Travis sat on his surfboard with his legs dangling in the ocean. The water was dark and murky. Terror ran through him as he watched a fin break the surface. It circled, around and around. He reached out to grab his board, but he didn’t have any arms, and without them he couldn’t pull his feet up from the water. His heart raced. He tried to scream, but his voice was muffled. 

    And then they were gone. The sharks disappeared and he sat in the line up at Pipeline. His left arm was back, but his right was still missing. He was in a surf competition. The waves were small, barely even ripples, yet all of the other surfers were yelling at him. They wanted him to hurry up. They wanted him to choose a wave. 

    “Surf, kook!” one of them shouted. “What are you waiting for?”

    An enormous wave formed in the distance. Closer it came, bigger and bigger, until it towered over Travis like a mountain. Row upon row of giant teeth materialized out of the lip. It was a giant mouth and it slammed shut on him…

    With a jolt, Travis sat up in bed. The giant mouth was gone. There was no shark and no colossal wave. He was safe in his own room. Breathing heavily, he wiped the sweat from his brow and took a sip of water from the cup on his bedside table. He shook his head, trying to erase the lingering images, and that’s when he heard the commotion. It was coming from the floor below.  

***

Bang. Bang. Bang! 

    It was two o’clock in the morning, much too late to be knocking on his father’s front door, but Tyson pounded anyway. “Dad, open up!”  

    He could hear his pursuer closing in. 

    Finally the door opened, but it was too late. Tyson’s ex-girlfriend caught up to him, and as her car came to a screech in the driveway, he cursed. Damn it! Why can’t she just leave me alone?

    Eyes blazing, Lea charged up the walkway.  

    “What’s going on?” Tyson’s father demanded. It was clear that he had been sleeping.

    “I’m sorry, Carl…but, as usual, your son is being an ass!” Lea hissed the words in Tyson’s direction.

    “Go home, Lea,” Tyson growled. Stumbling, he tried to push past his father and into the house.

    Carl grabbed him by the arm. “Where do you think you’re going?” He turned to Lea. “What did he do now?”

    Her lip quivered, and the story came out. “He owes me eight months child support, and Lisa is running a fever. She has an infected tooth, and I can’t afford the dentist bill because he won’t take care of his daughter!”

    Drunk and stoned, Tyson leaned against the door jam. He barely heard a word Lea said through his substance-induced haze, but he rolled his eyes anyway. She was always crying; she was always putting on a show.

    “Okay, slow down.” Carl said. “Let’s go inside and see if we can figure this out.”

    Great, Tyson thought, he’s taking her side already! 

    Moving into the living room, Tyson glanced up at the mantle above the fireplace. On it stood a row of trophies and a framed picture of him; he was holding one of the awards in the air. His jaw clenched as he looked at the photograph. He was certain his father kept it up there on purpose, to remind him what a disappointment he was. 

    Whatever.

    Turning back to the situation at hand, he tried to pay attention—he wanted to know what his ex-girlfriend was saying about him—but his mind was whirling way too fast. He caught little bits: “He’s a big jerk…he’s a deadbeat father...” 

    It was nothing he hadn’t heard before. 

    He tried to defend himself. “What am I s’posed to do? I don’t have any money.”

    “And whose fault is that?” his father argued.

    Tyson’s hand went into his pocket and clamped tightly around the small package of cocaine within. Grinding his teeth, he craved a hit. He was coming down off his last high and needed some more. He just wanted the conflict to end.  

    Pulling open a drawer, Carl found his checkbook and wrote the amount that Lea needed.

    “Thanks,” Lea responded. “I really am sorry for all this.”

    Tyson rolled his eyes again. Yah, right, he thought, bitterly. If she were truly sorry she wouldn’t be taking the money. He almost said as much, but he clammed his lips together. His dad was bailing him out; he didn’t want to disrupt that.

    It wasn’t the first time Carl had given Lea money. He had done so on numerous occasions. He liked Lea, visited her regularly and even took little Lisa home for a weekend now and then. That was why Tyson had come. He had known his father would save him—even if it meant he would have to suffer through another lecture afterwards.

    And sure enough, as soon as Lea left, Carl turned towards him, steaming. “How dare you show up here in the middle of the night? And wasted nonetheless! You should be ashamed of yourself. Do you know how much money I just had to dish out?”

    Tyson tried to do the math.   

    “A lot!” his father answered the question for him. “But don’t worry about my bank account, Ty, because this time I’m taking it out of yours.”  

    “What? That’s my money!”

    “Yah!” Carl exploded, “And she’s also your daughter! You think you can show up at my door with your ex-girlfriend in hot pursuit? Why should I have to pay just because you refuse to take care of your own child?”

    Tyson may have been too drugged up to care about his six-year-old daughter, but he wasn’t too drugged up to care about his finances. How could his father do this to him? How could he take the money out of his inheritance?  

    Tyson’s mother came from a long line of wealth, and when she passed away, she left both of her sons a generous sum of money. Unfortunately for Tyson, his father had full control of that money until he was twenty-five. But that day was coming up fast. He was twenty-four; his birthday was less than six months away.

    “It’s my money,” he growled again.  

    “And I dread the day you take it over. God only knows what you are going to spend it on.”

    Hoping the conversation would end, Tyson said nothing further, but his dad still had one more blow to deliver: “Why haven’t you come to see your brother?”

***

Standing with his bedroom door ajar, Travis heard his father’s question. Then he heard Tyson promise to come over the next day, and he shoved the door shut with his foot. He didn’t want to listen any more. He knew it was a lie. Tyson wouldn’t come. 

    He doesn’t give a shit!   

    Ten months had passed since Travis had last seen his older brother. After the shark attack, Tyson had dropped by the hospital, but Travis was asleep at the time. He wasn’t aware of the visit, and shortly afterwards he left the islands to stay with his grandparents in Canada, where he was able to recuperate in peace, away from the meddling press and inquisitive fans. 

    His grandparents were great. They fussed over him and coddled him and helped him adjust. Travis appreciated their hospitality, but at the same time, he didn’t want to be pampered and felt he was taking advantage of them. They tried to talk him out of leaving, but Travis insisted. He had come home three days ago.

    Three days, and his brother had yet to come and see him. 

    Shaking his head, he considered marching downstairs to give Tyson a piece of his mind, but he slumped back down on the bed instead. He just didn’t have the energy. 

    Covering himself up with his blanket, he stared into stark darkness. His room was pitch black; not even the moonlight could find its way in. That was how it had been ever since his return. He made sure that his curtains stayed closed. His room had a great view of the North Shore, and if he were to look outside, he would see the ocean with its glassy swells and tremendous white caps. 

    He preferred the dark.  

    The front door slammed, and Tyson’s car fired up. 

    Nice to see you too, bro! 

    As Travis lay there glowering, his arm started to bother him—the arm that wasn’t there. Turning on his lamp, he glared at his stump. The shark had taken a small portion of his lower arm, but because the bone was crushed, the doctors had needed to amputate at his elbow. The residual limb was nicely formed and had healed properly without much scarring, but Travis hated looking at it. He thought it was ugly. It made him feel hideous.

    And sometimes it still hurt.    

    Groaning, he rolled onto his side and tried to ignore the pain. There was a bottle of pills on his bedside table, so he snapped the lid off with his teeth and popped one into his mouth. Tucking his head under his pillow, he prayed that the painkiller would kick in. He prayed for any relief at all.

***

The next morning, when Carl picked up the phone, it was just as he thought. Tyson wasn’t coming over. Excuses spewed from the boy’s lips, all of them ludicrous, and Carl wasn’t the least bit surprised. Tyson was always breaking promises. 

    “I’ll come over tomorrow,” he vowed.

    But Carl didn’t believe him. “Don’t say that unless you mean it,” he answered. “I don’t want to get his hopes up.”

    “Travis is a big boy, ya know. He’s almost twenty-two.”

    “He needs his brother!”

    Tyson hung up the phone. 

    Frustrated, Carl paced back and forth in the kitchen and ran a hand through his thick gray hair. 

    “I take it Ty’s not coming,” Travis said, stepping into the room. Opening the cupboard, he took out a mug and poured himself some coffee. “Nice of him to show up last night though.” 

    Carl frowned. He noticed the sarcasm and studied his son. Travis rarely got out of bed, but it looked as if he hadn’t slept in months. There were dark bags under his eyes, and his hair drooped in his face.    

    “He’ll be here tomorrow,” Carl replied, hoping the words were true. He tried an encouraging smile. “Did you see your truck? I picked it up last night.” 

    The week before, Carl had sent Travis’ truck in to the auto shop to have a spinning knob installed on the steering wheel, as well as turn signals and wiper controls on the floor. Now that Travis only had one arm, these things would help him drive, and Carl hoped it would be a nice surprise.

    “Yah…thanks,” Travis shrugged. Placing his cup in the sink, he turned around. “I’m going back to bed.”

    “Wait! I have some errands for you to run.” Ignoring his son’s protests, Carl handed over a list of things to do. “I need you to go to Foodland and stop at the post office for me. Then you need to go see Brady. I talked to him last night and he wants you to stop by the shop.” 

    Letting out a small groan, Travis picked up his keys and said nothing as he left.

    Carl sighed. The boy doesn’t care about anything anymore.

    It was understandable, he thought. Travis had suffered a tremendous loss. Not only had he lost his arm, but his life in the surf as well. It seemed the shark had taken his very soul. 

    If only I knew how to help him.

*** 

As he carried the bag of groceries up the driveway, Travis grumbled. In fact, he hadn’t stopped grumbling since he left the house. All he wanted to do was lay in bed all day. That was all he ever wanted to do. Now that he was back in Hawaii, reminders of his past were everywhere—a past that he wanted back desperately, and one that would never return.  

    Kicking a rock on the ground, he tried not to look at the ocean that spread to the horizon behind his house. Damn it! Why did he have to live so close to such perfect waves?

    All of his life, Travis had lived right along the coast near the town of Hale’iwa on the North Shore of O’ahu. During the winter months, giant swells created from distant Pacific storms made the whole area prime for surfing. Nowhere else in the world produced such flawless, consistent surf, and every year, experienced surfers traveled from all different parts of the globe to ride the world class waves. Pipeline, Sunset and Waimea, all three were within walking distance, and Travis had had the good fortune of growing up with the infamous beaches right around the corner.  

    He didn’t feel so fortunate now. 

    Opening the back door, he entered the house through the kitchen. His dad was relaxing at the dining room table reading a newspaper, making Travis wonder why he couldn’t have gone to the grocery store himself. Without saying a word, he slung the bag onto the counter and headed back up to his room.

    “Hey!” Carl called out. “Aren’t you going to help me put things away?”

    Travis ignored him and kept going. 

    He has two arms. He can do it himself! 

    At the top of the stairs, he paused in front of his brother’s old bedroom. He barely remembered the days when Tyson lived at home. Housing only an old bed, a desk, and a bunch of surfing memorabilia, the room had been unused for almost seven years.

    Travis moved along. 

    Pushing open the door to his own room, he glanced around. It was much the same as his brother’s. There were photos of himself as a young grom when he’d first started surfing, posters he had hung up a long time ago, and a couple of old skateboards leaning against the wall. 

    It had been a while since his room had been occupied as well, for at the time of the shark attack, Travis had been renting a house only a short distance from Sunset Beach. It was a small place, but he missed it. He missed living alone; he longed for the peace and quiet.

    Crawling back into bed, he pulled the covers over his head.

    “Don’t forget about Brady,” his father called from the bottom of the stairs.

    Damn it! 

    Travis didn’t want to go. He hated talking to people. He hated pretending everything was okay, answering questions, and receiving those awful looks of pity. But he knew he couldn’t ignore the guy. Besides being one of his very first surfing sponsors, Brady was his oldest and closest friend.

    I may as well get it over with. 

    Throwing on a baseball cap, Travis headed back down the stairs. He didn’t bother to tuck in the strands of blond hair that stuck out of the sides of his hat. 

***
With his foot, Travis hit the signal button on the floor of his truck, and with his hand on the turning knob, he pulled into the parking lot next to Brady’s Surf Shop. The gadgets certainly made driving easier for him, he thought, as he shut off the engine and got out of the vehicle.  

    In no hurry to see his old friend, he wandered around the streets of Hale’iwa. With his head down, he tried to blend into the shadows. Whenever he went out, someone was always staring at him, and he never knew whether they recognized him from surfing or if they were simply looking at his stump. It unnerved him.

    Travis had never enjoyed being in the spotlight; he had always been a bit shy, even when it came to surfing. In fact, he never would have started competing in the first place if it hadn’t been for the people around him. When Tyson quit surfing, everyone encouraged Travis to try out. He was reluctant at first, but his family and friends were relentless, and eventually he gave in. He sent in his entry fee, surfed his very first contest, and won.  

    His talent blew people away, and that, combined with a growing desire to prove himself, gave him the courage to continue. Both his consistency and style stood out, and the right people noticed him. He was granted a wild card—a guaranteed spot on the pro surfing tour—which meant he got to travel around the world with forty-eight other contenders, competing in ten different surfing events and vying for the world title. 

    It didn’t take him long to make a name for himself. He forgot about the crowds, and he enjoyed making new friends and surfing all the different breaks. His confidence grew very quickly during that first—and only—year on tour. 

    Now, he felt like a mutant in a sideshow. 

    Shuffling his feet, Travis sighed. He knew it was an exaggeration, but he just didn’t want to be different!  

    As he continued down the road and across the historic, double arched bridge, a group of senior citizens drove by in a shiny red convertible. Tourists were everywhere—driving their rental cars and stopping at all the attractions. Travis tried his best to ignore them.

    Standing beneath the arches, he watched a group of boys paddling down the Anahulu River in an outrigger canoe, and as he glanced towards the boat harbor, he could imagine the waves at Ali’i Beach Park beyond. Above him, the warm tropical sun pelted his body with heat and he wiped the sweat off his brow. The long-sleeve shirts he always wore now kept him overly warm. 

    But they also hid his stump.      

    Finally, he headed back to his friend’s store. Taking a deep breath, he entered cautiously and found Brady organizing a rack of rubber slippers—or flip-flops, as the tourists liked to call them. 

    Brady looked up and grinned. “Trav, you made it back! Howz’it?”

    For the first time in weeks, Travis smiled. Brady looked so excited to see him that he simply couldn’t help it. Short in stature with large black tattoos and red dreadlocks that stuck out every which way, Brady was one of a kind. Loud and flamboyant, he was always happy and loved to joke around. Clapping hands with his friend, Travis realized how much he had missed the guy.    

    Brady paused then; concern filled his eyes. “How you been?”

    “Okay, I guess,” Travis answered. There was a touch of frustration in his voice. He didn’t feel okay. He thought about how much his friend had invested in his surfing career. In the last couple of years, Brady had given him tons of free surfboards and money for surfing trips. “Sorry, Brade,” he mumbled. “I know you had a lot riding on me. I guess it was all for nothing now.”

    “Dude, don’t even! I’m still gonna sponsor you.”

    Travis shook his head. “Yah, right.”  

    Brady was adamant. “Aw, come on. You came in third place, brah. That’s sick!”

    Fighting the urge to walk away, Travis clenched his jaw. He didn’t care that he was still rated as one of the top surfers in the world. He didn’t want to talk about it.

    Brady changed the subject. “So, I wanted to ask. Surf season’s starting and I need some extra help. You wanna come work for me?”

    Travis was taken aback. Brady’s was the most popular surf shop in the area. Located right in the heart of Hale’iwa, it was close to several good breaks, selling surfboards, clothing and accessories. It was a great place to work, but Travis wasn’t sure he wanted a job. In fact, he’d still be in bed now if it hadn’t been for…

    My father. 

    “Did my dad put you up to this?” Travis shook his head in disgust. Being lazy was something his father had always frowned upon, and it was just like him to set up an offer like this.

    “Nah,” Brady countered. “This is all me. But I need someone soon—like tomorrow morning. So what d’ ya say? It would really help me out. I’ve been swamped, brah. I only got one other person. Come on…jus’ part-time.”  

    Exhaling reluctantly, Travis gave in. “Yah…okay,” he replied. After all, he couldn’t really say no. What excuse could he possibly give? 

    “K-den, shootz!” Brady exclaimed. “I’m glad you’re back, Trav. I missed ya.”

    Just then, a very pretty Hawaiian girl came out of the backroom. She was petite with long black hair and gorgeous green eyes. “This stuff is tagged and ready to be put out,” she said, walking up to the front. 

    Dropping some t-shirts on the counter, she noticed Travis and gasped. Glancing at the stump of his arm, she turned a bright shade of red. From her reaction, Travis could only assume one thing—that she was disgusted.  

***

Shayla felt like an idiot.  

    Brady had told her he was expecting a friend to show up, but she hadn’t expected it to be Travis Kelly. As she fiddled with the clothing on the counter, she took another glance at the striking young man. He was about the same age as she, with deep blue eyes, a powerful jaw and shaggy, bleached blonde hair. One of his sleeves was pinned up; he was missing his right arm from the elbow down.

    She had recognized him instantly. Although she had never met him before, she knew of him. The surfer had almost beaten her ex-boyfriend, Kane, for the title on the world tour the year before.

    “Shayla, this is Travis,” Brady introduced them. “He’s gonna be working here startin’ tomorrow.”

    “What?” She looked over at Travis nervously. After making such a fool out of herself, she could barely force eye contact. Brady gave her a frown and she forced a more polite tone. “Oh…um…it’s nice to meet you,” she managed.

    “Sure,” Travis replied. He seemed rather annoyed.

    Turning her back on them both, Shayla began sorting through the pile of shirts. The song “Pearly Shells,” was playing on the radio, and she hummed along quietly, trying to ease her humiliation. She felt terrible for behaving in such a peculiar way—especially in front of Brady. During the six months that she had worked for him, her new boss had quickly become one of her best friends, and she didn’t like to disappoint him.

    “What was that all about?” Brady asked, when Travis left. “How come you freaked?" 

    Blushing, Shayla shrugged. “He startled me, that’s all. That was Travis Kelly! He was attacked by that shark out at Pipe!” 

    Brady picked up a shirt and hung it on a rack. “Yah, that’s him. Were you there?”

    “I was. I didn’t see it up close, but I remember him. It was his first year on tour. Kane was scared shitless of him.”  

    For the first time in a while, Shayla thought about her ex. Many times she had listened to Kane complain about the new surfer. Travis had given Kane quite the challenge. He was a real threat to Kane’s two-year reign.

    Brady smiled sadly. “Trav ripped. He would’a won the title for sure if it wasn’t for that shark.” 

    “He almost died, huh?”

    “Yah. He lost a lot of blood. This is the first time I’ve seen him since he got outta the hospital. I guess his arm is all better, but I dunno’ about his spirit. His dad says it’s been kind’a rough, so I figured I’d try to help him out. Get him back on his feet…ya know?” 

    Shayla nodded. She thought about the day of the attack and remembered watching from afar as the victim had been rushed away from the beach in an ambulance. She remembered the concerned excitement in the crowd, the foghorns blaring, and the apprehension about going back in the water. The beach was closed, the contest put on hold. Everyone worried about the surfer who had shown such promise. 

    Everyone except Kane; he had seemed relieved. 

    Shayla frowned. She hadn’t known Travis back then, but she could remember feeling sorry for him. Much like she did now. It’s so sad, she thought. What a terrible thing to happen to such a beautiful guy!  

