a 
good breakfast so you won’t be so tired.”  She was concerned about the dark circles she’d 
been noticing under Aurora’s eyes. 
 Hoping to avoid another debate with her mother about her recently erratic 
sleeping habits, Aurora gave in quickly, “Okay but can we hurry?” 
 “Yeah, yeah.”  Gary motioned Aurora out of the room. 
 Eileen stifled a yawn and draped her legs over the side of the bed.  “We’re up.”  

The grass was brown after a dry summer but it glistened with cool morning dew 
and crunched underfoot like soggy cornflakes as Eileen and Gary took a shortcut across 
the lawn to the driveway, helping Aurora load her new suitcase and a pile of assorted 
cardboard boxes into the family car.  This had been her mother’s car for as long as 
Aurora could remember: a practical blue Toyota Corolla with dull paint and a small ding 
in the right side which served as a subtle reminder of Aurora’s early attempts at learning 
to drive.  Aurora hoped to inherit this car someday, but she had yet to master parallel 
parking and without that skill the coveted driver’s license eluded her. 

Before they finished packing the trunk Aurora was exhausted.  She sat on the 
steps to catch her breath. Eileen immediately shifted into mother-hen mode, bringing a 
glass of orange juice and pressing her cheek against her daughter’s forehead to check for 
signs of a fever.  She urged Aurora to go lie down on the couch, but Aurora was anxious 
to get on the road.  Gary closed the trunk over the last box and motioned for them to get 
into the car.  Aurora left her unfinished juice on the edge of the top step and hurried to 
squeeze into the back seat beside her assorted belongings. 

Gary flashed his dazzling smile at Eileen.  “Come on, babe. Let’s hele.”  Eileen 
locked the front door and trudged to the car, dragging her feet. 
 Gary eased the car out of the driveway and expertly maneuvered his way down 
the hill, switching lanes to bypass slower vehicles along the way.  They swung around a 
long curve, ascending the on-ramp to the highway where they merged into heavy traffic.  
As they got closer to the heart of the city traffic slowed to a crawl.  They found 
themselves inching along on a six-lane highway jammed with cars.   

A green Honda Civic tried to change lanes, squeezing in ahead of them, but Gary 
refused to yield.  He continued moving their car forward, forcing the other car to veer 
temporarily back into the right lane.  Eileen cajoled, “Gary, let him in.” 

“What?” Gary was impatient. “He neva even signal.  I hate dat kine drivers.” 
“Daddy.” Aurora scolded. 
Gary rolled his eyes and relented, allowing the other car to merge in front of 

them.  The grateful driver waved a “thank you,” and Gary grudgingly lifted two fingers 
from the steering wheel in response.  The rest of the drive continued in much the same 
way, until they neared the University.  Gary was now the one aggressively changing 
lanes, gradually moving over to the cloverleaf exit on the right. 
 The bumper-to-bumper traffic grew even heavier once they left the highway.  
Legions of cars and trucks descended upon the college campus, jockeying for position 
along the sidewalk to disgorge freshmen and their luggage near the towering dormitories.  

Gary managed to squeeze into a space and the three of them clambered out to 
unload Aurora’s belongings.  Eileen continued on a rant that had slowly begun escalating 
in the car.  “I just don't see why you can’t live at home for the first year.” 



 “Mom,” Aurora shrugged, “we’ve been through this a million times.  You know 
what the commute is like.” 
 “Yeah, you can imagine doing dat at rush hour every day?” interjected Gary, still 
frustrated by the morning drive. 
 The little family worked in assembly-line fashion, gradually ferrying all of 
Aurora’s boxes and bags into the lobby of the freshman dormitory.  As they worked, 
Eileen continued.  “Well, if you take the bus you can use the commute time to study.” 

Aurora laughed incredulously, “Mom, have you ever even been on the bus?  
There’s never any place to sit, much less study.” 

“Yeah, I see dem packed in like sardines.”  Gary puffed as the three of them 
crowded into the elevator with Aurora’s stuff, allowing barely enough room for the doors 
to shut. 

Eileen looked sharply at her husband then sighed as she turned back to her 
daughter.  “I'm just gonna miss you, honey.”  She swallowed hard and looked at the 
numbers lighting up overhead to avoid the tears that had begun to sting her eyes.  They 
rode to the twelfth floor in silence.   

The elevator doors opened on a crowded hall lined with doors, many with boxes 
and bags stacked beside them.  Gary, Aurora and Eileen unloaded the elevator and carried 
the belongings down the hallway, looking for Aurora’s room.  Small bulletin boards on 
doors were scrawled with people’s names and messages to the rooms’ occupants.  Eileen 
crinkled her nose, “What is that smell?” 
 Aurora sniffed.  “Pine-sol?” 

Eileen was suspicious.  “It smells like insecticide.” 
“Good,” chuckled Gary.  “At least the cockroaches goin’ be dead.” 


