The Island-below-the- Star

In the days when the stars were a map of the earth below, there lived on a tiny island in the South Pacific five brothers who loved adventure.

The first brother was Hókú, and he loved the sun, the moon, and especially the stars.

The second was Wale, and he loved the sea.

 The third was `Ópua, and he loved clouds.

The fourth was Makani, and he loved the wind.

 And the fifth was tiny Manu, and he loved birds.

One night, Hókú said, "See, my brothers, that bright star there? There's an island below that star. Let us sail to it." And as he spoke, the star sparkled with adventure. Hókú's four brothers looked up at the star over their own island and saw how very far away the other star was. No one had ever gone so far before.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Little Manu was first to speak. "I will go with you, Hókú."

The other brothers, including Hókú, laughed. Such a dangerous trip was out of the question for such a little boy.

 "You might get washed overboard," said Ná'ale.

"Or frightened by the thunder and lightning," said `Ópua.

 "Or blown away by the wind," said Makani. "Besides, yoi only care about birds."

The next morning, Manu stood watching as his four brothers prepared for their great trip without him to the Island-below-the-Star.

Hókú dried bananas, taro, and breadfruit in the hot sun, for they would need much food.

Ná'ale fashioned dozens of fishhooks and readied the harpoons, for they would live off the sea as well.

`Ópua watched the clouds and gathered only the sweetest rainwater, for they would be thirsty on their long trip.

Makani repaired the sails, for they would need to catch even the tiniest breeze if they were ever to reach the Island-below-the-Star.

After several weeks, the canoe was seaworthy and the food and water were loaded on board. There was a great celebration for the four brothers.

Little Manu did not join in. No one noticed as he hid himself among the calabashes of food and baskets of coconuts.

The brothers left just before dawn. It was sunset before they discovered little Manu. "Let's toss him overboard and let him swim back," said Ná'ale.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------

"Let's throw him into the air and let the wind carry him home," said Makani.

Big `Ópua picked Manu up and held him over the side of the canoe.

"Hókú!" cried Manu with his arms outstretched. "Hókú!" "All right! All right!" shouted `Ópua. "We were just kidding."

Hókú began to laugh. "But you had better behave yourself," he told Manu.

Manu stood there, his head down.

"Make yourself useful," said Wale. "We need fish."

 Each day, as Manu sat with his fishing line, he was in awe of his brothers.

Hókú used the sun, the moon, and the twinkling stars like a map to guide them.

When the clouds covered the heavenly map, they turned to Wale, who kept the canoe on course as he felt the rhythms of the ocean waves.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------

`Ópua was always there watching the clouds.

And when he predicted storms, Makani was at hand, disentangling the knotted wind as they sailed north to the Island-below-the-Star.

Several weeks later, it was Makani who first noticed a strange rush of warm air. He scanned the horizon.

The waves began to grow in strength as they slapped against the hull. Ná'ale alerted the others.

A thin palm frond of a cloud appeared above the horizon. `Ópua prepared his brothers for the worst.

By evening, the sky that Hókú depended on was roiling with clouds. The waves were mountains. The wind was a knife.

The brothers tied a safety rope to Manu.

For five days and nights they hung on for dear life as they rode out the storm.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------

At last, the wind died down. The sea was calm, but the sky was still hidden behind a gray blanket of clouds. The canoe had been blown far off course. The brothers were lost.

Manu undid the safety rope. He had not cried when the thunder crashed through the sky. He had not been washed overboard or carried off by the wind.

Suddenly Manu stood very still. He could feel something coming.

He looked up and saw, perhaps on its way to the Island​below-the-Star, a tiny speck of a bird.

Manu called to his brothers, "Look, brothers, a bird! A bird on its way to land!"

"Where?" they cried. It was so high that they could not see it.

"Tell me where it is, Manu," said Hókú. "Tell me which way to go."

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Manu pointed in the direction the bird was flying, and Hókú turned the canoe.

The bird stayed with the brothers all through the day, and Manu, proud Manu, told Hókú of the bird's every turn.

That night, when the skies finally cleared, they all saw that they were beneath their star.

But where was the island?

Ná'ale showed them the waves crashing into one another, as though pushed back by something big.

`Ópua pointed to the moonlit clouds gathered in the north as though caught by a mountain.

Makani told them how the wind was swirling oddly, as though avoiding some huge shape.

No one slept.

Manu, now part of the team, spotted the first birds in the predawn light.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------

They were close - very close.
And then, at dawn, they saw the island. Its peaks towered above the waves and caught the first rays of the rising sun. The brothers shouted with joy and lifted Manu high on their shoulders.
At noon, they found a quiet bay for the canoe.
 At sunset, they set foot on shore.
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------
That night, they gave thanks for their safe journey as they stood directly below the bright star that had called to them.
In the days when the stars were islands floating in a dark, heavenly sea and people were explorers living on specks of land surrounded by the vast ocean, they sang of Hókú, the star,
Ná'ale, the ocean waves,
`Ópua, the cloud bank,
Makani, the wind,
and Manu, the bird, who found the Island-below-the-Star.
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------
