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What a Run It Was 
"H a-h a-ha!" the whgle cJa§§ bother to wake me up. to feel so energetic. I began to sprint so fast 

laughed. "He can't read! Ha-ha-ha!" "Wake up, I am finished now," she told that I couldn't believe I went from 5 to 15 miles 
in my reading marathon in just a short time. 

Next, we continued reading a different book 

the following week. This weekly reading kept 

going and going until Mariana thought 1 was 

ready to get revenge on the teacher and stu

dents by reading my favorite book, The Three 

Little Pigs, in front of the class. 

"Shudupt" \ yelled rudely. "Leave me 

alone." 

The teacher ignored the students when 

they laughed again. However, she started to 

giggle right behind my back. At that moment, 1 

felt embarrassed, so I left the classroom and 

started to run all the way home. While 1 was 

running home, I thought about what happened 

and asked myself why were they treating me 

like that. 

"I'm a regular fourth grader just like ev

eryone else," I told myself. 

I convinced myself that it was because 

I was new to America and they'd tease me 

because my English wasn't good. After that 

experience, I thought reading was as difficult 

as running a marathon. 

First, the "marathon" started out very 

slowly for me. I felt fatigued and distressed 

while running the first couple of miles. 

I didn't receive any comfort or apology 

from the teacher or students the next day of 

class. So I sat quietly at my assigned seat, 

which was located in the back of the class

room near the teacher's desk. When the 

teacher began to read a story, I began to fall 

asleep. She noticed I was sleeping but didn't 

me at the end of the story, waking me up. Then 

she asked, "What is the story about?" 

I told her I didn't know because I was 

asleep. 

"Ha-ha-hee-heeee-he's funny," 

the students laughed after I answered. 

I felt very sad and didn't want to learn 

English anymore. I wanted to quit school, but 

I didn't. 

However, I kept running and running, 

and reached 5 miles in my reading marathon. 

While continuing to run, I began to feel thirsty, 

not for water, but instead for tutoring in my 

reading skills. I sought help, not from that evil 

egocentric old teacher of mine, but rather from 

my ESL instructor, Mariane. She immediately 

offered her assistance with my reading after 1 

told her what an evil teacher I had. "I'll help 

you read a lot better," she said. "Just be here 

in my class right after school. Okay?" 

I didn't refuse her assistance. 1 showed 

up at her front door every day after school was 

over. We began to read The Three Little Pigs. 

Mariane read slowly word by word so I could 

follow her pronunciations. We read at least 40 

minutes every day. It took one week before 1 

could read the whole book by myself. I began 

"John would like to read a story to you," 

Mariana announced bravely to the class. "Is 

this okay?" 

"Oh, no! He's reading again! Ha-ha!" 

the students teased. 

But I began to read with confidence. I 

wasn't afraid of them teasing me because 1 

had the best teacher standing on the right side 

of me while I read. No one talked or made 

any disturbance while I was reading. Not even 

a word came out of anyone. When I was done 

reading, Mariana gave me a signal telling me 

it was fantastic. At first, for a few seconds, 

everyone in the room was silent. Then, sur

prisingly, the teacher began to clap softly. The 

students were still silent. Then a couple of 

them joined the teacher. Finally, everyone 

clapped loudly. It was so loud that even the 

neighbors could hear. Mariana hugged me and 

told me she was 

di. 



very proud of me. 

"I didn't waste my time for nothing, 

right?" she asked. 

"Thank you, very much," I said, with 

tears dripping from my eyes onto her white T

shirt. 

As I eased into the final mile of the mara

thon, I asked myself, what happened? How did 

I get this far? Was it a dream? 

Finally, _1 ripped through the red ribbon. 

I realized it was not a dream. I had done it! I 

finished the marathon. I survived my 4th grade 

reading. There were no more anxieties. More

over, I began to speak, read, and even write 

the American language the way it was meant 

to be. 

John Nguyen 

de>1~s~~I1t 
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Er:i:n._ --y-arrLacl.a 
I met this friend of mine 24 years ago, when we were in the 1Oth grade. She was my classmate. We 

were very close friends along with five others. My friend Mun Sook became the head of her family 
when she was 15 years old. She had the responsibility for three sisters and a brother. Her mother died 
when she was 14 years old. One winter, her mother washed her hair outside in the cold weather, and all 
of a sudden she collapsed and never recovered. One year later, her father died of a heart attack. The 
childrenbecame desolate orphans. 

When I was in the lOth grade, my friend Mun Sook didn't come to school for a few days . So 
after school, my friends and I went to visit her to find out what was going on because she had hardly 
been absent from school before. Unfortunately, the day we went was the day before her father's funeral. 
We had no idea what had happened. After she lost her parents, she started her struggle for existence. 
Her parents were construction workers, and they lived day to day. Therefore, her parents hadn' t saved 
money for their future. Her parents left her and her young siblings penniless. The four little girls and a 

boy became dependent on welfare, but that wasn't enough to live on. One good thing was they had a small house to live in, though the house was built partiy 
on government's land; the other half was their property from a long time ago. Fortunately, they didn' t have to pay rent. The house had only three rooms, with 
the kitc~en and the toilet outside. Therefore, Mun Sook's hands were always red and blue because she had to cook, wash dishes and wash clothing by hand 
outside with cold water in the wintertime. They shared two rooms, and the other room was rented out to make some money. I remember the door to her room 
was covered with a big sheet, with the door opening directly to the outside; whenever they opened the door, a strong wind came in the room, and they had to 
close the door quickly. 

Mun Sook's most hated season was wintertime because she had to prepare many things like fuel, winter clothing, and winter kim chee. One winter, 
I went to visit her, and Mun Sook's youngest sister was complaining to me about her sister. She complained that her room was too cold because her sister 
didn't want to spend too much on briquettes and that she couldn't buy nice coats like her other friends. I knew my friend Mun Sook could not afford to make 
their rooms hot and cozy, and buy her sister a nice coat. Their rooms were just warm enough to live in. 

Whenever Mun Sook had a hard time or missed her parents, she always blamed her parents for leaving her in poverty with a lot of siblings that she had 
to take care of. She had to force herself to be strong and make sacrifices to raise her sisters and brother. She tried especially hard to give her brother a good 
education because he was the only son in the family. Whenever I thought about him, I only remembered him as tall and very skinny. His shoulders always 
drooped. He had a pale face with scaly skin. He never smiled and hardly talked. Her whole family had wished him to have a successful life and get out of 
poverty. Mun Sook's sister had changed to night school so she could work during the daytime as an errand girl in a construction office to provide for her own 
tuition. 

Nevertheless, they were independent and strong, especially Mun Sook. She was always a cheerful and a perky girl. She also had a sense of humor and 
hardly showed her emotions in front of friends. Moreover, she made us laugh a lot. We were always good friends. My other friends and I often saved our 
allowance and bought some food for her. After school, we visited Mun Sook and she always cooked for us. In the small room, her sisters and all the friends 
sat around the food and ate together. I can never forgot how delicious her food was. 

After graduating from high school, she got a job in an accounting office. She worked very hard. After work at the accounting office, she went to a 
fabric market to do the accounts. In addition, at home on weekends-, she did more account books from other businesses. As a result, she didn't have a day off 
or a vacation for several years. She was a workaholic. Whenever she had extra money, she always saved it -- even one penny. About eight years after she 
started working in the accounting office, she met a man who is her husband today. He was one of her customer's employees. They were dating for a while and 
they got married. 

In 1987, right after she got married, she quit her job at the accounting office. By that time, my father had just opened a new business, so I recom
mended her to my father. Since 1987, she has been working at my father's company. She has a very special relationship with my family. My family has 
known her since we were in high school, and Mun Sook treated my parents like her own father and mother. Even today she calls my parents mom and dad. 
My family gives her a lot of credit for her hardship. Her husband and Mun Sook lived with her sisters and brother and supported them until they all got 
married. She was very strict with her siblings; crying, weakness and being picky about food were unacceptable in her house. They all had to be strong. 

As time went by, Mun Sook became very thankful to her parents for giving life to her and to all her siblings for sharing in with the pain, hardship, and 
desolation. She was very brave and wise. She did so many. things for her younger siblings. Mun Sook often said, "I couldn't survive by myself. I'm here 
now because of my sisters and brother." Now she is a mother of two and has her own big apartment which she paid for in cash. And she is still saving money. 
Today she is saving her pennies for her two beautiful daughters. She wants to give each of her daughters a better life than what she had. She is going to work 
until she dies, so she can give her daughters as much as she can. 
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At least I can remember 
my papa 

Young Soo C. Harrison 
al l about 

by 

When I feel doubt and lose my way in this world, I like to 
remember my papa's face. He led such a good life as a 
simple farmer. 

The broad and endless rice fields, spreading out in many squares, 
surrounded my small village in the southern part of Korea. There was 
a small tidy river running through the village. Big willow trees in vari
ous places along the river burst forth w it h yellow sprouts in the warm 
spring air. Also there were a lot of f ish swimming in the river, and 
sometimes t he people of the village enjoyed cat ching t hem. Where 
t he river branched to the east stood my house, which had a thatched 
roof and clay brick wa lis. 

In the house, there were two bedrooms; one was my papa's classroom, 

and the other one was a family room. In the back of the two bedrooms, 

there was a narrow and long corridor, where all of us children played. We 
played with the flutes my papa made from willow branches or with the 

stones we got from the stream. Also in the front of the house, there was a 
big porch made of piece boards, where sometimes my mom's friends visited; 

I'd hear them chatting and laughing together. 
On the right of our house, there was a big vegetable patch where my 

parents planted many kinds of vegetables, like lettuce, garlic, green onion, 

beans, eggplant, spinach, Chinese cabbage, radish, hot peppers, potato, corn 

and pumpkin. There were also peach, persimmon, and cherry trees at the 

edge of garden. Every year when spring arrived, my parents were busy 

planting rice and vegetables. They also planted many flowers at the front of 

the thick thatched gate. They planted sunflowers, dahlia, canna, cockscomb, 

sun plant, balsam, and mountains orchids. For each season, we grew differ

ent vegetables and fruits for our family of eight. Every autumn we also 
harvested rice from the rice field, and in the early summer we took in barley. 

We grew so much on the farm that we didn't need to go to the market 
in the other town very often to buy food . Only my papa went to the market 
to buy fert\Hzer or our shoes, clothes, some meat and candy. Usually my 
papa rode to the market on a cart pulled by a· cow. When he came back 
home, my three sisters, baby sister, brother, mom and I hugged my papa 
and were grateful for his safe travel of about five kilometers. 

Before and 

an wanter, most OT tne peopae m my vmage resteo an mear nomes. tsut 
my papa didn't rest because he taught Chinese calligraphy and Confucian
ism, which our county follows as a guide to life. Before my papa's class 
began, my brother and I helped him to make the Indian ink, which we made 

using a small ink stone. While we helped papa, we listened to his Confucian 

stories which he told with great enthusiasm. My papa's favorite maxims 

were, "Always be polite," "Show tolerance for others," "Trust in others," 

"Study hard to achieve your goal," "Be honest," "Be kind to others," and 

"Always seek the cause of any error in yourself before you look for errors in 
others." 

Each year when the sunflowers are in bloom, I remember my papa's 

love and caring nature. And I will never forget papa's last day with me. The 

sunflowers were shining more yellow on that beautiful sunny day, the day 

my papa passed away. That year in early spring my papa planted them in 

our garden, where he would walk around with me hand in hand. While 1 

was with my papa in the courtyard, I would listen to his folk tales and les

sons; and if I was tired, he would put me on his wide and comfortable back. 

When we walked near the pigs, they would come to us with the sound, 

"Oiuk, Oiuk." My papa and I would give them some vegetables for a snack, 

and I'd ask my papa, "Help me scratch the pig's back, " which he would . And 

besides t he pig pen, there was a henhouse where we'd collect eggs. When
ever I was with my papa, I was never afraid of any of our domestic animals. 

Suddenly, one morning, my papa went to the hospital. He came back 

the same day after the doctor said he didn't have a serious problem. But 

after he returned home, he lay down and would never get up again: his 

appendix had ruptured. My papa's friends came to my house. They got my 

brother and me out of the room because we were little kids. My mom and 

older sisters were wailing beside my papa, and I wasn't a~are why they 

were crying so mournfully; I thought my papa was sleeping. 

At the front door, my brother and I wet the paper of the door between 

the wooden frame with our fingers to make a hole, so we could see what 

was going on inside the room. There was my papa on the floor in the room. 

I was wishing that my papa would rise and come out and hug me with a big 

smile as he had the other day. 

Papa's friends tied up my papa's body and fo lded his hands together 
with some straw string. and laid him iri a small coffin . Then they closed the 
top of the coffin. I worried about how my papa would be able to breathe 
and felt sorry for my poor papa. I was so sad. 

Since that t ime, I would never hear my papa's soft voice ever again, but 
every summer, when I see the sunflowers, I'm reminded of his smiling face 

and I'd hear my papa's soft voice telling me his stories. 

I became considerate and trustworthy. I began to 
value the family; often, I tried to communicate 
with my parents. It also changed my parents' view 
'of me. · ·· · 

"What the hell are you doingT' occasion. I am also a bit more muscular and tan. 
All in all, I am very different in appearance than 
before. 

Finally, I was able to set my future goal. 
Before experiencing the army, I did not have an 
obvious goal in my life. I often wondered what I 
would be in the future; any plans I had were un
specific. However, after I retired from the army, 
I set my life's goal. I decided to become an inte
rior designer. With a three-year Taiwanese Col
lege degree, ex~ellent grades and previous work 
experience, I came to the U.S. to learn more and 
get a master's degree in design. With an open 
mind, I am pushing myself hard in order to 
achieve my future goal, to be a famous interior 
designer in Taiwan by the age of 40. 

I still remember many people often asked 

me this, after I went to elementary school. Maybe 
that was because I gave them a headache, and 
even made them crazy. In their views, I had to 
change. Even so, I still continued this kind of 
life ·until I enlisted into the Taiwanese army, 
which is famous for its tough training and disci
pline. Although I am still the same person, I have 
totally changed in the aspects of appearance, 
thoughts, and future goal since retiring from the 
army. 

First of all, I am changed in my appear
ance. Before going into the Taiwanese army, I 
looked like a hippie. My dyed hatr hung down to 
my shoulders. I wore green contact lenses in or
der to be fashionable. In addition, there were nu
merous patches and steel decorations on my jeans 
shirt. I used to wear peace signs and bell-bot
toms. I used to wear sandals going to all kinds of 
occasions. I looked weak and pale. But after 
two years of army life, I now had a neat and clean 
hairstyle. I always kept my hair above my ears. 
Instead of colored contact lenses, I wore glasses. 
Moreover, I also wore clean, neat fitting pants. I 
now value wearing clothing appropriate for the 

Second, my thoughts have become ma
ture. I was childish and selfish; I did everything 
for fun. I seldom thought of others. On April 19, 
1988, my eighteen-year-old birthday, I got a spe
cial gift from my parents: a two-door sports car. 
I was so excited about that. After the birthday 
party, I drove my lovely car, going out with my 
pals. With loud rock and roll music and my pals 
loud mouthing, my friends and I raced our cars 
and fought each other with water guns. When 
another sportscar sped passed mine, I could not 
tolerate it and tried to catch up with that car. With 
the sound of my friends clapping their hands, I 
chased after that car at 90 miles per hour. But we 
got caught by the police for speeding and using 
water guns (which looked real). So I got another 
birthday gift: several tickets. 

In contrast, after I retired from the --

I entirely changed in aspects of appear
ances, thoughts, and management of my life af
ter retiring from the Taiwanese army. Although I 
paid a lot, owing to the lifestyle of my past, I 
learned many lessons. I value what I experienced, 
and I appreciate the people and events in my past 
life. I am full of hope with my future. 

and After 
::13 y R._:icha.rcl ~h:i -u. 
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the • exper1ence 
of a lifeguard 

f or he lp on t he r adio . He nee ded backup 
because there was a situation on the right 
side of the beach. I ran as fast as I could; 
my heart was really pounding. My partner and 
I brought a Japanese lady in to shore. She 

"T.'" have worked about one year as a :~~.abo~: 
2

:~:~::t~~: a~:g~:d ~;;P~:~ b:::~~: 
,,,."'' '"''"''" lifegua rd . I have always dreamt of breathing on her. Aft e r a very long, tense 

be ing a .l i f eguard, especially here in Hawa ii . minute , she s t a rt e d to cough a nd vomit. At 
Surfing i s the reason why I a l ways wanted my t hat moment, I knew she was making a come 
professional career to involve the beach. back. The ambulance showed up t o tak e he r t o 

After about 9 months as a lifeguard, I the hospital. 
was beginning to become bored with the daily The next day I was at the lifeguard tower 
routine of my job. Despite the exercise and when an older Japanese lady stopped by to 
weekly training of CPR, not much was happen- give me a beautiful lei. She thanked me for 
ing from one day to the next. When I am in the saving her daughter's life. Her daughter had 
lifeguard tower, it can sometimes be diffi- been released from the hospital and was going 
cult to stay alert. I watch the beach, from to be okay. From this experience, I have 
one side to the other, and watch people hav- changed my attitude about lifeguarding. I 

ing fun in the water. Maybe one or two people realize that days without excitement on the 
would come to the tower for minor first aid, beach are great days instead of boring ones. 
like a small scratch or cut from the reef. I am proud that my partner and I made a dif
Other than that, a few nice people might ask ference to someone and her family. 
about my day, and many people would stop by Lifeguarding is an important job, especially 
to say, "Hey , lifeguard, make sure .you keep on an island with lots of tourists. Being a 
the beach clean," "Don't let people drink and lifeguard fulfills my dreams of work ing with 
drown," or "Don't let peopl e play footbal l the ocean and makes me proud to be k e eping 

too close to me!" Boredom and frust r at i on our beaches safe for everyone . 
we r e b r inging me down . I 

A couple of weeks ago things changed . I 

vas on beach patrol when my partner called 
julio amanc1o 

kATIA bUSH child turned five, she had already fin
ished her studies and became financially 

Elena, one of my best help. Of course, they were shocked by independent. 
friends in high school in Peru, was 17 the news, and Elena's father who was Thus, soon after she got her col

when she met Elvis, a freshman college always a man of mild character became lege degree, she started a small business 
student who was just one year older than externally angry with Elvis. That night, with another partner, a young business
she was. They fell in love with each other, Elena couldn't sleep thinking about her man named· Arturo who later become 

and they started shaping the details of father's reaction. . her boyfriend. Some years later, when 
their lives and dreams together. How- The next day, the confrontation her son was almost ten, Arturo proposed 
ever, this relationship began to deterio- between Elena's father and Elvis was in- marriage to her. Although Elena was not 
rate when Elena discovered that she was evitable. It was because of this fact that sure about her feelings toward him be
pregnant just five months from the day Elvis stopped seeing her, and she couldn't cause her heart still had memories of her 
of their first meeting. Since both of them understand Elvis's attitude. Some months relationship with Elvis, she accepted this 
were students at that time, assuming the later, when Elena was in her seventh proposition thinking that it would be 
economic responsibility of caring for this month of pregnancy, somebody told her better for her son to have a family. But 
baby and accepting the probability of that Elvis's parents sent him to the United something unexpected happened just 
giving up his studies were driving Elvis States in order to continue his studies, one month before her wedding date. 
crazy. At the same time, Elena, living at and he couldn't refuse this great oppor- Elvis went back to Peru and wanted 
home, could no longer keep the secret tunity. Naturally, Elena was devastated to look for her and his son. Elena was 
of her pregnancy because it was becom- by the news. Fortunately, Elena's family nervous thinking about what she would 
ing obvious. This fact forced my friend gave her unconditional economic and say to this man whom she hadn't seen in 
to tell the truth and ask her parents for emotional support during not only her over ten years. Mixed feelings returned 

a.. I. 

pregnancy but also after the birth of her in her heart. 
son. In this way, my friend was able to It was a quiet evening when Elvis 
continue studying. By the time that her came over to Elena's house. As soon as 



she saw him, her heart began racing. country because they didn't want to see calls gradually became the highlights of 
They shook hands and said hello. When him involved in an early marriage. later, Elena's and -her son's days. At the same 
they sat to talk, Elena's heart was beat- he recognized his mistakes and ex- time, she could no longer handle there
ing so hard that she was afraid that Elvis pressed his desire to repair them. How- lationship with Arturo who became ex

could hear it. Elvis had tears in his eyes ever, despite _ his feelings, it was impos- tremely jealous due to Elvis's visit. 

when he saw his son for the first time. sible for Elena to answer Elvis's expecta- _ On June 18, during Elvis's second 

And Elena had never seen her son as ex- tion. visit, when her son turned 1 0, Elena and 
cited and happy as he was then. After a Some days later, because of work, -Elvis were married. 
while, Elvis explained to her that during Elvis had to go back to the United States. 

the time she was pregnant, he was en- As soon he was there, he got in touch 
couraged by his parents to go out of the with Elena, and his letters and phone 

a hAPPY eND 
aNa AddVLI 

Early February 

Dear Dad, 

How are you? And how about Mom? Where is she, and how is she? Is she still sad 
because of me? Ay, me! You must have been really worried about me 'cause I've gone 
like the wind. But, gee! How can I explain to you what happened to me? Well, anyway, 
I'm O.K. I'm doing well. Fine, everything is fine except I miss you s--o much. I'm in 
Berlin, Germany, and ... and I'm living in the year 1921. Yes, yes, I know that you cannot 
believe it, but... I understand, I understand you 'cause I couldn't either, but I'm not jok
ing, Dad. It's true, it's definitely true!!! 

I was on my way to go home, and I fell into a hole. The place I arrived at was a 
European-stylish, unfamiliar o--ld city. At that time I thought I was dreaming, but. ... 

Soon I found out it was not a dream and I was in Berlin, Germany. That time was 
early 1914. Yes, the past. Gee ... seven years has already passed since I came here! 
Anyway ,I was scared, really scared, so I cried, I just cried. And then, at that time when I 
was crying on the beo.ch in the University of Berlin, I met Albert, I mean Albert Einstein, 
the famous guy who is best known for his theory of relativity. I met him by accident-no, 
I mean by fortune. 

At that time when I first met him, he was a professor of physi~s at the University 
of Berlin, and I became his assistant. Yes, I know, Dad, I was really poor at science in my 
high school, but you know, I already learned his theories at school, I already knew those 
things even which was not established yet. Anyway, he was s--o surprised at my 
know lege of his theories which was not only not established but also not found yet. It's 
funny, ya? And he asked me to help him, so I was his FIRST assistant all through the 
year. Oh, do you know what happened yesterday? He received the Nobel prize in physics. 
Even if the person who received the prize was not me, at the moment I heard the news I 
couldn't help crying. I'm proud of not only him but also of myself who helped the his
torical person. 

We (I mean Albert and I) are going to travel all around the world--United States, 
Paris, Palestine, South America. Even if this trip is for work, it will be fun, a lot of fun. 
You know I love to travel. 

As you know, he's a genius and crazy about science. But he's deeply religious 
(although he's not associated with any orthodox religion). He is compassionate, and he is 
sentimental. You know, Dad, he plays the violin. He is very fond of classical music. 

I'm living with his family. They take care of me like a real family, so don't worry 
about me, Dad! I'm sure I'll go back there, soon, I mean someday. I wish we can meet 
again, soon. With my whole heart, 

Your lovely daughter, 

Sunghee Han 



M Mother's that, she continued 
little. to work only as a 

I have seen dressmaker. She 
many pictures of worked only at 
my mother giving home because she 
me a ride on her did not want to 
back. I look so leave my brother 
happy in the pic- and me alone. So, I 

My mother's tures. My mother used to see my 
back tells me her was a dress de- mother's back all 
history and my his- signer and a dress- the time while she 
tory. I have looked maker. She had was making a dress. 
at my mother's been working hard One day, my 
back since I was before my brother mother had to 

was born. After bring a dress that 
a.1 
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she made to dependent. I par- began ' talking to 
Harajyuku -- which ticipated in my jun- me: "It is your turn 
is such an exciting io r high school's to take care of your 
p art of the city. Af- tennis club , spend- mother from n ow 
t er I fi nished ing my free t ime on." · From then on, 
school, my mother playing tennis ev- I started to treat my 
and I went to ery day. Later, I mother nicely. 
H a r a j y u k u . took part in my My mother's 
Harajyuku has al- high school's tennis back is honest, and 
ways led the fash- club. "I also started it tells me many 
ion world, and to go to Harajyuku things. 
there are many in- with my friends. I 
teresting shops · became so busy 
there. · So, going that I began to for
there was one of my got Io·oking at my 
favorite things to mother's back. 
do. My mother Meanwhile, my 
used to walk with mother was getting 
me, holding my old. After I gradu
hand so I looked up a ted from ·the uni- I • • • 
to her and her back. versity, I suddenly IJ 1m a 

I stayed with my fe lt t h at my 
mother for much of. mother's back had 
the time when I was become small. But 
little. I was always my mother's back 
looking at my 
mother's back. 

Then I grew up, 
and by the time I ___ _ 
was in junior high 
school , my height 
was the same as my 
mother's. I felt not 
only glad but also a 
little sad. After a 
while, I became in-



lnternatlonal ~lLport sa e y. 
I got off the airplane and 

took a deep breath of fresh 
Hawaiian air. Along with the 
o ther passengers, I went to 
the immigration checkout. When 
l go t ther-:-? , T was anxious 
a.gain te~:::ause = l-'.2ard that it 

d ' - -' -
~ .. ·J a s l t t l i~ lJl t :: r a person who 
is underage, a ~,,;cn-:::J.n , and alone 
to go th~ough i~rnigration with
out being asked a lot of ques
t ions. Sure enough, I could 
not go through i~~igration. I 
was taken to another room. 

At first, the immigration 
people asked me if I needed an 
interpreter. But I said, 11 NO, 

I don't." Because I could not 
understand English at all, I 
did not understand what they 
were asking me and what my 
answers meant. Then they asked 
me to open my bag. I was so 

A Sad 
and 

Day 

em arrasse ecause a I a 
in my bag were tons of snacks, 
such as potato chips, choco
late, senbei, and so on. Since 
they could not find anything 
suspicious in my bag, they 
asked me t o explain what was 
v:ri t ten down in my notebook, 
word for word. What was writ
ten d own in my n o tebook was my 
record of how much I spent on 
snacks at the airport. Two 
hours later, I was finally re
leased. 

I headed for the place where 
I had made a reservation. At that 
place, I had to share the room. My 
roommate was an American lady. In 
the beginning, we had a hard time 

communlca 1ng Wl eac o er e
cause I did not speak English an 
she did not speak Japan~se. How
ever, by the time I went back to 
Japan, our friendship turned out 
to be great. Although we could not 
communicate \·Ji th each other orally, 
we were able to understand what we 
\·;anted to say . I reali:ed that 
language is not so important to 
make friends. All I needed to be a 

friend was heart. 

In spite of all the dif
ficulties that I went through 
in the beginning, my first 
solitary journey became a great 
memory for me. I will not 
forget things that I experi
enced and the people that I 
met for the rest of my life. 

Mika Kato 

Bitter 

Shirley 
Lim 

Valentine's day is coming, but every time 
Valentine's day comes, it makes me recollect past Valentine's days, especially a particular one, which 
made me feel sad, happy, and surprised all at once. I can not forget these emotional experiences, 
especially the sadness. 

Ten years ago, in 1988, Jie and Ying both loved me at the same time, but I only loved Jie. I 
treated Ying as a common friend. I thought Jie was my first boyfriend. So, I planned to celebrate 
with him on my first Valentine's day. Though I did not need to work, I woke up early that day. I used 
a beautiful wrapper to wrap a special gift which I had bought a few days before. I imagined that Jie 
would like this gift very much. Then, I chose nice clothes to wear. I thought Jie would invite me to go 
someplace to celebrate this special day. When my mother asked me to go shopping with her, I re
fused her. I said, "No, not today." 

About 9:00 In the morning, the phone rang. I Immediately picked it up. 
"Do you have time now? Can you go out with me?" 
It was not Jie's voice. It was Ying's voice. 
I said, "I am sorry, but I already have a date with Jie." Then I hung up the phone. 
After that, the phone rang several times; however, the calls were not for me. I kept looking at 

my watch. I told myself, It is still early ... he will come anyway ... don't worry. But now It was 5:00PM, 

a.. I 



and no call from Jle. I began to feel restless and hopeless. I did not know what I could do. I did not 
want to watch TV, the show was so boring. I randomly pl,cked up a magazine to re~ad, but I could not 
concentrate because I was thinking about Jle: Where Is he? Does he know what daythls Is today? 

I wanted to give him a call to remind him what day this was, but I was always changing my mind. 
I thought: He should know what date it Is today -- If he loves me. I waited for him till midnight, and 
he still did not show up. Here I was, with no gift from h'im, not even a flower! I felt very sad and 
angry. I went to my bedroom, and closed the door and cried. I started to doubt whether he loved 
me. And I began to regret that I did not go out with Ying. I hated Jie. I tried to forget him so I could 
calm down. However, I was so sad and bitter, I could not sleep all night. 

Now, as time has gone by, the sad day Is far away from me. However, I can not forget that 
Valentine's day because It had made me sad and bitter, even though the next day Jle had said, "I'll 
make sure you feel hap " 

IVIy N--E-
When my nephew I let them go home by them- I was confused. "What 

Qiang was five years old, his selves while I ran to my did he say?" 

parents were very busy with friend's house. Two hours "He said you are a good 

their work. They usually got later, I steppedo out of my person, but you have a bad tern

back home late, so every day friend's house. A cold wind per. After you calm down; you 

Qiang was taken to my par- blew on my face. Snow flakes become a good person, again." 

ents' home where I lived. At were dropping silently from I was shocked. I couldn't 

that time, I was out of work the sky. I tied my collar tightly believe my ears. And I couldn't 

and spent a lot of time with and strided into the alley. The help but hug my little nephew 

my boyfriend. So my mom alley was so quiet that I could for a long time. 

asked us to take care of clearly hear my heartbeat. "Aunt, let's go," Qiang 

Qiang. From then on, Qiang Gradually, I felt loneliness whispered to me. 

became our "little tail" who surrounding my whole body. I raised my head. I noticed 

followed us to parties, the I deeply regretted what I had white snow covering his clothes, 

store and the park. done. "I hope they would be and his eyes were shining in the 

Qiang was a timid boy here to accompany me, but dark just like crystals. What a 

and was too shy to talk with they're gone,~ I said to myself. lovely angel! I thought. 

others. I used to be the kind I walked toward the end of the Afterwards, my boyfriend 

of person who didn't have alley. became my husband. Whenever 

enough patience to play with Suddenly, I found two we talk about this incident, he'd 

kids. So I never liked what he dark shadows wandering in always sigh, "The little boy 

did. I would scold him imme- the streets. One was tall, and knew you better than I did." 

diately and never let him have the other one was short. "Oh, "Yes, you know," I'd re-

a chance to explain. Actually, my God! There they are!" I ex- ply, "because he is an angel." 

later I would realize I was claimed to myself. I rushed 

wrong, but I never did apolo- to them. When they saw me, 

gize to him. Anyway, I was an they were so happy that they 

adult. How could I confess my cheered. Qiang's face was full 

faults to a small kid? After of innocence and joy. 

several times of doing that, "Why don't you go 

Qiang became more upset. home? It is so cold here," I 

Fortunately, my boyfriend said to my boyfriend after 

was a tender man. It seemed seeing Qiang's face red as an 

that they were able to get apple. 

along well with each other. "Qiang wasn't willing to 

One winter night on our leave you alone and. insisted 

way back home, I began to on waiting for you. Do you 

argue with my boyfriend for a know what he told me ?" my 

minor reason. I was so angry. boyfriend asked me. 

I 

eli 



THE 

FINAL CUR 
T.AIN 

This is a phrase from the song "My Way" by Frank Sinatra,_ a song that my boyfr~end's 
father used to love to sing along with another song, "It's Time to Cry." Although his warm 
tender love is no longer with us, memories of this loving person will always remain in our 
hearts, golden memories of a father that that nothing can replace. . 

I remember the time he asked me to take a picture of him and my boyfriend along with the 
rest of the family. It was in 1997. They were in front of their first fresh Christmas tree. 
His face was painted with a nice big smile while he sat with his Santa Claus hat in front 
of the camera. After I took a quick shot of them, he thanked me for the simple favor I did 
for him and asked me to sit in front of the tree with my boyfriend so we could have a picture 
together. After everybody smiled in front of the camera, we excitedly exchanged presents, 
opening them all right away. After a while, my boyfriend and I decided to call it a night. 
On our way home, he asked me if I had noticed anything about his dad and I asked him why. 
He mentioned to me that he noticed his dad's face had become thinner compared to the last 
time he saw him. I did not comment about what he said because I was sleepy and paying more 
attention to the road than to what he was asking me. · 

Then one Thursday afternoon, on February 19, 1998, my boyfriend told me the unhappy 
news about his father. He looked depressed, and his eyes were about to tear when he told 
me that his father had developed a liver problem that could be cancerous. I did not freak 
out because I did not think that it was deadly. Instead, I gave my boyfriend a back rub to 
make him feel better. 

"No wonder my dad lost weight," my boyfriend said. "And no wonder he was complaining 
about stomach ~roblems and not having any appetite." 

That day, my boyfriend did not say much. I knew he was bothered about his dad's 
condition. Later he asked me if we could spend the night at his house. 

The next day, I drove my boyfriend and his father to their family doctor in Waipahu. I 
waited patiently inside the car, although I was tired and sleepy. Then my boyfriend took 
me home to dress and dropped me off at work even though he was driving without a license. 
Afterwards, he took his father to St. Francis Hospital on Lilihi Street for a biopsy. 

My boyfriend's father's life was shortened after he had the biopsy, which was done to 
determine the cause of his cancer. A day after the biopsy, he was picked up by an ambulance 



from his house and taken to the emergency room. I was at work when my boyfriend called me 
on the phone, telling me that he was in the emergency room with his father. I was so worried 
and wanted to rush to the hospital and find out what exactly happened to him when I realized 
that I didn't have any transportation to get there. , 

The days became so emotional and depressing- for everyone in the family because of 
father's condition. I cried as if he was my real father because he had always showed me the 
love of a father that I had been longing for, treating me like his own blood. I visited him 
in the hospital more than his daughters did. I even lent him my religious frame that reads, 
ui can do all things through Christ who strengthens me,u so he could always remember that 
he is not alone through times of sadness and pain. 

After two weeks of sacrifices, he finally called his last day which was feared by 
everyone. I was on my way home from school when I received a page from home that said 
''41712124-179-911" (read: ''hurry-up-911"). I had a feeling that something bad was going to 
happen that day so I maxed the speed limit on the freeway, without thinking about getting 
pulled over by a cop. When I arrived at home, my boyfriend told me to drive to the hospital 
because his dad wanted to see him. When we arrived at the hospital, his father was sunken 
in his bed, with a oxygen mask on. His eyes were red and droopy as if he was fighting to 
wake himself up from sleeping pills. He couldn't even recognize the people who were 
standing in front of him. He couldn't even say his words loudly and clearly. Also, his face 
and the palms of hands were pale white. There were no words that could describe how I felt 
about him. All I was doing was praying for him to get well and not to give up. 

At 6:10 on Thursday afternoon, he finally took his last breath and closed his curtain 
to all of us. The room was full with tears and sadness as we watched his lifeless body in 
the hospital bed. We did everything we could to revive him, but it was too late. He was 
already cold and yellow due to the fast bile reaction that had spread throughout his body. 

uwhen somebody leaves you that's the time to cry. H 

I didn't cry until the time I waited at the hospital for him to come back. But he 
didn't. Although his time went by really fast, I still couldn't believe that he was gone 
because I still feel his presence around us. I am not .sad, for I know that he is happy now 
because he is in God's kingdom. Also, his loving memories will always be cherished in my 
heart and will never vanish from my thoughts. 

M< :::Lc::hc > 

I love you Forever ''Grandma'' 
I had an unforgettable elderly woman in my life. This wonder- her heart, and our relationship became closer and closer. She 

ful memory goes back to the time when I was sixteen years old. loved me as if/ were her granddaughter, and I felt as if she were 

She lived by herself in a tiny apartment near my house. She my grandmother. I was very happy to share this wonderful moment 

was a typical Japanese woman who always put on a kimono and with her. 

an ornamental hairpin in her hair. I often saw her walking on the I used to drop by her house immediately aft·er school. She 

street by herself. Whenever she passed by me, she Sf!emed lone- was pleased to listen to what I did at school, about my various 

some because of her facial expression. I felt anxiou.5 about her activities such as going on a school trip, playing school sports and 

because I believed she must be lonely. One day, I heard from neigh- attending the school festival. She was also my good adviser. She 

bors that she was a widow who had no children and relatives. The gave me good suggestions whenever I had trouble with my friends. 

moment I heard about this, I was anxious to see her because I felt However, she never spoke about her background even when I asked 

like doing something for her. Then I realized that all I could do for her. Sometimes, I tried to cook for her, yet many times I was care

her was to talk to her and become a friend. Indeed, I had to be less and burned her pan. She'd say, up ailure is but a stepping 

courageous to do it, and I tried to call out to her in a friendly way stone success. " Then she'd taste my food with a big smile in spite 

whenever I met her on the street. In the beginning,. she did not 

know how to respond to me because of the generation gap. It took 

a little time for us to communicate. However, she gradually opened 
eli. 



of it being very bad. /' d promise myself that I would do better for she had disappeared from her room. I did know where she had 

her. the next time. gone. Nobody knew what had happened to her. Almost every night, 

We often went to the public bath together near our house. I /' d break down and weep. After a long period, a man who worked 

always washed and rinsed her back for her. Then she'd sa,y, " Tam for the Care Center where she lived visited my house to let me 

so happy to live long. It is such a paradise!" After that we used to know of her death. I almost fainted when I heard the unacceptable 

take a bath until we became as red as lobsters. "Let's have a cup news. He also handed to me a piece of paper, which read, "Dear 

of sake after our bath," she said with her sense of humor. Mayumi, Thank you for everything. Your grandma." It was just a 

When winter was over, the warm spring came. I had a lot of short note froln her. I was a speechless and had no en erg)' but to 

plans to go places with her such as going to a flower viewing. gulp down 1ny tears. 

However, it was painful for me to accept that she was getting weaker I believe our relationship will link us eternally because she 

and weaker as she was over 85 years old at that time. Because she was a part of my fa1nily even though I did not know about her past 

was also suffering f rom rheumatism, it was very hard for her to or who took her to the Care Center or why she went. It was enough 

walk and 1nake a living by herself. Finally, I decided to get a part- for 1ne that I had an opportunity to 1neet her in my life because she 

time job after school in order to support her because I was anxious gave me a lot of affection and great memories which I will never 

about her fu ture. Despite opposition from my parents and break- forget. 

ing the school rules, I kept working. Whenever I got my salary, I 

bought some food and clothes for her. It was the greatest moment 

between grandma and granddaughter. 

One day, I dropped by as usual after school and found that 
Mayumi Onoda 

the day i knew mom loved me the day i knew mom loved me the day i knew mom loved me the day i knew mom 
It was a rainy day. My "Don't forget your urn- had hesitated to let me out in 

mom had just returned home brella," my mom reminded me, such bad weather. I really 
.. 

from work. I was at home the but I didn't wait to listen. wished I had stayed home. 
whole day, cleaning up my room We were on our way to a After a long two-hour wait, 
so I knew I could talk mom into mouie, and I was quite eHcited. we saw a cab slowly approach 
letting me go out that night. It continued to rain, howeuer. us. We didn't need to waue; the 
Soon after I had finished clean- The mouie was great and driuer stuck his neck out as he 
inq, mom looked at me and said, was ouer within a couple of slowed down. There was some
"The place looks great. Great hours. We were soon on our body sitting in the back seat. It 
job, Mich." way home. When we got onto looked like a woman. As the car 

"Can I go out tonight the dark highway, it began to got nearer, the wo~an inside 
mom?" I asked hesitantly. rain euen harder. It wasn't a looked more familiar. "It's 

"I know I should let you go. frequented part of town. All of Mom! Mom!" I cried. 
After all, you must haue_ spent a sudden, there was this She opened the door and 
the whole day cleaning. But I strange noise from Julia's car as without euen asking a question 
don't know if I really want you it started to slow down. We gestured with her. hand to get 
to go out in this crazy weather. looked at each other puzzled. in. We remained silent as a feel
It's raining cats and dogs, you The car had brol<en down. I ing of guilt filled our hearts. 
l<now." could see anHiety on Julia's After we reached home, mom 

"Please, please, mom," I face. As she tool< out her cellu- made us hot coffee and call ed 
urged. lar phone, she realized that the Julia's mom to let her l<now t h'at 

"W ell, okay, but don't be batte ry had been de ad fo r a she was ol<ay and was going to 
late. I w ant you back: before wee k:. It became clear that we spend the night with us. I was 
ten." were in great trouble. happy because I would haue a 

"Sure," I replied, rushing 1 t w as going on midnight. friend to share all the blame and 
off to the bathroom to take a Silen ce surrounded us as w e scolding. 
quick shower. I could hear Julia stood in the rain. We were too Surprisingly , my mom didn't 
honking her car w hen I finished. afraid to sit in the car because say a word. After taking us to 
I put on my shoes and rushed t he engine was sm oking. Occa- bed, my mom uttered a few 
outs de. sionally , a car or t wo passed by words of prayer. I t was then 

but was not friendly enough to tha t I realized how much my 
stop and giue us a ride . Soon, I mom loued me. In my mind, I 
began to realize why my mom knew that she was more than 



- t h th t h h-Id w 'Jis .il .is file end OI tne year In 1 ~~0 , Koji sees a lot of Christmas 
JUS appy a er. C I as decorations here and there, during his ride from the Honolulu International Airport to the 
safe and sound. From then on, hotel. 

I d -d d t 1· t t The room in the hotel faces the cobalt blue ocean as Koji had requested. As soon 
e c 1 e 0 15 en ° mY m 0 m · as he gets to the room, he takes out a picture from his pocket and puts it on the small table 

After all, I loue her more than on the lanai. He decorates the picture with a lei of light pink flowers, which he received 
th· 1 - th· ld at the airport. 

any lng e se In IS wor · Koji is a 24-year old man who is tall and skinny. His black hair is short, and he has 

i ch. ene syed miChelle sv ed mi che 11 ~~:~~r t~~~~~~ustache. His sunken eyes seems to be unlike those of a Japanese. but his 

· J. His smile was so friendly that even his neighbors' children liked . him. 
He is in a white polo shirt and beige trousers. · 

. He has worked as a journalist at Kobe Branch, one of the leading newspapers in Japan, since graduating from a university in 
Kyoto two years ago. Facing the picture, he sits at the table and talks to it. . 

"Yuko, we have come to Hawai'i for our honeymoon. Can you see Waikiki beach and the blue ocean? I'll take you sightseeing 
tomorrow, OK? You wanted to see it, didn't you? 

"Look! In the garden, there are beautiful tropical flowers, and there are tall palm,trees trembling in the gentle breezes over there." 
As Yuko seems to nod slightly, she seems to be satisfied. . 
For a while, Koji keeps looking toward the ocean at the far distant horizon. The swells are so quiet. He also watches several 

yachts left to the mercy of the waves. The harmonious colors of white yachts on the deep blue sea and the clouds like floss silk floating 
in the light blue sky are a feast for his eyes. . . 

He is getting sleepy, so he walks in the room to lie down on the bed. He has been busy these two weeks to prepare everythtng for 
this trip_? and he was not able to sleep well last night on the flight. . . . . ' 

Koji is thinking about the meaning of this trip. Lying on his back, he quietly closes hts eyes and thtnks, To take a dec1s1ve step, 

71 s1flyfe J!oneymoon ~y:Jomo 7a£ai 
I joined this tour with Yuko. I have to restart. my life. . . · . . . 

In the slumber, Koji recalls Yuko, who was his fiancee. It was early one spnng morrung, two years ago. It was the first day for him to start JOggtng 
before going to the office. Koji encountered Yuko in a ponytail jogging with her father in the park. 

At a glance, Koji was fascinated by Yuko because she was so charming and beautiful. He hesitated, however, to talk to her because her father seemed 
to be rather stern in appearance. 

Nevertheless, they began greeting each other every morning. When Yuko bowed to him with a smile, Koji was very happy for the rest of the day. 
Koji found out that she was younger than Koji by three years and studying pharmacology. 
In the course of time, Koji and Yuko met and got on very well. In fact, they had planned to get married in November of the same year that the 

disastrous Kobe earthquake occurred. 

In January 1996, the abo~nable ~arthq~ake occurred in Kobe aroll:nd 5:00a.m. Fro~ early in t~e morning, the news on TV ~r 
radio was in a great uproar about tt. The hvely ctty of Kobe was destr~yed tn a flash qy the .etghth magnttude ~artnquake. ~lso, the btg 
frres that resulted from the earthquake burned away almost all of the ctty. It was a temble dtsaster: more than stx thousand ftve hundred 
people were killed. ' 

No one can foretell. one's destiny! On that fatal day, Koji ~~sin l;'oky~ on a two-day.business trip. . . · 
It was not easy for htm to come back to Kobe where he was hvtng wtth hts parents and s1ster. He flew back nnmedtately to Osaka · 

as soon as he could. However, the roads between Osaka and Kobe were cut into pieces here and there. He found that there were no · 
roads untouched by the earthquake. The highways were snapped wherever one went; they were hanging down, or leaning to the right 
or left. 

Koji had to walk for two days and nights without rest. 
The closer he got to Kobe city the more tragic sights he saw everywhere. The high buildings in the commercial areas and many 

houses in the residential area were fiuming and surrounded by heavy dark smoke. There were no buildings standing. 
Many fire fighters tried to rescue tne sufferers but in vain. People were crushed or burned to death. 
When one of the fire fighters saw Koji trying to approach his house, he yelled, "Don't enter! It's very dangerous! You'll be hurt 

or you might die!" 
KoJl couldn't stand. He squatted on the ground. He was completely bewildered. Everything was hopeless. Koji had to give up 

looking for his family, Yuko's family, and his neighbors. 
Koji had lost everything in an instant. He oidn't know what to do. 
KoJi had to wait more tlian three months to have his family:'s funeral. After attending the funeral for Yuko and her family as well 

as funerals for many of his friends and close neighbors, he couldn' t help but think that he was destined to live alone. 
He began to wonder whether being in To!(yo at the time of the earthquake was good fortune for him or not. I would be happier 

if I had die.d with the others, he often thought. He felt from the bottom of fiis heart that he had become an orphan. 
As tlme went by, the sorrow turned into resentment. After finding an apartment, Koji started working again at the same company; however, he 

always felt empty. He began thinking seriously about life. Is life worth living? Koji gradually swelled with anger and sorrow, and he also thought that life 
was futile. Life seemed worthless. People lost their treasures that they had built or had saved for many years. The survivors now had no cars or houses but 
had to pay off the loans left to them~ What's the purpose for saving money? I'll die tomorrow. I'm alone! I've lost everything! I don't need anything! 

Koji was just thinking in circles. Koji was driven to drink, and often he became a raving drunk. One drunk night he got into a fight and landed in the 
hospital. 

In the hospital, Koji dreamed ofYuko. She was sitting on the bench under the big tree. Koji said, "Hi! Yuko! It's me." She didn't smile. ''What's 
wrong with you, Yuko?" She kept silent and just gazed at him with her big eyes. Tears rolled down her cheeks. She held out slowly her arm to Koji, and he 
tried to reach out to her, but she faded away to nothing. He got up in a sweat. 

The next night, Koji dreamed again. This time it was his mother. In the dream, Koji was a little boy standing in a stream catching crawfish. His 
mother was sitting on a small rock in the river. Koji saw a crawfish. He slipped down into the water trying to catch it. He cried for help and held out his hand 
to his mother, but the stream was so fast. His mother also stretched her hand to catch him but in vain. Tears were streaming down his mother's face. 

These dreams made him change. 'Mom and Yuko really worry about me. They must want me to change my present wild life and to regain myself.' 
That's why they appeared to him in his dreams. He decided not to slumber away the best days of his life. 

Koji made plans first to take Yuko to Hawai'i. 'Yuko must be still thinking of our wedding and honeymoon.' As that idea flashed into his mind, he lost 
no time in arranging to take off from his job. · 

Putting Yuko's picture in his pocket, Koji became a passenger of a J AL flight to Hawai' i. The flight took off from the Kansai Airport 
and floated on into the blue sky. Loosening the seat belt, Koji sank in his seat and closed his eyes to think, 'My new life with Yuko was supposed to start after 
our honeymoon. Although I am now alone on this trip, I will start my new life anyway.' Koji gave a soft rap on his pocket to tell Yuko about his decision. 

eli 



Summer Vacation 
In 1992, my h d and I thought about 

where we sho go for our summer vacation. 
We had int ed to take a two-week summer 
vacation etween the end of June and the 
middle o July. This vacation was very impor
tant to u because my husband and I needed 
to take a st. We lived in Tokyo, the capital of 
Japan, wn e it is always busy and noisy. We 
would tra el two hours every da 
in a crowd train. It seemed t t 
just the -long s spent com ut-
ing to work exhaus T ere-
fore, we had accumulated a t of 
stress. We were looking for a ood 
vacation place to relax, enjoy ur
selves, . and feel happy. Fina y, 
we decided to go to Hokkaido. 

Hokkaido is quiet, peaceful and 
spacious in contrast to Tokyo. It ........... ~., 
is the northernmost region of 
pan, and it is the second lar 
island of Japan. In additio , 
is surrounded by the ~~· L--J~~~....:u~~ 
rich in fisheries. Hok IS also 
a large agricultur Island and has 
a variety of )ps. We thought ' t 
would be onderful to stay in 
Hokkaido r three major reasons . 
First, we anted to see the beau-
tiful Ian scape. Second, Hokkaido 
has many kinds of tasty food. Fi-
nally, we anted to go to an out-
door hot ring. 

My husban nd I flew from Tokyo to 
Hakodate, which is a· or city in Hokkaido. 
It took one hour and tw · u tes by air
plane. When we arrived a 
Airport, I felt free because I did 
not need to work or ride the crazy 
subway. I wanted to try many things 
during our stay there. 

On the first day, we went cycling around 
Onuma Lake Park, which is north of 

by Takaka Tonegavva 
famous national were still alive. We also shipped 

one home to Tokyo, so we could eat 
crab again. 

In addition to sightseeing and dining, 
we spent time in a hot spring bath 
at tne hotel because . I love hot 
s rings. Fortunately, most of 

kaido's hotels include hot 
spri Hot springs are a very 
famous cure for the body. The open
air bath is my favorite kind of hot 
spring b cause I can see the beau
tiful m untains, trees, flowers, 
and ocea while taking a bath. It 
felt ver relaxing. I frolicked like 
a chil . 

fter that, my husband and I looked 
aro d several gift shops and saw an old man 

o was selling handmade wooden cups 
and ornaments. He told us that he 
was a descendant of the Ainu, the 
aboriginal people of Hokkaido, who 
lived by hunting and gathering. I 
was interested in him, and his art 
works impressed me . I especially 
liked his wooden models of animals 
native to Hokkido. My husband and 
I bought two tea cups. They were 
good souvenirs. 

Sometimes we need to travel in order to 
rest and have fun. We had a lot of wonderful 
experiences in Hokkaido. Even now, 
I feel so happy when I imagine I am 
staying in Hokkaido. There are beau
tiful mountains , pretty flowers, 
green forests , plenty of fresh sea
food and vegetables and many hot 
springs. Hokkaido is such a n ice 
big comfortable place. I am glad 
that we had the time to relax and 
enjoy ourselves. I w ill never for 
get our sum mer vaca tion in 1992. 

Story of Mr. 
and Mrs. Sun 

I met Mr. and Mrs . Sun at church. They were very nice people. They spent a lot of time telling me their story. M r. and M rs . 
Sun immigrated to the U.S.A. in 1966. Before they came to America, Mr. Sun was an arch itect, ana Mrs. Sun was a highschool 
teacher in China. During the 1960s, they saw d1at people were living in fear. People suspected of having anti-Communist 
thoughts were harassed and sent to remote provinces. People··· .. ·.···w······· ho had relations overseas were often suspected of being spies. 
Alllel:ters from ov~rs~~s were.~hecked by tHe police. Bec~us~ •. ~un had a brother in ~.ong Kong, he ~as at risk to be suspecte<:J. 
Warned about th1s ns1ng pol1t1cal re ress1on, Sun and h1s · made a secret dec1s1on to leave Ch1na. In 1964, Sun ar}d h1s 
wife g_ot permission to v1s1t their bro.. er in Hong Kong. S......... w,mt "I said we had to visi_t my brother because he was senously 
sick. Of course, that was not ~he re.a ." From Rof1: .. 

1
,. o q; they came to n 1ted States. . 

"We had a really hard t1me ng otto N ....... ,. Yo Mrs. Sun ... was a very good arch1tect. But because 
he couldn't speak English, he had to r. d in a laundry factory. They both earned 
only $1 .50 an hour. , 

"I had no idea that I had to wor day, I had to begin to work. What was hard 
for me was to get up so early-5o' .... r11ed to that in China. In Chin~1 !_usually 
slept until 7 o'clock: and we .·· ··...... . .· hat a comfortable lne 1t was. 

"In the U.S.A., it w hard work. The bags were at 
least 100 pounds each. A on ill I be doing this for the rest of 
my life?' 

;~!~if~]~~~~iJe::~r~r~i~~;~~~~tr~ t e ~~~!!~~~~;f~ot~\~ffr~~\iJ:f1'f~lF~f;r;NJJ}tfi~t?~~f~JI~~1 
~e;~ a ~~~f~~i~1~f~;:ki~~ef~~t~~l-koo!eog~sr~u~~~t0~it,;~e~~?;oh~su;f~~~~th~~cl~~~h i iot~~eur;St~~i~~~~e~e~~~~ 
talking about the plans for a commercial building. O ne w 1 er accidental ly sp il led a cup of tea, damagi!lg the plans. The 
customers were very angry. The had to hand in the aesigns tbe next we~k. They couldn't recover t_he d~signs rn a few days. The 
waiter and the boss of tne restaurant w ere scared and warned. They d1dn't know how to deal w1th th1s problem. 

Sun thought he could help them. He to ld the arch itects that he cou ld redo th ree of the five designs before the dead l ine. 



Allot the people stared at him and thought he was JOKing. tiut, torced to try, the architects .brought ~unto their ott1ce and ~ve 
him the three designs which were damaged. The other two designs the .architects would recover bY, themselves. Mr.·-sun 
worked day and night for four days and only slept two hours each cray. Every day, the boss of restaurant aelivered food for Sun. 
The bqss had never before been so ni~e to Mr. Sun. Sun fin~shed his work at ~ix o~ clock in the morning of the 9~adline. He was 
dead t1red and slept on the floor. At e1ght o'clock, the arch1tects went to the1r off1ce and found that Sun had f1n1shed the work. 
They _thought it was amazing. After thal, they hired Sun as an assistant draftsman. Thus, Sun began his career as an architect in 
the U.S.A. 

Mr. And Mrs. Sun came to the U .S.A. to pursue their dream of liberty and prosperity. Through hard work--and luck--they 
became a model success story. · . 

. . 

The Difficulties in Learning a New 
Language 

I was born in Hong Kong. Cantonese is the first language for most of the learners including me know 

people who live there. Since I lived there for almost 17 years, Cantonese that if we want to speak and 

became my irrst language. Besides Cantonese, English is very useful in write correctly, grammar is 

Hong Kong, too. It is because Hong Kong is an international financial the fundamental and crucial 

center; people have to learn English in order to communicate with foreign busi-

nessmen and customers. Sometimes yare learning English, some common diffi- Howev 

culties and mistakes are found. 

some difficulties that many people may and .&....J ...... ~ 

two main problems. First, for me, I found some 

. that it is hard to pronounce "z." U pronounce it as "c." I know that the nasal use in my first 

language. 

the dif-

learn 

voice is lost. This is very common for se speakers. Words like "zoo" and "zero" fact, the two "''"' ...... .u. ....... '"'~··' '"'·., ... '"'"'·L"' ..... .a.o 

are difficult. This happens because in Cafito~ese we do not have any characters that have verbs and nouns. · ·· 

the "z'' sound. Moreover, I often have a hard time to pro- First, wl;l~:tf we speak or write 

nounce words with "r" or "1." :When I want to say "r," I will Cantonese, y~rb~ ·ar~. ~e~.i in present tense 

say "1," or vice versa. For example, when I want to pro- all the time. For example, if I want to say, "I 

nounce "lock," I usually pronounce it as "rock." watched TV last night," in Cantonese I 

Secondly, grammar is another problem. All language would say, "I watch TV last night." We use 

only transition words to show the time. Secondly, I usually have difficulties in subject-verb.agreement. Thirdly, sometimes I forget to use the base form 

of a verb after the modals such as can, could, must and may. Base forms include have, has, is, am, etc. 

During communicating and writing, I have to pay more attention to using a suitable noyn to fit the different situations that I am in. For example, when I am using a plural noun, I usually 

forget to add "s" or "es" after it. It is because there is no difference in using singt,:,. :pltl~~ji_,, . in Cantonese. For example, when we are talking about three 

books, we will use the noun "book" instead of "books:;'
1
Next, usul' ·f ~,~positions is also a problem for me. When showing a specific 

time, I am usually confused when to use "at" or "on." Furthermore, spmetimes I have hard time in using articles. I will make mistakes 

· when I use "a," "an" and "the." Actually, I know ho~ 'to · use t:hem, but: I misunderstand 

that: ''a,, is the same as ''the_,, I of~~n .use ''the'' with a plural or n.on.-
5;'.;-.:: 

count: noun.. For example, when. I ~ant:. to say there is bad news, I 

will say, ''There is the bad news," instead. 

In. fact, most of the difficulties ''ur because people are used t:o 

their first language. The difficulties in pronu .... , ...... u., .... v,. 

In my opinion, in order to learn English, people should 

English. 

cur because of the differences between English and Cantonese. 

OA& ........ , ...... OA& structure and accept the differences between Cantonese and 

eli 
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Perspective 

For 14 years I lived in Oklahoma City. I lived in a three-bedroom house that my dad had designed. It was the only home I had ever known. I lived 
with my mom, my dad, my older brother Gerald and my dog Fudge. We were living large. I had a lot of friends and was looking forward to going to high 
school there. But times were getting tough. Money was tight, and I knew that chances were we were going to have to move. My dad, who was also my 
soccer coach since I was five, could no longer be a coach. He would spend much of 1988 traveling and going on job interviews. As a kid, money was 
never an issue. We weren't rich, but we always had money, enough to have traveled all over the world. I've been fortunate enough to have trav
eled to places such as Ch ina, Japan, Hong Kong, Haiti , Canada and a ll over the United States. We also had enough money to have luxurious cars, 
two Cadillacs, one for my mom and one for my dad. My mom had a 1983 fully loaded two-door Cadillac; it was brown with leather seats and a-sunroof. 
My dad had a 1995 fully loaded four-door Cadillac; it was dark purple with dark leather seats. 

In the late 80s, everything changed. There would be no more big trips. We would have to sell both Cadillacs for one Ford Taurus. We would have 
to watch our money closely now. Although times were tough, my parents would work hard to keep my brother and me in two of the finest private schools 
in Oklahoma. Finally, the news we had been expecting had come. My dad had found not one but two jobs, one in Washington, D.C., and 

the other in Honolulu. When my dad asked us how we felt, we all had our own opinion. My mom said she didn't care. She would 

stand by his side no matter what. My brother was a senior and had already chosen a school in Connecticut. He just wanted to be able 

to finish school in Oklahoma. I know he would have liked us to move to the east coast. As for me, I was praying we would move to 
Hawai'i. 

Then the decision was made that we would be moving to Hawai 'i; my dad would have to leave soon. And in February of 1989, my dad moved to 
Hawai 'i by himself. My brother and I were able to finish the school- year in Oklahoma City. While my brother was preparing for college, I spent the 
summer of '89 doing as much as I could, spending most of my time with my best friend and next door neighbor, Matt Brown; and when I wasn't with 
Matt, I was playing with Fudge. 

My mom left Gerald and me so she could look for a home with my dad in Hawai'i. When she came back, she would tell me the 
most devastating news: The apartment building that they had found did not accept pets. When she informed me of this, I did not want to bear the fact that I 
would have to abandon my dog. I remember crying and telling her if Fudge couldn' t go, then I wouldn't go. I even remember telling Fudge, as if he could 
understand me, not to worry, I would not leave him. After learning Fudge was not going to be coming with us, I didn't want to move anymore. My days in 
Oklahoma were coming to an end, and I realized there was nothing I could do. My parents were moving to Hawai 'i and my brother was going to school in 
Connecticut. I was going to have to say goodbye to Fudge. The night before changing residence to Hawai 'i, I stayed up with Fudge all night and paced 
through the only home I had ever known for the last time. With my bags packed and my room empty, it was time to start my life over as I said aloha to 
Oklahoma and aloha to Hawai 'i. 

On August 10, 1989, I arrived in Honolulu. I was greeted by my dad, the only person I knew on the island. I could already tell things were going to be different. 
Hawai'i was nothing like what I expected. I thought that I would be surfing, scuba diving, jet skiing, and having myself a hula girlfriend. In the eight years 



I've been in Hawai 'i, I've only been surfing 
twice and jet skiing once. I have never gone 
scuba diving, and my girlfriend doesn't know the 
first thing about hula dancing. 

The first thing I noticed was there was a 
wide variety of mixed nationalities. In Oklahoma, 
you were either black or white. Although I am 
black and white, in Oklahoma I considered 
myself to be just black because I looked 
black and that's how people saw me. In 
Hawai 'i, when people ask me what my 
nationalities were and I said, "Black," 
they would always say, "Black and what?" 
In Hawai'i, white people were now the 
minority. Because of all the different cultures, 
it is hard to. find someone that is only one race. It 

was hard for me to tell the· difference between.all 
the nationalities. I couldn't tell whether or not 
someone was Japanese, Filipino, Hawaiian, 
Samoan or whatever. 

I remember my first day of school at 
the Academy of the Pacific. It was a very 
small private school from grades 7-12. It was like 
no school I have ever seen before. I was used to 
having all my classes in one big building. AOP 
was a bunch of small houses that got turned into 
classrooms. I never felt so out of place, kind of 
like a black man at a Ku Klux Klan rally. At AOP 
you had surfers and headbangers. Unfortunately, I 
didn't catch very many waves in Oklahoma, and I 
was never into tight black jeans and combat 
boots. I felt like an outsider. One day I was 
chewing gum, and this kid came up to me 

and said, "I 1i1ce gum." I didn't understand that 
he was really trying to ask me if he could have 
some gum. This was 'some slang that I had never 
heard before. 

It took me a while to get use to the lan
guage difference as well as the difference in 
lifestyle, although, eventually, I did. Hawai 'i 
gave me a whole different outlook on life. When 
I hear of all the problems of racism in the United 
States, I just wish that the racist people out there 
could visit Hawai'i to see how we are able to · 
coexist with so many people with different 
backgrounds. Hawai 'i has shown me how differ
ent cultures live their own ethnicity yet are 
able to get along with others. Hawai'i is· 
the only place I know that doesn't look at 
you for what you are but who you are. 

the sun seemed to have no mercy on the weaklings as it scorched through 
our skin with full ferocity. Water was running low, and we got thirsty 
more and more by the hour, the minute, the second. But we were most 
devastated when the large main engine of the boat began to malfunction 
due to a part that had fallen into the ocean as a result of the storm. So we 
had to travel with only a small engine because the large one had to be 
thrown overboard. It seemed as though we were not moving at all, and at 
times it seemed like we were going backward. Inch by inch, we moved 
like a tortoise trying to cross the Sahara from one endpoint to another. 
Our water supply had reached the last drop, and no land was in sight, 
neither was any sign of a miracle about to take place. Yet, we managed to 
make it through the second day of the voyage. Who knew how much 
longer we could hold on? 

The third clay, picking up from where it left off the day before, 
the merciless sun ate its way to our lungs, absorbing every bit of mois
ture they contained. Water was history, and we tried many tactics to tame 
the ocean water. We added sugar and lemon to the salt water hoping that 
that would make it drinkable, but still it was not in any way close to the 
kind of lemonade I used to drink so much of. We even tried to cook rice 
with the salt water, hoping that the rice would absorb some of the salti
ness from the water, and as a result, the water was still bitterly salty and 
the rice, well, it turned into salt-covered rice. I don't think I need to ex
plain what that tasted like. As the situation got worse and worse, a two-year 
old boy who couldn't take any of the salt water had to drink his own 
brother's urine. At the moment, I thought this would be our final destina
tion, and everything seemed to moved in slow motion as the boat rocked 
quietly like a baby's cradle. · , . , . 

Suddenly, the captain of the boat yelled out, 'Tao kia!, mearung, 
"There's a boat!," as he pointed into the direction ahead. We were ex
cited, but at th.e same time we were afraid to approach for we heard many 
stories of sea pirates who wrecked and robbed from escaping boats like 
ours. They would kill all the men aboard, rape the young and old fe
males, and later throw them into the sea or sometimes they would be kept 
as sex slaves. However, we were left with no choice but to take our 
chances. 

As we drew closer, we realized that it was no boat. Instead, it 
was an oil rig, and much to our wishes,.they rescued us. They showed 
gracious hospitality by giving us food ~d of course water. Unfortu
nately, the two-year-old boy did not make it. They said his lungs were 
dried up. Sadly his body was thrown into the sea, as the mother 
watched helplessly with her eyes drowning in an ocean of tears. The 
following morning, we were shipped to Thailand where the refugee 
camp was located, and there we stayed for the next two years. Life in 
the refugee camp was hardly a struggle, as we were provided with all 
the necessities: food, clothing, and housing. We did not have to work, 
security was tight, and life was as peaceful as it gets. In 1988, we were 
finally approved to come to America. The waiting was over, and our 
goals were finally accomplished. . _ 

Neuer again would I or the other twenty-flue 
members of tbe boat haue a bigger accomplish
ment. For we were tested in euery aspect of life: 
determination, risk-taking, courage, teamwork, and 
certainly death. I ualue life because I do not want 
to waste all that I went through. In _the future, I 
may achieue other goals; I may be r1ch or perh~ps 
famous. Still, it will not be the biggest accomplish
ment of my life because I would_ not b~ where I am 
if 1 had not achieued what I ach1eued 1n 1986. 

d.i 



The place I love to go to when I'm seeking soli
tude is the beach. I choose the beach because I love diving. When 
something is bothering me and I want to be alone and relax, I grab my 
diving gear and_head for the beach. It doesn't matter what beach. The 
main thin_s is that the water is clean. 
When 1 find a spot that is nice and clean, I put on my 
diving gear and jump in. Immediately I'm relaxed as the cold water 
sends a chill down my spine. It literally relieves me from all my 
worries, and. the tension that I have from stress is washed away. 
There's no yelling, screaming, car horns, or sirens. Just peace and 
guiet. 
lt's a whole different world underwater. There are 
beautiful things to see, like all the rare coral that you never get a 
chance to see unless you dive. The different colors of fish-like the 
black and yellow angel fish, red aweoweo, and blue 'uhu-are 
breathtaking. I like to watch the turtles eat the seaweed and swim 
away wfien they notice me getting closer to them. There's so much to 
do in the ocean. To me, it's the biggest playground in the world. 
There are beautiful stingrays that gracefully glide 
through the water like kites in the wind. One evening while I was 
diving, a stingray swam right under me, and I just watched it, but it 
got curious so it turned around and started swimming towards me. I 
just stayed as still as possible because I didn't want to scare it. I 
wanted to see how close it would actually come to me before swim
ming off. It came within five feet, stopped in mid-water for a second 
or two and stared at me. I floated there breathless, amazed at its size. 
It was huge, but elegant and graceful as it swam away. 
There are also big moray eels and many different 
types of sea urchins. You 'really have to be careful of the big wana 
because it will stick you with its spikes if you're not paying attention 
to what you're doing and accidentally bump into one of them. There 
are starfish and sea cucumbers and a lot of other things that are 
beautiful to look at. 
I also dive for food. Some people call it spear-fish 
hunting. Parrot fish, kumu, aweoweo, and kala are my favorite fish to 
eat. The most prized thing to hunt for is lobster, and I love to feast on 
them. There's nothing better, so when I'm diving I'm always keeping 
an eye out for them. 
I found that the best time to dive is at night. Night 
diving is exciting because the ocean is pitch black, and the only thing 
you can see is the little spot that your nightlight shines on. I love it 
because hunting is so much easier at night. All the fish are sleeping. 
All you have to do when you find one is go down and spear it and 
hang on, because after you spear it, it will shake and try to do every
thing it can to get away. 
The ocean will always be a place of solitude and pleasure for 
me. So, if you' ve never been diving before, I strongly encourage you 
to try it, at least once. You may just love it as much as I do. 

My future was before me. I had my life to think about, and I ·needed a change. After 
graduating from college in Manila at the age of twenty three, I found it difficult to make use 
of my college degree in political science. Jobs were very scarce, and the opportunities for high 
paying employment were not very good. I had lost sight of my priorities, which were my 
parents who had paid for my college education and also my responsibility as a mother to my 
daughter, Ava, who was born two years after I graduated. With the job situation the way it 
was, I could not return the favor to my parents, nor be a responsible parent myself. 

The only way to get a high paying job, which was my goal, was to work overseas. I 
began searching for ways to leave the country in pursuit of a job. My diploma didn't provide 
me the training to work as an overseas researcher in the sciences. However, the probability for 
success as a humble domestic worker was more real. I knew this was a gamble because 
domestic workers hired by other foreign countries were known to be exploited and abused, 
and in some cases they just disappeared. Despite the possible danger, I was determined to 
pursue the idea. 

With the· help of my cousin, I found an agency that was looking for applicants who 
were willing to pay for the processing of paperwork and video taping. We had to make a video 
tape so that prospective employers abroad could view possible employees. While I waited for 
the results of the video tape, I collected information that would be needed for my passport. I . 
also had to come up with twenty-five thousand pesos ($850.00), which was about eleven 
months wages, for the immigration processing fee. After three months I received a notice in 
the mail informing me that someone in Singapore had chosen me. 

In November 1984, I left my country with no money in my pocket, no friends and no 
family at my side. There was no turning back. I was leaving my family in the Philippines as 
well as the only culture I knew, headed to Singapore with just a suitcase and my ticket to a 
new life. I was entrusting my future into the hands of strangers in a new environment. 

Before I boarded the airplane, I was notified by the agency that someone would meet 
me upon my arrival. When I arrived at the Singapore airport, it was late in the afternoon. In 
the sweltering heat, people were rushing through the airport in all directions. I was standing 
near the arrival gate like a lost child waiting for someone to claim me. Then, from out of the 
pandemonium, came an old Chinese man with my picture in his hand. After a brief moment of 
recognition, he asked me courteouosly about my luggage and told me he would take me to the · 
family that had hired me. 

I hesitated because I was not sure if this was the right person, but with no option, I 
followed him like an obedient child. We pushed our way though the crowds of people and 
found our way to a taxi. The taxi took us through winding streets choked with double-decker 
buses, motorcycles, bicycles and cars. It was the first time I had encountered a place where 
vehicles drove on the opposite side of the road. I would soon find that this backwards way of 
driving was a sign of things to come, and just the beginning of the challenges of living in a 
different country. 

I was surprised to find that our destination was only a two-story apartment building. 
My assumption was that a family who could afford to hire domestic help must be rich and 
would own a house, but I was wrong. There was a big iron gate at the entrance to the clnveway 
and another at the front door. This security looked more like a kind of confinement, and I was 
beginning to wonder if I had been hired or captured. 

Before I went to bed that evening, they offered me my first meal, which I will never 
forget. The food they gave me was not enough for a cat, but they thought it might be enough 
for me. A spoonfu 1 of rice that was scraped from the bottom of the pot and some leftover 
vegetables was my dinner. The girl that offered me the food had the audacity to ask me if that 
was enough. I stood speechless. This adventure was already becoming a struggle. But I didn 't 
want to jeopardize my purpose for coming to work, so I just shrugged it off. 

I also remember the eldest daughter 

DEATH'S DOOR 
What I will be talking to you about is an e~peri
ence that changed my life; I call this experience "standing 
at death's door." I work for the city and county emergency 
medical services, and you may refer to it as "THE AMBU
LANCE." Each day when I go to work, I do not know 
what to expect because the day could be slow or busy, with 
minor or critical calls, but each day is an emotional day. 

asking me why I had left my country to work as 
a domestic help. My response was, "I want to 
know how people like you tre,.at people li~~ · mt;." 

It didn't take me tbft long tQ ttnO 
we saw the father carrying his four-month old boy out how thts famt y would treat 
in his arms. The baby appeared lifeless. He was me. Wtthtn thre1 months of my 
very pale and not moving. When I checked, he did not have arri Valhth~y ha WOrked. Jlle half 
a heart beat and was not breathing. His jaw was so stiff that . tp de at . 'ffie W 0 le f amtl Y SCrU
it reminded me of opening a raw oyster. His arms and legs tlntzed my every move. Every night 
had also started to stiffen. The father placed the tiny, while they ate dinner, it was my task to wash 

BY PAUL GABRIEL 

As a paramedic, I can remember a particular slow 
day while sitting in our ambulance unit watching television, 
when all of a sudden our pager started to beep, and in a 
loud and attention-getting way, the voice over the pager 
stated, "AIEA, PLEASE RESPOND TO A PEDI
ATRIC CODE 500 CALL [patient has no respiration 
or pulse]," at a certain address. After hearing this, my heart 
started to tieat hard as if it was going to explode through 
my chest. I knew that this was a very serious call, and we 
needed to get to the scene as fast as we could. While 
responding to the call, the sirens were screaming, and our 
lights were flashing, while traffic was getting out of our 
path. I started to think to myself about a lot of different 
kinds of scenarios, so that when I got to the scene, I would 
know exactly what to do and bow to do it. Children are so 
fragile, and any mistake made can make their survival 
impossible. 

When we arrived at the scene, we took all of our 
equipment out of the back of the ambulance and started to 
approach the bouse. As we reached the front door, 

lifeless body into my arms and cried, "HELP MY BABY!'' their cars. After their dinner was finished, I was 
I placed him on the electrocardiogram machine to allowed to eat their table scraps. No rest was 

check if his heart had any electrical activity. The machine allowed until dinner dishes were washed and put 
showed no response from the heart. It appeared as if he had away. 1 was given two days off per month. 
been dead for more than two whole hours. I told his 
parents, who had raised their one and only boy as best as During those days, I still had to make sure their 
they could, that he was not coming back. They responded dishes that night were washed and put away. 
to me: Though they had a washing machine, the mother 
"DO SOMETlllNG FOR OUR BABY, of the household insisted that I wash all their 

· 'AS YOUR F JOB!" clothes by hand. I would begin this task before 
I tried to explain to them that there was nothing I 

could do for their little baby because be had been dead too 
long, and anything I would do for him would not bring him 
back. That was the hardest thing I had to do. 
That moment was very emotional. I felt so alone, as if I 
was the only one on an island, with the whole world 
looking down at me and calling me a weak, hopeless, stupid 
loser with no sense of compassion. But I realized that I had 
done my best, and I treated my patient and his parents with 
the respect and care I would given to my own family. 

I know I will have similar or even worse cases in 
the future, seeing people die and inyself not being able to 
change the outcome. Sooner or later, no matter your sex or 
age, your being fat, skinny, healthy or unhealthy, you will 
always be "standing at death's door," so live each day as if 
it were your last. 

sunrise and finish by noon, and their supersti
tions required that I hang their laundry according 
to family hierarchy. My endurance was being 
challenged physically and mentally. 

As the months went by, their value to me 
as a stepping stone to my future was dwindling, 
and I began making plans to make them part of 
my past, but as I took inventory of my position 
there, I encountered a serious problem. I could 
not leave their country without my passport, 
which was in their possession. After complicated 
diplomacy and reasoning, I found a way to 
convince them to "loan" it to me. My ploy was 
that I had to visit the Philippine Embassy for 
official reasons, which was partly true. Once I 



R Sunny 
A sunny day, with bright blue skies. A cool ight breeze bl 

right through the green grass and the tall but slim tr s. Out in th 
distance, you can see the city, so busy yet peaceful. e ocean, 
see, is so full of life and, where it meets the horizon, s ivid. 

I look to the right and see my best friend Pomai. She · 
singing a tune. We just dug out of school and came up to our sp 
cruise. 

"Pomai, why don't you just shut up already! ! !"I tell 
"You shut up! ! ! Hee-hee-hee!" 
That's all she does-laugh-after I cut her down r after she cuts 

me down. Sometimes I wondered what the hell is wron with her. But 
then I realize that nothing's wrong with her. It's just th t she is full of 
joy. 

"So Pomai, what was the worst thing that hap ned to you?" 
"I think it was when my parents got a divorce nd u~ kids go~ 

split up for a while. But then we got to stay together w_I . my dad. What 
was yours?" 

"I think it was the day you called me on the phon 
if I needed a ride. I told you, 'No,' because I wasn't ready y · .·so.I <· 

caught the bus to school and saw you there. We never said an · g ·bqt 
hello and good bye, and then you gave me the keys to the car so tha 
would stay in school and not cut out. Then you walked across the 
street." 

"During second period I saw the fire engines and the ambulance 
coming into the school So we started joking around and said that we · 
hoped it was a gas leak so we could go home. The bell rang for recess, 
and everyone went to their hangouts. 

"I was walking in the front to go do something and noticed that 
Sin and everyone else was standing in a circle. But I never paid much 
attention. Then Alycia walked up to me and started to talk bubbles. She 
was saying things like, "Sorry girl!" But I thought to myself that she 
hadn't done anything to me. 

'"They tried to revive her but nothing was working,' she said. 
"'What are you talking about?! ' I asked. 
"I looked over at where Sin and everyone else was standing, and 

they just looked back at me with sad faces. Then finally Alycia told me 
that it was you they were talking about. Of course, I didn' t believe her 
and told her, "F- you." But after I looked at her, I could tell she wasn' t 
lying. 

"Alycia told me that you had collapsed and stopped breathing. 
Then they took you away in the ambulance. I wanted to bash Alycia so 
bad. You wouldn't believe. My heart dropped. I felt like I stopped 
breathing-like someone had just ripped out my heart and squeezed as 
hard as he could. I fell to the ground, and everyone ran to me, picked me 

esc a p ~~;~;f,, 
\;>""'"!jfi .. , . .,.;w:mm:." cd.,i'"" 

up and hugged 
"The next · ng I remember I was in the health room, and 

the bell rang. Eyery ne tried to stay but they had to leave. 
"Shauna wal ed in and told me that Mr. Aweau would write 

us passes if we got ermission from our parents. So I called my 
mom and told her e problem. When I saw my mom in the 
principal's office, ran to her and gave her the hugest hug. She got 
my pass, but 01 mom wasn't going to take me to the hospital, but I 
begged he e c nged her mind and dropped me off there. 

'I walked in your hospital room and saw your mom with 
your sisters and broth r. I ran up to Ma and gave her the longest 
hug, and we just cried n each other's shoulder. Sin, Shauna and 
Pohai show~ up at the. ospital. I went outside to meet them, and 
they gave 01ehugs. I tii d to keep track of how you were doing, but 
it \Va~ haro. '[h~n finall your mom walked out of the room where 
your fanll,Iy ~4~ prayi g and told me to come in to pray with them. 

''~~J)}.wall~ in, I looked at you and· saw your stomach, 
, ~~~r :l~ft ~~<~(I h · d, and part of your left leg. To see you lying 
there wim~ :~;;~ffJP , doctors working on you broke my heart. It was 
~o@~thing~:l \""' er believed in my life would happen. Not to me 
an '' . . · ' · t I knew that your spirit wasn't there already. I knew 
that it was just your body. I knew that you had let go and under-
stood exactly where you were going. 

"I guess you can say that I was kind of happy that you went 
on. Now, you didn't have to suffer all of the pain with your asthma 
and your other health conditions. 

"I never wanted the door to close because I knew I would 
never see you again, but it did, and that was the last I saw you. We 
waited awhile and were told that there was nothing more that they 
could do. When I heard that, I thought to myself that I didn't have 
enough tears to cry out, but the tears kept flowing down my face. 

"Next thing I remember is that we were in Tyler's car 
heading back to the school for the assembly. When we got there, 
everyone was sitting on the stairs and waiting for us. We parked the 
car, and I walked out and couldn' t hold myself up anymore. I felt 
so drained and exhausted that I fell to the ground and started 
sobbing like I never had before. Everyone came to help me, and 
then it was over." 

A sunny day, with a bright blue sky. A cool light breeze 
blowing right through the green grass and tall but slim trees. Out in 
the distance, you can see the city, so busy but so peaceful. The 
ocean, you can see, is so full of life and, where it meets the horizon, 
so vivid. 

I look to the right of me and see only the memory of my 
best friend Pomaikailani Hala Marshall. 

ape escape escape 
obtained my passport and finished my embassy 
business, I asked my friend to hide my passport 
for me until I could figure out my next move. 

When I refused to return my passport to 
the family, they were outraged. The family 
wouldn't let me stay and continue working if they 
were not able to hold my passport as collateral, 
and they called the police. I was then taken to jail 
and interrogated. One uncomfortable, unforget
table night in jail with policemen poking fingers 
at my face and yelling at me was enough, so I 
agreed to give up my passport once again if the 

My instinct told me to run for my life. So that's 
what I did. Instead of going to the store, I hailed a 
taxi and headed to my acquaintances' home 
seeking assistance. · 

leave. I know I was good to them and did an 
excellent job. It was their loss, and they knew it. 

The transition away from the Chinese 
family was a tremendous relief for me and gave 
me renewed hope for my future. The moment 
that I found out that I had been hired by an 
American I could see an end to the rigid rules of 
the Chinese family, their superstitions, and the 
subhuman treatment which I lived with for nearly 
eight months. My relief changed to excitement as 
the time for me to leave the Chinese family drew 
near. As employers, Americans had the reputa
tion of being compassionate and understanding, 
a_nd I was grateful and thrilled to have the oppor
tunity to make the change. · 

police would release me. · 
The youngest son was the one that arrived 

to escort me out of jail. While we were on our 
way, I asked the young man if I could buy some 
food at the market before we got to the apartment 
building because I had not eaten for at least 
twenty-four hours. He refused. He indicated that 
there was food at the house, but I declined be
cause I didn't want scraps. I started to walk 
towards the direction of the market. The young 
man told me that if I kept going he would call the 
police and tell them that I was running away with 
a bag of cash that I stole from his parents' bed
room. The accusation was ridiculous because I 
had bee)) in jail overnight. Somehow I knew that 
in this country, the concepts of logic, common 
sense, and justice were not meant for foreigners . 

In that country, no matter where you hide 
the police will find you. They have a network of 
communication that is difficult to understand but 
effective. There was no way I could go some
where without being found. After three days in 
hiding, I surrendered to the employment agency 
where the Chinese family came to get me. Before 
going with them, negotiations regarding my 
working conditions were discussed. We came up 
with a solution, and I went back to their home 
with the agreement that if it didn't work out, they 
would let me find a new employer. 

As the months dragged by and the laun
dry piled higher and the food rations got smaller, 
I knew that this family was not going to change 
regardless of the agreements for improved living 
conditions that we had negotiated about. 

In April 1985, the agency said I was hired 
by an American lady who was looking for a 
nanny. The shift from one employer to the next 
would take about a month to process. Among the 
twenty-two persons that applied, I was the one 
that got the job. The lady was impressed with my 
ability to communicate clearly and also with my 
vivacity. The Chinese family was sorry to see me 

My new American employer was a lady 
with two young daughters. I was told that they 
were going to go on a vacation to Honolulu and 
they needed my assistance on their trip. This was 
the lucky break. I would soon be heading for the 
·land of opportunity, the United States of America. 
Silently, I thanked God for taking care of me. On 
May 30, 1985, I bid aloha to Singapore. 

di 



One Stressful Thing After Another 

It was July 15, and it was going to be another 
busy day. First, I had summer school at Mckinley 
High School from 8-12 noon. The classroom was hot 
and muggy, and I had to sit through four hours of 
geometry. I kept thinking to myself, "When is this 
class oin to end?" For some reason, that da 's class 

as 'extra hot and ~extra bori.rig;? The class Jinl;)lly 
nded~ :and I was Very tireq': ;jJt)wever, theqay wa.S not 
ver yet. I was scheduled to work from 1-5 p.in. 

~~~tc.is 
mam copy company, receives 
frorri architectural firms prints that it either improves 
or duplicates. It also · 

My job was to m 
machine, and sometimes 
deliveries. Imagine 
making copies on the 
been so bad if I only 
maybe even twice a 
thousands of copies. 1beretor~~: 
forward to working that 

After my math 
to eat lunch. I usually 
that I could get to work in 
located near the airport, 
my house. I finished 
wallet, then left. As I was 
myself, Hmm, what will I be doing at work today?, 
although it was obvious that I would be making copies. 

It was a hot day, and the sun kept 
beating down on l!lY car. As I got closer to the airport, 
I started to get more and more tired. My eyes felt as if 
they were being forced shut I reached Lagoon Drive, 
and while I was waiting at the traffic light, I decided to 
close my eyes until the light turned green. 

I felt as if I was sleeping for at least ten 
minutes, so I quickly opened my eyes because I was at 
a traffic light, and I did not want to hold everyone up. 
Luckily the light was still red. Then it turned green, 
and I proceeded on. I was so tired that I continued to 
dose off for a couple seconds at a time on my way 
down Ualena Street. Unfortunately, the 
office was located at the end of the street, which was 
about ten blocks long. All I remember is closing my 
eyes, and when I opened them, I saw a car about five 
feet away. I must have been going 25 mph, so I 
slammed on the brakes as hard as I could, but it was 
too late! 

"Rhhhhhhh!" 
Katushhh! 
I was so stunned and scared, and I didn' t even 

know whose car I had hit as there were many cars in 
the area. I got out of the car to look at the damage that 
I had done. I could not believe what I saw. My hood 
looked like a crushed fortune cookie, and my radiator 
was totally destroyed. A man then came walking from 
a warehouse parking asking if I was okay, and I said, 
"Yes." Then he asked if I saw the damage to his car, 
and I knew that he was the unlucky owner of the one 
that I hit I said, "No," so he walked me over to his car 
and showed me the damage. I was scared to see what I 
had done to his car because my '81 Volvo 
station wagon was built like a tank. 

As I walked towards the man's car, I crossed 
my fingers on both hands, hoping that it was not as bad 
as mine. He stopped and pointed to the right comer of 
a gray pickup truck. I looked at it once, then looked at 
it again. I could not believe my eyes. A small dent, a 
couple of scratches, and a cracked taillight were all the 
damages that I had done. After .seeing the truck I was 
relieved that I hadn't done too much, though I was also 
a little disappointed that my car had lost a battle·to a 
small pickup truck. 

The man said that it was not necessary to call 
the police because there wasn't that much damage to 
his truck. He also told me that he was feeling fine and 
wasn't feeling any pain. However, I was still in total 
shock over the whole thing, and I hadn't been in an 
accident before so I wasn't sure what to do. I told the 
man that I was really sorry about the whole ordeal and 

a..1 

by Brenden Lum .. . the last t ime I let boredom and wearines s control me ... . 

thanked him for not calling the police. He asked me if 
I had insurance, so I told him, "Yes, I do." He also 
asked to see my license so that he could contact me 
with the estimates of the damage. Next, he took a look 
at my car and told me that the damage was not that 
bad. I looked at him and thought to myself: this guy's 
a nut because the whole front of the car was smashed 
in. He told me that he owned an auto body shop, and 
also told me what needed to be done to fix my car. I 
was relieved to hear that the damage was not that bad. 
However, I knew that the money that I had been 
earning all summer would be lost, and that I had been 
working for nothing. 

He gave me his card and told me to be more 
careful on the road; told him that was real sorry one 
last tiin~ i.Pti~gre he left 

OK, but that the car was pretty bad. She told me that 
she didn't ~are about the car as long as I was OK. She 
asked me again if I was all right, and I told her that I 
was fine. I told her, sorry, once more, but she contin
ued to tell me to be careful going home. I never felt so 
relieved in my life as I hung up the phone. 

I continued to work until about 4:00 p.m., 
when my boss told me that I could leave early because 
I had no head lights, and it was going to get dark soon. 
When I got into the car, I started her up to see if she 
would make it home. I checked to see if there were 
any leaks or funny noises. Luckily, there weren ' t any, 

her home. 
As I drove home, the traffic started to build 

I felt as if everyone on the freeway was staring 
ut halfway home, I started to bear a funny 

started to get a little scared, thinking that the · 
blow up any second. I continued on my 

that nothing would happen. 
Finally, I reached home but started to worry 

my parents would react, especially my dad. 
nolt '<.,·.st ·en1:ere:a the driveway slowly, trying to build up 

In g 1 which was expected, and my boss asked if I was 
all right and what I was going to do. I told him that I 
was okay, and that I wasn't sure what I was going to 
do. 

After that, the phone rang. My 
boss answered it and handed the phone to me. It was .. 
my mom! I froze and started sweating from every pore 
of my body. I didn't know what she wanted and 
wondered if she knew about the accident. She asked if 
I was all right and told me that the man that I bad hit 
bad explained what had happened. I told her that I was 

PRECAUTIONS 

How would you feel if something 
important _got stolen from you? 
How woulayou feel if something 
you had worked so hard for got 
taken away? A personal expenence 
that happened ratlier recently was the 
time my truck got broken into and my 
car stereo got stolen. Through this 
experience, I learned that no matter 
how many precautions you take any
thing can happen. 

I just bought a 1989 Mazda pickup truck. I 
spent a lot of money, but still I got a really good deal. 
The truck came with a lot of extras; for example, it had 
an alarm and an entire car stereo system, including a 
detachable face tape deck, an equalizer, a compact disc 
changer, an amplifier, and speakers. It also bad a new 
paint job and custom rims and tires. This truck really 
meant a lot to me. It was my first vehicle, and I had a 
lot of pride in it. 

I went through a thorough cleaning process 
each week, washing and waxing the vehicle. I also 
went out and bought special cleaning products for the 
body and its chrome rims. 

But I did not only care about its 
appearance: I also cared about its 
safety. When I went out, I would always try to fmd 
a well-lit parking area in the open, and I always 
remembered to tum on the alarm. I always checked 
and double-checked to see that the doors were locked. 
And in situations when I bad to park in far off desolate 
areas, I always went out of my way to take periodically 
a walk to check on the vehicle. But no matter how 
many precautions I took, I was not able to prevent a 
break-in. 

My truck was parked at a popular spot, a 
place where I usually left it while dorming at the 
University of Hawai'i at Manoa. I was forced to park 

to face them. I got out of the car, and they 
out to see what I had done and to see if I 
OK. At that point, I was really scared and 

what to expect. I thought for sure that I 
wouldn't be able to drive for at least a year. They took 
one look at the car and said, "Oh, my god!" But that 
was it You don't know how happy I was to get this 
day over with. 

After the accident, I promised myself that I 
would never put myself through this again. I don't 
think it could have been prevented because it was a 
busy day and people get tired. However, now I try to 
be more aware of my surroundings especially when 
I'm tired. Hopefully, ·this will be the last time I 
let boredom and weariness control me. 

by Lekeli Watanabe 

far away from my apartment on Dole Street because I 
did not have a permit to park in the dorm parking lots. 
This made me a little worried because I knew that the 
Dole Street area had many car break-ins. This made 
me even more cautious. Every nigh t at 11 :30, I would 
go and check on the truck. I would make sure that no 
one suspicious was around the area. I wouid also walk 
up to the truck just to make sure that everything was. 
okay. My cautious behavior put me at ease and 
lessened my worries a bit. Little did I know, I would 
wake up one morning to find my truck broken into. 

As I walked to the truck to go to school one 
day, I noticed that the alarm was not turning off. Then 
I noticed many wires hanging from the passenger door. 
First, I wondered why there were wires all over the 
ground. Then I noticed that the passenger door was 
unlocked. Rs I opened the door, I saw that , 
everything was gone. My entire stereo system was 
stolen. I could not believe it. I could not believe that 
this situation was happening to me. I felt that I had 
taken all the precautions to prevent this very thing 
from happening. I felt that I had always been overly 
careful and extremely cautious when it came to the 
welfare of my truck. But I also felt that people would 
have more respect than to resort to stealing another 
person's property. 

Now my paranoia has only increased. 
This theft has caused me to be more cautious than 
before. Soon after the break-in, I installed a new alarm 
and bought special deadbolt locks for both the truck 
doors. This situation has also drastically changed my 
views on others. I feel that I cannot trust anyone, as I 
feel something like this might happen again. When
ever I hear an alarm going off, I auto
matically assume that it is my truck being broken into. 
This incident has shown me that no matter how many 
precautions you take, anything can happen. And 
people should never be given the benefit of the doubt 
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I came to Hawaii approximately two years ago. I chose 

Hawaii as a place to study English because I thought it was a 
safe place. Upon arriving from Japan, I was introduced to a 
family of seven that lived in Kahala. Five of them lived 
together, all were women except for my host father. Two of 
the children, one a female and the other a male, had already 
grown up and moved out. There was also one Japanese girl, 
Yoshiko, who was living there. With the exception of my 
host mother, everybody was of Japanese descent and all of 
the family members were interested in Japanese culture. 
Therefore, I was treated nicely and taken care of by Yoshiko 
and my host family. In addition, I got a room that was 
located in a corner between the bathroom and Yoshiko's 
room on the first floor. The two exposed sides of the room 
each had a sliding glass door. It was big and comfortable for 
me, I did not have any complaints about anything at first. 
However, two months later in June, I had a frightening 
experience. 

During that time I was just getting used to life in 
Hawaii. I didn't have any friends because I couldn't speak 
English, so I usually just stayed home and studied. On the 
contrary, Yoshiko was really active and outgoing. She was 
always busy during the weekends. 

, One Saturday night, Yoshiko went out and I stayed at 
home as usual. I don't remember why I didn't feel sleepy 
that night, even after midnight. I was reading to try to fall 
asleep. Soon after la.m., Yoshiko came home from a party 
and knocked on one of my glass doors. She asked me to let 
her in since the main entrance of the house was on the oppo
site side from where she parked her bicycle. However, I said, 
"No," because the locks were broken and I kept the doors 
secured with wedged boards. I didn't want to have to take 
them out and then have to put them back in each time and 
chance to forget them. She understood what I meant. Soon 
enough, she stopped by my room, and stayed for about 30 
minutes to tell me about the party. When she left for her 
room it was around 1:30 a.m. and I still didn't feel sleepy. I 
decided to turn off all of the electricity anyways, except for 
the CD player, and I went to bed. 

I was moving around on the bed trying to find the 
perfect position. It was about 1 :45 a.m. when the last song 
on the CD finished and silence fell over my room. After the 
CD stopped, I heard something outside clicking and then a 
rubbing noise near my window. When it first started, it 
didn't bother me. The sound continued for a few minutes. I 
felt strange, so I jumped out of my bed without much thought 
and opened the curtain. At that exact moment, a car passed 
near my house, and the lights of the car revealed a human 
silhouette in front of me. I doubted my eyes. At first, I 
thought I was dreaming, but I was still hearing noises really 
close to me. To check out what was going on, I stepped back 
fearfully, and I sat down low with my head almost to the 
floor to look under the curtain. I saw two shoes. I became so 
scared now that I knew that somebody was trying to break 
into my room. I realized that this was not a dream at all. I 
stood up and stepped back as much as possible while holding 
my mouth. 

After few seconds, I came to my senses. I left my 
room and quietly knocked on Yoshiko's door. She opened 
her door and reached to turn on the light. I desperately 
grabbed her hand to stop her. Because my hand was shaking 
so much, she looked at my eyes, which were filled with tears. 
She could see that something unusual must have happened. 
However, she kept perfect composure and let me into her 
room to be safe. After I explained briefly, she locked the 
door and went to the host parents' room to let them know 
what was going on. 

My host father immediately got out a wood saw and 
went to Yoshiko's room. Before entering my room, he 
ordered-us not to make any noise and to stay back behind the 
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door. He stealthily walked to the sliding glass 
door, and suddenly opened the curtain to its 

full width. A man was squatting down and 
-- trying to lift up the board to open the door. He 

seemed to flinch and totter while trying to hide 
his face. Then he turned and started running. My 
host father jumped through the doorway into the 
back yard and screamed, "Freeze!" However, the 
man did not stop, but instead kept running. My 
host father tried to follow him, but the stranger 
ran faster than him and escaped through a small 
gate that most people were unaware of. This all 
happened in less than five minutes. 

Fifteen minutes later, three police officers 
came. Each of them asked me several questions; 
but because I was upset and crying, I couldn't 
answer any of their questions, not even simple 
one's like, "What type of shoes was the guy 
wearing?" The police officers concluded that the 
man knew a girl was staying in my room, and 
that he wanted to rape me. The man may have 
figured out that the room was used by a Japanese 
girl when Yoshiko knocked on my sliding glass 
door, and I answered in Japanese. Because 
Yoshiko had come home late that night from 
Waikiki on her bicycle, the man probably fol
lowed her by bicycle, since nobody had heard 
any noise from an automobile after he escaped. 
After the police officers left, I went to Yoshiko's 
room to try to relax and sleep. 

After this, I was always stressed out when 
night came. I kept my room door open to escape 
if something happened. Also, ever since that 
night, the oldest son of the family, John, who 
lived separately, came to the house more often, 
where before he visited only once week. One day 
he came into my room without knocking and 
said, "Hey, Takak:o, I heard your terrible story 
and I am sorry, but do not worry anymore. I will 
protect you from any perverts because I am a cop. 

I appreciated his kindness. He also 
installed motion sensing lights by the path out
side of my room and then patrolled the area. 
However, because he tried to be too nice to me, 
he became 

a nuisance. For example, because he fre
quently checked the outside area, I sometimes 
caught him watching me through the louvered 
window. But what really shocked me was what ~ 
found in the bathroom. 

It seemed that he often had long stays in 
the bathroom. Whenever he came to the house, 
he would use the bathroom three times a night, 
and each time took more than 10 minutes. One 

day, Yoshiko and I talked about it, and 
because we suspected that he was doing some
thing suspicious in the bathroom, she entered the 
bathroom before and after he used it to check 
how much toilet paper he used. However, there 
was no sign that he used any at all. So, to get 
him to tell us what he did in the bathroom, we 
asked him, "Is it okay if we use the bathroom? 
We both want to take showers." 

He answered naturally, "Oh, I am sorry. I 
have a bad stomach. Go ahead, please." 

We doubted his excuse because what he 
said did not make sense to us. If he had a bad 
stomach, he would have to use toilet paper. 
Another question was how long did he have a bad 
stomach? Everyday or only when he came to this 
house? We did not believe his excuse. We 
decided to check the next day. 

When I got home from school, Yoshiko 
was waiting for me in my room holding wood 
chips. I was surprised because she was there with 
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unfamiliar things, so I asked her, "What are you 
doing in my room with them?" 

She replied, "I am sorry that I entered 
your room wjthout .your permission, but I wanted 
to tell you what I found in the bathroom." 

"In the bathroom?" I said. 
She said with sorrow, "Yes, from the wall 

of the bathroom." 
I ran to the bathroom and checked the 

whole wall. Then I found three, penny-sized 
holes. I could see my entire room through these 
holes. Yoshiko came in, and in a cabinet under 
the sink, we found some condoms and porno 
magazines. When I saw them, I burst into tears 
because I felt like a victim again, and John's 
kindness was a disguise. He had looked into my 
room not only through these holes, but also 
through the louvers in the window. 

That night I asked my host mother to 
come to my room to talk. After I told her the 
story, she did not seem to be shocked, even 
though I explained everything I had found. She 
just listened to me and understood that I had to 
move out, but towards the end of the conversa
tion, she suddenly changed the subject and asked 
me, "Did you see the shoes that the guy was 
wearing when he almost entered you room?" 

"Why?" I said. Her question surprised 
me. 

"Just curious," she smiled a forced smile. 
After silence hung for a while, I said 

slowly, "To tell the truth, I saw black, maybe 
Nike shoes. I am sorry I did not tell you until 
today." 

She sat in silence for a minute, and then 
said in a low tone, "I see. But I do not want you 
to tell anybody about this. OK?" After she said 
those words, she left my room. 

At the end of July, I moved to a new 
apartment and I was sleeping well. After the bad 
experience at the old house, my feelings had 
calmed down. About that time, my host father 
called and told me that his father had died. 
Although I had not talked with his father a lot, I 
decided to attend the funeral. Unfortunately, I 
had to sit next to John at the funeral. While a 
Buddhist priest was reading a part from the sutra, 
I was looking down and waiting for the end of the 
prayer. It was then that I saw that John was 
wearing black Nike shoes. I was surprised and 
lost control. I looked at his face, and he glanced 
at me, too. I suddenly- stood up because of the 

fear that was rushing through me. Then I 
walked quickly out of the funeral hall. 

It all came together. The stranger was 
John. That is why he could escape through the 
small gate so fast. After my realization, I waited 
for my host mother to come out. When she 
showed up, I ran up and caught her to explain 
that John was wearing the shoes that I had seen 
that night. However, the response from my host 
mother was like this: "Takako, I am sorry, but I 
can not help you. Actually, I was pretty sure that 
the guy who tried to enter your room was John. 

But listen, he is a police officer, and I do not 
want him to lose his job and his good reputation. 

He just likes you. Please leave us alone." 
When she said that, some conflicts stirred inside 
me, 

but I did not say anything. I just left and 
decided not to see them again. 

Everybody tends to believe that nothing 
bad will happen to them. Actually, I was also one 
of those people. However, after I was almost 
attacked and then spied upon by a member of my 
host family, I found that crime can be really 
close, not only to me but also to other people. 
After my experience, I became more careful 
about protecting myself from becoming a victim 
and getting hurt. I try to think about it positively. 

To this day, I have not reported John. Even 
though I understand that he may attack someone 
else, I don't want to relive the pain and involve 
myself with this horrible event again. 

6~11Wlfj§'S 
by Jennifer Ayau 

It's about 8:30 in the 
evening. I'm home with my two 
older sisters watching television in 
our rickety old house. we live in the 

little country town of Waimanalo on the windward 

side of Oahu. At this time in the evening, all you 

.can hear around you is the sound of crickets, frogs, 

and the play of beautiful horses in the pasture di-

rectly behind our house. We have this large picture 

window in our living room where you can sit and 

watch the horses all day long. Our house is sur

rounded by giant mango trees that smell so sweet 

you can almost taste them. 

My name is Jennifer. I'm 12 years old and 

go to Waimanalo Intermediate. Pretty short, I'm 

about 5' 1 ". My skin is light, and I have freckles in 

my face and on my shoulders. Although I look like 

what the locals call "a typical haole," I was born 

and raised here. I like playing sports like football 

and volleyball, and will spend as much time as 

;,pos~ible doing so. I am pretty outgoing and love to 

spend time with my sisters helping them to clean 

the horse stalls. (We get paid for picking up poop.) 

My dad (his name is Joe) is outside in his work

shop that he built in the garage. His shop has every 

tool someone my age can imagine. I think his se

lection is larger than the Sears tool department. He 

loves to spend time in his shop rlrinking beer. A 

very smart man, he's able to fix the most complex 

things by just looking at them and figuring out how 

they work. I think my dad is a very handsome man 

if I do say so myself. He is short about 5' 5." He is 

black. One thing that draws attention to my dad's 

face is his really big dimple in his left cheek; when 

he smiles he warms my heart. He loues the 

ocean and spends a lot of time in the 

sun, so his sl<in lool<s weathered lik:e 

old leather, though its soft to the 

touch. Most of the time he wears the same type 

of clothes: faded blue jeans, thin t-shirt, laced-up 

tennis shoes, a thin black windbreaker, and his ever 

famous baseball cap worn low over his eyes. 

Although most of the time my dad is a very kind, 

happy, and funny man, sometimes he gets very with

drawn and has a hard time finding anything posi

tive in his life or the world for that matter. When he 

is feeling this way, he spends a lot of time in his 

little workshop alone. 

A little later in the evening I go to check on dad 



since the rest of us have eaten and he had not come in to eat. It is very quiet outside, except for 

the sound of the crickets, and it's very windy. As I slowly enter into dad's shop, I ask him, '_'Dad 

would you like something to eat for dinner?" 

His response is rather curious. He says, "What's the point!" 

Not understanding a lot of the problems going on in my family at this time I figure he is just 

having a rough day. "What's wrong dad, do you want to talk?" I ask him. I am not prepared for 

what is to come next. 

Slowly turning around on his barstool he is now facing me. I am looking at the most hor-

rible site I have ever seen. I notice his right arm is very bloody and I see a razor in his other 

hand. He asks me in a strangely calm voice, "Give me one good reason why I shouldn't do 

this?" 

Not knowing what to do, I stand there for a few minutes while he rambles on words that are 

incoherent to me. The fear and thoughts that are racing through my head paralyze me for what 

seem like an eternity. As I begin to realize that my father intends to kill himself and leave me, 

I begin to get angry. My only response to him is, "Dad you are looking at one good reason. If 

I am not a good enough reason for you then you should try that again, but this time cut a little 

bit deeper." 

I do not know what to do. Still feeling angry and scared, the only sense I can make of all of 

this is if he is really this unhappy and really wants to die he is not going to want anyone to stop 

him. If he doesn't mean it, I would see him in the morning. So then I turn, walking quickly 

away into the house not looking back. I say not a word to either of my sisters. I just walk 

straight to my room and cry myself to sleep. 

Early the next morning I get up to check on dad in his bedroom. There he is sleeping 

like a baby. It is probably the beer that made him sleep so well. I go about my normal routine 

still not saying anything. When,my dad finally gets out of bed, I am afraid to face him. First of 

all, I am very hurt. Secondly, I am afraid he will remember how cold I was to him. I don't want 

him to think that I did not care about him. Neither of us say a word about the incident to each 

other. 

Years later I finally tell my family about that night. My mother 

tells me that when she talked to my dad he had no memory of this 
event but that· he is uery sorry. Duer the years I haue also learned 

about manic depression. I did not understand what this disease could 

do to a person or make them capable of. Later my mother found out 

that one of the medications the doctor had him on promotes suicidal 

tendencies. She got him off that medication as soon as she heard. 

It has been 12 years since that day and my feelings have certainly changed. The anger, hurt, 

and frustration that I felt at that time I now realize was wrong. I took it personally instead of 

trying to understand his condition. And the shock that I felt when I realized I could be so cold 

to someone I loved made me realize how childishly I had reacted. Despite this terrible thing 

that had happened I still feel my father is the most incredible man I have ever known in all my 

life. 

by Alicia Bolosan 

Calling All 
Skirts ... . (Q)lf[F ~ ~ 

l ights were dim, and as the quietness hushed 

over the crowd, we eagerly awaited our cue. It was a 
Friday night, and the show was on a roll. We were 
about halfway through the show, and I was going on 
next. It was the modem hula part of the show, and we 
were about to dance, sing, and play the ukulele to the 
song, "Ukulele Lady." As the girls played the ukulele 
to this song, we danced to the music and sang our hearts 
out. We've been doing it for years so it looked as if it 
came natural to us. 

After the number was over, we rushed off the 

. stage so that the master of ceremony could come back 
on and introduce the next number. Everything was 
going like clockwork. Everyone was gettting ready just 
as we should have, and all the girls were all set for the 
next number. 

The next number was the "Hukilau," at which 

time members of the audience were asked to dance the 
hula with the girls. The dancers chose people from the 
audience, brought them onto the stage and taught them 
all the moves that they would need to know for the 
dance. When the music started, the volunteers were 
ready to dance, and they went through the number and 
danced as best as they could. They were having fun, 
and so was the laughing audience. After the number 
was over, th~ girls hugged the volunteers and escorted 
them off the stage. 

We slowly approached the ending of the show 
and started to go into the dances of the aparima. We all 
got ready, and as the drums started, we walked off into 
the aisles that led each of us to the stage. My stage for 
that night was the satellite stage. That was a mini stage 
that was set to the side of the main stage that would 
allow those in the back to see better. 

As I headed out to my stage, I got myself all 
psyched up to dance the best that I could. I told myself, 
"I am ready." I'd been doing this show for years, but 
every night seemed different. Standing on the stage, I 
started dancing to the beat of the drums, shaking my 
hips away, with a big smile on my face. It felt 
so good to be out there, doing 
what I love the · most. Dancing 
came as natural to me as breath
ing. 

When the dance ended, I nodded to one of the guests. I guess it was. just that kind 
of flirty look that said, "Don't you go anywhere. I'll be right back." I rushed off the back to the dressing room to get. readt 
for the next dance. 

In the dressing room, the air was hot. There were girls back there just waiting for their tum to dance. I started talking to one of my friends. We were talking 

about what we were gonna do after the show. One of my girlfriends asked, "Did you want to go to the movies after the show's over? I know that the movie you wanted 
to see is showing." 

goon. 

"I'll have to ask my mom frrst, but I'm sure that it'll be all right," I said. 
Then my mom came by. "Baby, you're on next!! What are you doing?" 
At that moment, I knew that I had only half of a song to get ready. But I figured, "Hey! I can do it!" So I got ready and before I knew it, it was time for me to 

I went out to the satellite stage again. All I could see was the tops of the many heads sitting in front of my stage. I could see their shell and floral leis that were 
given to them at the beginning of the show. The smell of kalua pig and pineapple were in the air. The sound of the beating drums were right behind me, and the drum
mers were drumming their tiearts away. As the drumming got more intense, I felt as if they were calling me, calling me to dance. So I got up on the stage and _started to 
dance. I took a quick look at the guy that I had given that nod to and he was still there, looking at me. I felt like a champ, as if all eyes were on me. 

Then I noticed that something felt wrong. What could it be? Was it my bikini top? Was it my headpiece? What was it? Oh my God, it was my skirt!! It 
wasn't on right. In my head I was yelling, I can't believe it! · 

I couldn't believe it!! Of all the nights, I even gave that guy a nod!! What was I thinking?! 
As I began to feel the humiliation, I could taste the sweat running down my face. So I lessened the moving of the hips, concentrating on ttying to keep my skirt 

on as long as I could. And I kept saying to myself, "Oh my God!! I don't even have on my green panty like I'm supposed to, and now the audience is gonna see my 
purple panty!" 

Slowly but surely, I could feel the skirt slipping and slipping. Then it happened. It had fallen!! I was embarrassed and shocked at the same time. 
I picked up my skirt from around my ankles and walked off the stage. In the dressing room, my mom asked, "What happened?" 
"My slcirt fell off," I told her in a whiny uoice. 



My mom 
"I forgot 

started laughing. Auntie Carol, a hula mom, asked, "Why didn't you wea~ your green panty?" 
it at home," I told her. "I can't believe it! I thought I put my sktrt on good but I 

guess not." 
"What panty do you have on anyway?" my mom asked. 
"My purple Minnie Mouse one," I said. 
Though they were laughing, I wasn't. 
Our last number was the farewell song. 

"What happened to you?" 

was humiliated. 
In between verses, one of the girls of the halau asked, 

"Didn't you see?" 1 asked. "I thought that everyone saw. My skirt fell off." 
Giggling, she said, "Don't worry, my skirt once fell off too. You'll get over it." 
And that 1 did. Now 1 look back and laugh. But you better believe I learned my lesson: Always 

wear your green 

A MEETing With 
It started out as a normal day. wen ... besides the fact that 

it was a school day, and we were staying home from school, everything else 

was nonnal. Some how my sister and I convinced my mom that it would be 
perfectly fine to miss school; since the HGEA strike was going on. Then I 
managed to persuade her to let a few of my friends stay over. My mom said 
that they could come over on the condition that we finish painting the patio. I 
was so ecstatic, I would have one whole day of no school. By the end of the 
day my only wish was that I had gone to school. 

After leaving tons of instructions my mom finally left for work. When 
she was gone, my friends arrived. At first we just lounged around, channel 
surfing. Then everything on television got boring, we then became bored. 
Then Joanne noticed the object that sat on the top of my television. The object 
that would start all the trouble. It was an eight ball. An eight ball is a ball that 
you ask questions with yes or no answers. Well, that amused us for a while. 
Then Jackie had an idea for once. She suggested that we make a ouija board 
to get answers to more in depth questions. Upon hearing that my sister and I 

became really hesitant All our lives we were told about the ghosts and spooks 
that lurked in and around our house. The thought of playing with a ouija 
board just made us shutter. Everyone else seemed ~o excited and they went 
right into creating the damn board. Before my sister and I knew it everyone 
was in my room. Joanne and Araceli were moving a quarter around the board, 
while Jackie and Maryland watched. Then they began asking the board 
questions. Then they indicated that the quarter was moving on its own, but I 
really did not believe them. At first they asked nonnal questions, things like, 
"Can we contact a spirit?," "Is anyone there?," "To whom are we talking?" 
When the latter question was asked, things began getting weird. The board 
replied to the question by saying that we were talking to the spirit of Jackie. 
We all freaked. How could we be talking to Jackie. She was right there with 

·us in the room. The board insisted that we were talking to Jackieis spirit. 
Then the board started saying things like we are going to cause people to die. 
and that we were going to die. Everything seemed so eerie. That's when I had 

enough. I moved away and turned on the television in my room. I think 
Maryland had the same idea as I did because not long after I moved, I saw her 
sitting next to me, telling me what soap opera to watch. I guess we both 

wanted to take our minds off the horror that was taking place. As for my 
sister, Joanne, Jackie, and Araceli, they seemed to be engulfed in the board. It 
seemed as if nothing could take them away from that board. I got the feeling 
that they were all scared, but the excitement of the board actually replying to 
their questions kept them going. As I sat on my bed I forced myself to be 
involved with the soap opera, but one ear kept picking up pieces of the others 
conversation. The threats began to get harsher, and things began to get scarier. 
Yet it did not stop the four idiots playing the game. 

Then suddenly we all jumped. The six of us thought we were 
going to catch a heart attack as the phone rang. I let it ring for a while cause I 
was scared that someone or some~ing I did not want to converse with was on 
the other end of the line. Eventually I picked up the phone, and slowly said 
hello. It was just my mom. She called to say that she had gotten off work 
early and would be home soon. That's when I panicked and my mind was 
freed from the horror of the ouija board. I had a new problem to face. my 
mother was coming home and we had not even started painting the patio. 
When I hung up the phone I looked at everybody and said, "Sorry guys, time 
to stop playing my mom's coming home. We gotta start painting." 

plea. 
"Yeah guys, come on, put everything away," was Maryland's sorrowful 

Araceli then told the board that they had to leave. The 
spirit was not too happy about it. It said that they could not 
leave, and they would die if the did. At this point Maryland 
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the DARKside 
By NiCOBy Nico1By Nicole 

BuBy Nicole Buendia 
left the room. I simply stared at the board, I could not believe what I was hearing. Then 
we all became startled by a shrieking scream. It was Maryland. I raced into the living 
room to find her shaking and pointing at the television screen in the living room. I looked 
at the television and it was all snowy. Within seconds it turned off, and turned back on 
again. I freaked and so did Maryland. We scrambled to my room and leaped onto my 
bed. In the process Araceli and Joanne were frightened and released the quarter. They did 
not even say igood bye! to the board. Everyone jumped onto my bed and watched the 
board fly into the air and spin. 

We all sat still and let our hearts calm down to its nonnal pace. Then awkwardly 
Jackie bumped her head on my wall. We all began laughing at her. Maryland giggled, 
"You so clumsy Jackie." Moments after, Jackie's head flew back and banged my wall 
with a thud. "Jackie what you doing?" Were the words that left Araceli's mouth. Once 
again Jackieis head snapped back, and banged the wall again. 

"Oh, my God you guys, she is not playing around," cried Maryland. Jackie then 
began crying. Constantly her head kept banging the wall. The remaining five of us 
huddled together on my bed and began praying. It seemed as if Jackie was flying every
where. The dogs began howling loudly. Then instantly she stopped, and everything 
became silent. Jackie then turned around, and her eyes were large and red. Her 
face seemed manly and her voice was deep and low. She started punch
ing the walls, telling us that she was going to kill us. 

So many thoughts were running through my mind. Just at that moment I looked at 
my sister, I could see the fright in her eyes. I knew I had to do something. So I looked at 
her and said, "Alexis, I'm going to pick you up and throw you towards the door. When 
you get there donit stop running until you reach Aunty Lucyfs house.·· 

Okay was my signal to move on with my plan, when I threw her towards the door 
she banged the wall. I thought that she was going to knock out, but she got up and ran. 
The four of us were directly behind her. We raced towards my neighbor's house. When 
we arrived there, Aunty Lucy was already outside wondering what in the world was going 
on. Like Mynah birds we translated our story to her. When we were finished, Aunty Lucy 
began to call Jackie out from the house. As Jackie walked out of the house she 
stood tall and erect. She no longer had that slouched clumsiness. Her long 
shinny black hair no longer swung as she walked. Instead it was stiff and 
straight. Her hair covered one eye, while the other eye peered out at us with 
evilness. She lifted her finger and said, "I want Nichole." 

"Go, Nichole," was Joanne's plea. 
"Are you crazy," was my frightful reply. 
Aunty Lucy began asking her to come towards us. Jackie flat our refused. Aunty Lucy was 

a very religious person, and she told Jackie that she wanted to pray with her. Angrily Jackie 

refused. Finally she slowly walked toward Aunty Lucy. Aunty Lucy touched Jackie and began 

praying over her. Then suddenly Jackie snapped out of the trans. Her first words were ''Where am 

· I? Who are you? What are we doing here?'' We all laughed and changed tl!e subject Seconds 
later may mom came home. Everyone went in the house and began painting. Maryland and I 

stayed back and told me mom what had happened. Immediately she wanted to burn the board. 

After several tries the board would not burn, even after we soaked it in gasoline. After a while we 
fmally got the board to burn. My mom called everyone out of the house and told them 
that she was going to bring everyone home. That idea went well with every
one. 

It's been three years since the incident occurred. I have not hung out 
with Jackie since that day. I have not seen her for the past two years. That 
day and it's memories frighten me until today. I wish every day that I had 
gone to school. Till this day I do not stay home unless I am really sick. 
Since then I have realized that you should not be involved with things that 
you are not familiar with. 



My Brother 
Thomas 

by Diana Chun 
Thomas was the product of my mother's 

first marriage. He had been a part of our 
family when I was an infant, but I had no 
memory of him because his stay with us was 
short-lived. My father held a strong resentment 
toward Thomas that led to unprovoked beatings. 
My mother finally decided to send Thomas back 
to Germany to live with her paret:tts. What I 
didn't know until years later was that my grand
parents had been deemed too old to care for 
Thomas. He spent the years in an orphanage 
with only weekly visits and occasional outings 
with my grandparents. My mother's parents 
passed on when I was eight years old and a 
second attempt was made to have Thomas live 
with us. 

When my parents broke the news to my 
little brother and me, we were both very excited. 
I had visions of someone I could look up to, a 
new friend and confidant. What I hadn't thought 
of was the language barrier we had that was at 
the heart of everyone's initial frustration. Al
though Thomas was only four years older than 
me, he seemed so much older. I didn't expect 
such independence from him. The whole idea of 
independence was foreign to me because I had 
been raised to do what I was told without ques
tion. Thomas' independence became viewed as 
an undermining of my father's authority, and the 
beatings that haunted my mother's memories 
began again. 

I resented Thomas for turning my father 
into a monster with clenched teeth and bulging, 
fury filled eyes. Sure my father was always 
strict, but his Jeckel and Hyde transformation 
when Thomas was around scared everyone else 
stiff. It took a while for me to realize that the 
fault lay in my father. Thomas was just a boy 
forced to struggle daily to learn a new language, 
to adjust to a new home and to accept the con
cept of a family. He was half way around ~e 
world from the only home he ever really knew, and 
it hurt me to know that he longed for the orphanage he 
left behind. 

As time went on, I came to admire Thomas, my 
brother. His English got better, and I came to understand 
more of the German language than I could speak. We 
talked about everything, school, girls he liked, boys I 
liked. We would laugh together, and his was the shoul
der I cried on. But Thomas never needed my shoulder, 
he never cried. He had an inner strength that he used to 
guard his feelings. I guess it was a defense he learned to 
build over the years to protect himself. 

When my father's fists connected 
with Thomas' flesh, each blow sounded like 
gunfue and burned my ears as it echoed throughout the 
house. It was always my father who gave in though, 
unable to break Thomas' spirit. The rest of us hid in our 
room until it was time for bed, to avoid igniting any 
renewed sparks of anger in my father. Thomas, however, 
would emerge from the back room, the red fist prints still 
present on his chest, back and stomach. His eyes were 
clear without the slightest hint of redness. I admired his 
strength. 

While it seemed that my brother 
had adjusted to life at home I had al
most forgotten how cruel kids could be 
at school. My sheltered existence in a 
closely knit elementary school was in
comparable to the goings on of a rough 

On the night before my daughter Maegan's fourth b~thday, I 
was up late decorating her cake. After cleaning the kitchen, I 
sat on the couch,_ put my feet up on the table and rested for a 
few minutes, but in no trme I was asleep. 

At five '0 clock the next morning, I was awaken by the sounds of laugh
ter coming from Maegan's room. Out of curiosity, I went to her room to see what was happen

ing. Standing in the doorway, I saw Maegan facing the wall sleeping, but she was laughing and 

wiggling as if someone was tickling her. When the laughter stopped, I walked over toward her 
bed and lay beside her. Shaking her lightly, I whispered, "What were you laughing at?" 

For a brief moment, she was awaken and replied without hesitation, "Oh, mama," then 

went back to sleep. At that moment a scent of fresh pakalana passed through the room. 
An unfamiliar chill went through my body. I knew my mother-in-law Flo-Ann had come 

to visit Maegan on her birthday. I remained lying on her bed. Memories came rushing back to 

my mind. I began to miss her. 
We used to spend Friday nights together "talking story." She' d tell me stories of her 

childhood, her children and how she met her husband Regino. It gave her joy when she told me 
these stories, stories she would repeat over and over again but always entertaining as the first 

time. 
Flo-Ann was the oldest of eight children. Her family lived in Wai 'anae and later moved to Ka 'imuki. 

Her parents depended on her to help care for her younger brothers and sisters. Caring for them came 
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and tumble middle school located a block from the projects. I had 
no idea of the daily struggles Thomas endured. Talking differently 
and looking different were just small parts of the problem. He was 
trying to fit in the best way he knew how, and before. he even real
ized it he was in way over his head. Thomas had befnended some 
boys in the neighborhood that were bad news. My brother thought 
it might enhance his reputation in school to be known as a bad boy, 
but he became scarred by the misguidance that haunts many teen-
agers. 

One day I came home from school to find my brother running out of the house. He had 
nothing more than the clothes on his back and a change of clothes in his hand. When he saw 
me, he paused, and, putting his hand on my sho\llder he began to say that if he never saw me 
again.... But his voice trailed off, and when I looked into his eyes I saw something I had never 
seen before-the wide, red, desperate eyes of fear. He never finished his sentence but ran 
across the street and down the hill, never stopping to look back. I thought, what could he be 
scared of? Something must really be wrong, and it wasn' t long before I found out how wrong. 

About the time my parents came home from work, the phone rang. His school wanted 
to know why Thomas had been absent that day. My father turned to me and asked if I knew 
where my brother was. I responded truthful by saying no. My father then asked if I had seen 
Thomas that day. As my heart pounded in my chest and a queeziness came over me, I reluc
tantly replied that I saw him going down the hill when I came home. To my relief, my father 
then turned his attention away from me and spoke to my mother. I felt the need to protect the 
moment Thomas and I shared before he left, because to me it was personal. There was also an 
unspoken trust that I had no intention of betraying. 

My brother was caught by police a couple of days later. It was then that his personal 
drama was revealed. In trying to gain acceptance, Thomas had made two grave mistakes. One 
mistake was gambling with members of the local syt:tdicate, and the second mistake was play
ing to the point of owing them $300. Where was a fourteen-year-old boy supposed to get $300? 
He wasn't. So to repay his debt, they picked Thomas up on his way to school, gave him a gun 
and ordered him to rob specific homes. Fearing for his life, he did as he was told. 

When Thomas was arrested, to my surprise it was my father 
who went to see Thomas every day, as my mother distanced herself for some 
reason. My father was the one who looked to every avenue trying to find someone or someway 
to help my brother. Finally a Judge gave my father an option. He could get Thomas out of the 
country within 24 hours or my brother would be tried as an adult for armed robbery. 

A week had passed from the day he ran away to the day we picked Thomas up from the 
Juvenile Detention Hall My mother sat in the car with my younger brother and me while my 
father went inside. Thirty minutes later my father and brother emerged from the facility with 
sullen demeanors. We stopped at a restaurant to have one last meal together. The knot in my 
sto~ach coupled with an umbrella of tension left me with a bitter taste in my mouth that could . 
not be washed away by the food I struggled to eat. While the rest of us tried to make the best of 
what time we had left, my mother seemed very withdrawn. Even after we parked the car and 
made our way to the departure gate my mother remained distant. 

When they announced the flnal boarding call, we took our turns saying goodbye. 
Although my mother hugged Thomas, she remained cold and distant. My younger brother was 
too young to realize the finality of Thomas' departure. When I hugged Thomas, my brother, my 
friend, I didn't want to let go. A flurry of emotions raged in me-anger toward him for being so 
stupid(!), fear of being alone again, and deep sorrow that comes with any great loss. 

Above all that happened that day what stands out most in my menwry is 
that as my father embraced my brother, both began to cry. Thomas walked 
down the ramp brushing tears from his eyes and paused just long enough to give 
a final wave before boarding the plane. 



Good-bye Tutu, 

Hello My Friend 
by Joseph Hutton 

I often visit that old brick house that sits on a sleepy corner 
upAiea Heights Drive. The vegetation in the yard never seems 
quite as full, the walls are more plain, and the main room is a 
lot more empty without my Tutu's hospital bed, which occu
pied a great deal of space for several years. Standing in the 
yard, I can remember the wind blowing through my hair while 
I stared at Pearl Harbor as a kid. Tutu would be minding her 
garden a few yards away. When I stand in the yard now, and 
the wind blows, 1t carries with it more than particles. On days 
like this, I go there to visit my Uncle John. More importantly, 
I go there to visit a memory. 

rattling sound, alerting my uncle that someone has entered 
their domicile. Her hospital bed was at the end of the dining 
room table just before the couches in front of the TV, where 
my uncle was sitting. I started my way down the hall, greet
ing my uncle, introducing Jaie and Wyatt, then focused my 
attention on Tutu. Under the blanket, her body returned to the 
curled fetal position that she first came into the world with. 
Her hair was so thin you could notice the contours of her 
scalp. I drew near her and noticed her eyes fixed on me and 
following me down the hallway. She was 90 years old and in 
the final stage of Alzheimer's . 

conversation with Jaie about life in general, how school was 
going, about girls, and the mention of Tutu never came up. 

Waking up on Monday, trying to look forward to the 
week ahead, I headed down the dark highway, with the sun 
just beginning to crack the horizon, for the airport. By greet
ing the new day, I was greeting Kaua 'i for the first time. I 
was one of the last ones to arrive. By then the news of my 
Tutu had reached my teammates through my coaches. They 
all asked how I was feeling , except for Stacie, who asked by 
just looking at me. From the time we got on the plane to the 
moment we got inside the elevator at the hotel, the concern 
from my teammates was non-stop. At first I tried to down 
play it, but the more they kept asking, the more I wanted to 

The day started out harmlessly enough. We were at 
my friend Alan's house waiting for him to get ready for his 
Junior Prom. Everyone seems to look exceptional at func
tions like that, and Alan was no different We dropped him 
off at his date's house near 4:00 PM. "So what you like do 
now?" Jaie asked his brother and me. 

"Hey Tutu. How are you today?" I asked her slowly, 
not knowing if she could hear me or not. "Do you know who 
I am?" Her mouth opened as if she wanted to speak, but only 
breath came out and I continued to converse with her. I leaned 
over her head while gently CC?mbing her thin silver hair. After 
realizing the futility of asking anymore questions, I kissed 
her gently on her forehead and said good-bye, then I left. 
When the next day came, I awoke to the news that Tutu had 
left us, for good. 

. be alone. I was in a somber mood most of that first day. My 
mind was a large blur. I wasn't focusing on Tutu, the track 
meet, or how beautiful Kaua' i was. I stayed in my room pon
dering nothing, occasionally leaving to have a cigarette in a 
remote stairwell at the far end of the hotel. 

The second night of the meet was cold and dark. 
Very appropriate for what I was going through. The wind carne 
howling through the trees at the north end of the stadium. 
The only bleachers was to the south, so nothing was prevent
ing the winds from slamming into the athletes around the first 
turn. The few trees to the north were covered by the night, 
but I could hear them lashing out with fury at the empty air. For some unknown reason, I was compelled to an

swer him. "Can take me to my Tutu's house fast kind?" 
We took the steep drive up Aiea Heights Drive to 

my Tutu's bouse, which was only one minute away from 
Keaiwa Heiau. I opened the screen door that always makes a 

My first reaction was one of denial. Everyone in my 
faqtily wanted her to pass on because it was painful to see her 
stricken with a terrible disease. When it finally came, I 
couldn't believe it. That night was exceptionally cold. I turned 
to Jaie for a shoulder to lean on. We went to the forest hills of 
Tantalus. My mind was on the twelve pack of Bud Light I 
was about to consume, and not on the track trip to Kaua 'i that 
was scheduled for the next day, or on the shocking news that 
bad reached me in the morning. All I did was have a long 

As I was on the field warming up, I was just in awe 
of the surroundings. Athletes from a dozen different schools 
were in the stands cheering on teammates with pride. Parents 
were watching their sons and daughters competing and acbiev-

By Mary C<>tt>IJs 
naturally. They looked up to her with respect because she was someone they could trust and rely on to always 
be there at happy times and sad times, and through times of struggle. She would recall that the younger ones 
would sometimes consider her like their mother. 

While living in Wai 'anae, the boy next door had a crush on her, but the feeling was not mutual. Flo-Ann 
kept her mind on school; she enjoyed reading. She had no interest in boys. She recalled that her mother was 
worried she would become a nun. But soon his persistence won her heart. Even when her family moved to 
Ka 'imuki, he found a way to see her every day. Although she began dating this boy Regino, she would let her 
brothers and sisters ·come along, though not all at one time. Regino was not close to his family, maybe 
because he was the only boy with four sisters, so he enjoyed the company Flo-Ann's family provided him. In 
time, they looked up to him as they did with Flo-Ann. 

During Flo-Ann's senior year, Regino enlisted in the military. He was stationed on the mainland. The 
distance did not break them apart but brought them closer. By the end of her senior year Regino asked Flo
Ann to marry him, and she accepted. When Regino returned from a break in service, they were married. 

In the coming years their family began to blossom. They had three children-Kimo, Kris, and Kehau
all three years apart. Flo-Ann's children meant everything to her. She use to say, "You can always find 
another husband, but you can never replace your children/ ' That's why she took good care of them, staying 
home until the youngest started kindergarten, then working at the school as a teacher's aide . She also sup
ported their other activities, such as football and baseball. She was always there for them. 

I became a part of this family when I married her oldest son Kimo. I remember her glowing smile on 
our wedding night. She was really happy then. But what really made her happy was my first born, her first 
grandson Aaron, as she wanted a grandchild for a very long time. Aaron was so loved by her. We would visit 
her every weekend so she could have some time with him. Aaron would go everywhere with his papa and 
mama, to the swap meets, shopping centers, and neighbor island. Two years later, I had my second child 
Maegan, a welcome addition to our family. Flo-Ann was in the delivery room with me when Maegan was 
born. Kimo did not make it in time as Maegan came out too fast. Although Flo-Ann was. nervous in the 
operating room, she managed to stay strong and with delight carried her grand daughter. At that point my 
family was perfect: everyone was happy and everything was great. 

Then two months after Maegan was born, Flo-Ann was diagnosed with cancer of the lungs and kidney. 
When she explained her circumstances, I could see the pain Kimo was feeling, like a knife stabbing him in 
the chest. My stomach began to tum; I didn't know what was happening. I couldn't make sense of anything. 
Then she began to tell us that she was going to beat this, for her kids and most of all for ~er grandchildren. 

Flo-Ann began her medical treatment, which included chemotherapy. It was really painful, but she 
always looked strong. The family spent more time together. We even went to Kaua 'i together. After a couple 
of months had gone by, she seemed to be getting better, until she fell down the back stairs at home. Her 
tailbone was damaged. We rushed her to emergency. Apparently, the cancer had spread in her body. The 
family did not want the kids to know. They hoped that she would recover, but she did not. That next year she 
passed away at home. 

That morning, while we were having breakfast, I asked Maegan if she remembered her dream from that 
night. She replied, "Yes, Mama wished me a happy birthday." Kimo and I looked at each other with happy 
grins. 

The rest of the day was a delight. Aunties, uncles and cousins came over to help celebrate Maegan's 
fourth birthday. Everyone at the party was enjoying themselves:- eating, playing games and just talking 
stories. 

It had been two years since my mother-in-law passed away, and now it felt like we were a family we 
used to be. It wasn't exactly the same, but it was close enough. Then the most remarkable thing happened. 
When gathered around the table to sing "Happy Birthday" to Maegan, I began to light the candles on her 
cake. Then Maegan said, "Mommy, onemore, one more for Mama." 

So I added one more candle on her cake, this one for her mama. We sang "Happy Birthday" to Maegan. 
"Blow out the candles, Maegan!," everyone began to shout. Maegan looked around the room, then at her 
cake. She whispered, "Ready, Mama ... go !" Maegan blew out her candles with one remaining, the one for 

her mama. Immediately a breeze blew out the candle. The scent of pakalana passed through 
the room. 

I picked up Maegan with tears gently flowing down my face and asked her if Mama 

was here. She said, "Mama is always here, watching over me." 
a. I 

ing victory, and also building friendships with the other parents 
from around the state. I didn't have parents or family in the stands 
cheering for me. All I had was a few teammates, Tutu, and a pain. 

The gusts continued to pound us relentlessly. I was wor
ried about that, but it was time for my event, and I had to stop 
worrying. I was running the 800 meter dash. Some say it is the 
most difficult run because of the distance and ~be pace. It is neither 
a sprint nor a jog. I dug my cleats into the bard dirt track trying to 
ignore the gusts piercing into my skin. The bang of the gun sounded, 
and all ten of us sprang out like a coil that was compressed from 
the beginning of time. After the first half of the run, I found myself 
right in the pack, which was very surprising. As soon as I turned 
the·Iourtb comer, my legs started to give way, and I was suddenly 
behind everyone. I turned the sixth corner, and my eyes were be
ginning to blacken. I could barely focus. I was looking down at the 
track, and mounds started to appear. They were like hurdles, and 
with every step I made over each mound my knees would buckle; 
I thought I was going to crash to the ground. I was so ashamed to 
fall on my face, but at the same time I felt something strangely fill 
inside me, something that would see me to the finish line. 

Every other runner had finished by then, and I was com
ing to the last straight away. All the bleachers and crowd were on 
the right, and I could faintly hear my team cheering me on. l pushed 
on and finished the race a full minute behind the last runner. My 
body was numb and my extremities were tingling; My teammate 
Chad came to me and helped me off the track and back to the green 
of the football field. My eyes still couldn't focus , and I collapsed 
to the turf. My body was warm, but I could only feel the chill around 
me. Once I began to focus again, I walked back to my team. Every
one told me how courageous that run was and patted me on the 
pack. I did not want to hear any such thing, so I walked to the back 
of the stadium and sat on the frigid sidewalk, alone. I was clutch
ing my knees close to my body and rocking ba:ck and forth in the 
chill when I saw a figure approaching from the right. "That was a 
hell of a race you ran." The voice came from the Waianae track 
coach as she walked by. I didn't think so, but I humbly thanked her 
anyway. 
The end of the meet was near, and soon the teams would start to 
filter out my way to eat the kalua pig and cabbage dinner provided 
by the stadium. I decided to walk back to my team. I sat down and 
just stared at the track. Then a voice of comfort came out and asked 
me, "Are you going to get something to eat Joey?" 

"No. I just want to stay here a little while," I an~wered. 
"Do you want me to stay with you?" 
I nodded my head. The voice of comfort came from the 

same mouth that always had a smile I looked forward to seeing 
every day, from a person who always made me feel that things 
would be all right. Stacie was and still is a good friend. She sat 
next to me, put her hand on my shoulder, and we sat in a satisfying 
silence. 

The meet bad come to an end, and a coach of ours con
vinced Stacie to go and eat. She left but I stayed in the stands. One 
by one the lights went out, and I was there alone in the icy night. 
Chad came and told me we were leaving. The moment I got into 
the van for the long ride to the hotel, sitting in the back corner, all 
my emotions let go and the dam to my eyes opened and I cried like 
I've never cried before. 

We got back to the hotel, and I was still sniffling. I pro
ceeded immediately to the nearby beach to sit on the cool sand, 
listen to the waves roll onto the shores and contemplate the events 
that had just taken place. In that peace, I realized that I had lost 
more than a race. I came to grips with the reality that I lost my 
Tutu. At the same time, I had discovered a very good friend in 
Stacie. I slowly stood, turned to the hotel, and before I took the 
first step back to my room, I turned over my shoulder and said to 
the dark sea, "Good-bye Tutu .... Hello my friend." 



©ne 
[penny 
[])ifference 
by Ruby Costea 
When starting any project in life, 
we should always strive for excellence. We 
should go. for the gold instead of accepting 
average. Personally, I used to think that 
"less than perfect" was good enough for 
me. It never occurred to me to go for the 
best. This easy-going philosophy continued 
until I graduated from college and went to 
work, where I was forced to reexamine my 
value system. 

My first job was as a secretary work
ing for a trading company in Taiwan. My 
boss, Mr. Webster, came from Pennsylvania 
and had lived in Taiwan for over twenty-five 
years. The very first day I went to work, my 
co-workers told rne he was an extremely 
strict, picky, frugal, and miserly soul. My 
heart sank when I heard this. Because of my 
limited working experience, I had accepted 
this job to learn what I could and use it as a 
stepping stone towards getting a better job 
in the future. 

I can still recall my first day on the 
job. The office girl led me to my desk, and 
everyone in the office came over to intro
duce themselves to me. I sat on my new 
chair and tried to figure out what to do 
next. Unexpectedly, the whole office be
came quiet. I looked up and saw a gigantic 
person standing in front of the door, his 
body covering the entire doorway. I noticed 
that he had to duck his head a bit to get 
into the office. Not knowing who he was, I 
decided to ask him if he needed any help in 
order to find out why he was there. 

He walked straight to my desk. With a 
stern face, he gave me his hand and said, "I 
guess you are my new secretary. I am Mr. 
Webster." I hurriedly stood up, shook his 
hand and introduced myself. Standing next 
to him made rne feel very small. Even with 
my high-heels, I only stood up to his elbow. 
It did not take me long to realize that every 
time I talked to him, I had to crane my neck 
to look up at him. He was about six-feet 
seven-inches tall and weighed more than 
three hundred pounds. Even though he wore 
very casual clothes, he made people feel 
somewhat awkward and uncomfortable 
because of his size. 

As the months went by, I discovered 
that dealing with Mr. Websbr was easier 
than I had expected. We got a1ong just fine. 
Indeed, he was a very strict and very . 
detail-oriented person who sometimes drove 
me insane. He demanded a great deal and 
had challenging tasks ready for me almost 
every day. But I learned more from him in a 
coupJe of months than I did in an entire year 
at college. I really enjoyed learning all the 
different jobs in the office, which included 
accounts receivable, accounts payable, 
filing, payroll, and budget reports. 

Something significant happened about 
six months after I started working for Mr. 
Webster. One day he asked rne to make an 
annual budget report for the headquarters. I 
finished it within an hoar and was quite 
pleased with myself for doing it within such 
a short period of time. The budget report 
looked good except that I was over budget 
by one penny. It did not bother me at all, 
since it was not a shortage. I thought for 
sure it would be all right. I left the report on 
Mr. Webster's desk, then waited for the 
office to close so I could go to a movie with 
friends that . night. · 

However, after ten minutes, Mr. 
Webster came into my office and handed 
the report back to me. He told me to look it 
over and correct it. I felt embarrassed yet 
angry. I silently took the report and quickly 

went over all the tigures. My heart was 
pounding. When I thought about all this fuss 
over a penny difference, I could not concen
trate. I asked myself, "Is it worth it?" I 
made myself believe that he was just trying 
to give me a hard time by showing me that 
he was "the Boss." I do not know how long I 
sat there, but I soon realized that the office 
was almost empty. As I looked at that 
"unwanted penny," I decided that if Mr. 
Webster did not like my working there, then 
it was better for me to quit. But first, I had 
to speak out for my own peace of mind. 

I went to his office, gave him the 
report, and said, "Mr. Webster, I have de
cided to quit this job because it is a total 
waste of my time and your money to search 
for that stupid penny. I do not know why it 
is so important to you. After all, you are 
not short a penny but over. a penny. I think 
you should be happy." · 

After about three minutes of silence, 
he looked and smiled at me. He said, "Maybe 
I didn't tell you this, but during the half year 
I have observed you, you have accomplished 
much. You are a quick learner and a very 
sharp thinker. The reason I gave this report 
back to you today is not to find fault with 
you but to try to show how you, as an 
accountant, must learn to be accurate. It 
does not matter if the money is a surplus or 
a shortage. The fact is that the figures do 
not agree. 'Almost perfect' is never good 
enough. We should learn to have zero toler-

ance tor errors when we are dealing with . 
numbers." 

He asked me to pull up a chair ~nd sit 
down. We worked t6gether item by_item, 
calculating page after page. He showed me 
how to identify the possible hidden mis
takes. We worked very diligently and care
fully. Suddenly, I saw where the mistake 
was. Happily, I corrected the error and sat in 
silence, not knowing what to say. Mr. 
Webster quietly gathered his suitcase, gave 
me a friendly smile, and said, "See you 
tomorrow. Have a good night." 

All of a sudden, all those months of un
certainty and wondering went away, and my 
heart lightened. For the first time, I felt great 
about myself. I no longer worried about what 
tomorrow's task would be, for I was willing to 
face any challenge; whatever he would give 
me, I knew I would conquer it. 

Since then, whenever I deal with 
anything, I notice that I am much more 
careful. I do my work as best as I can, taking 
full responsibility for the work that I per
form. I no longer do my work quickly just to 
get it over with. But perhaps the most 
important thing is that I no longer judge 
people by my first impression or by hearsay. 
Instead, I try to look deeper for people's 
motives and problems, and I try to under
stand them. 

Sometimes when I look back, I wonder 
what my life would be like today if I had not 
had this experience with Mr. Webster over a 
one penny difference. 

FISHING TALES BYBRADCRUZ 
We finally got settled under a tarp 

It was a cold, windy Tuesday 
night. It was like standing 
.outside your house during a 
blackout from a hurricane. The 
waves crashed over the rocky 
ledge as the three of us 
climbed down to a fishing spot 
called Bamboo Ridge. 

We finally reached the bottom when 
Kimo sa id ,"Put your tackle in the cor
ner ." Kimo was the only one of us who had 
been down there before. "We're lucky it' s 
Tuesday , only two old t imers down here ," 
sa id Kimo . 

J. D. and I started to make our l ines 
as Kimo tal ked to the old t imers . We f in
isned our lines , but J .D. didn ' t have a 
headlamp so he stayed in the corner where 
some of the old timers had built a pretty 
nifty cement slab . The slab was elevated 
w ith stairs so when the sets of big waves 
came in you wouldn't get swept out. Kimo 
once told us that if you ever fell over 
the ledge, all anybody could do is call 
the Coast Guard . He also told us that the 
water was so deep that the current would 
suck you a quarter mile in one minute . 

Kimo took J .D.'s pole . I grabbed 
mine and followed him to the casting spot. 
Behind me was one of the old timers named 
Dennis. Dennis was carrying a whole tako 
which he and Kimo had speared the day 
before . Dennis said, "Take your time over 
the mossy rock, better safe than sorry." 
He also told us that the night before 
they got two big strikes, but their lines 
ended up breaking. 

We got to the casting spot, and it 
was just like walking down a mineshaft 
with a headlamp. All I could see was about 
ten yards in front of me, and even that 
was blurred by the salty air. We quickly 
casted our poles and hung them right over 
the edge. We stepped back and shone our 
lights towards Dennis who was slidding 
the tako down his line. With our lights, 
we followed the tako down the line till 
it disappeared into the ocean . 

As Dennis was resetting his pole in 
the rocks, a loud distant voice yelled, 
"Freak set!" Kimo and I ran carefully 
over the moss rock and up the cement slab 
like cockroaches · when the lights turn on. 
Dennis, who k·new the spot well, hid be
hind a rock and grabbed on. The wave hit, 
and his headlamp disappeared under the 
rise of the ocean, but when the water 
retreated, the lamp appeared · again. He 
was all r!ght. 

that Dennis set up. By this time we were 
all soaked, very cold, and I was nervous. 
The two old timers, Dennis and Burchim, 
started to tell us fishing stories . With 
each nerve-racking story and with every 
crashing wave, J.D. and I gained more and 
more respect for the ocean. 

I kept looking towards the loud 
and dark ocean, but even with light I 
couldn't see anything . What made me 
even more nervous was listening to 
Burchim and J .D. talking about the 
waves and how Sandy's , wflich was right 
around the corner , was b reaking at 
five feet. As we ta lked story , Kimo 
asked , "Who ye ll ed freak se t anyway? " 

Soon after three G.l. s appeared 
hi king down the trail. Burch im sa id , "Those 
were the guys that yelled ." He also said 
they'd been drinking at the top fo r a · 
while. They f inally made it down. These 
guys were pretty cool and asked us, wh ile 
they made the ir lines, if we had caught 
anything . 

They were pretty loud and had that 
drunken wobble but seemed to know what 
they were doing . U~ing ika for bait, they 
took their lines to the casting spot. 
They got in and out pretty quLckly and 
talked story with us for a while, drink
ing beer the whole time . 

Dennis and one of the guys named 
Bob were talking when both of their reels 
started to scream. "Hanapa'a!" yelled 
Burchim . Dennis ran straight to his pole, 
quickly yanked it, and started to reel it 
in as fast as he could. At the same time 
the three guys wobbled towards Bob's pole 
excited and laughing. 

In a . short while, Dennis 
brought up a 22-pound ulua. To him, 
that wasn't so big, but to J.D. 
and I that was huge. w ·e had never 
seen one before, so we held and 

rlayed with the ulua in the cooler. 
couldn't help but notice that 

Dennis wasn't excited. Soon after 
I · realized that he was concerned 
for the G.l.s. . 

The G.l.s were still fighting 
their fish when Burchim yelle~ 
"Freak set!" The wind, ocean, ana 
everybody else where silent, like 
the calm before a storm. All yQu 
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Of all my years of school
ing, nothing academic truly 
captivated my interest. I did 
not have a hobby or passion that could 
possibly lead to a decent job. I 
dreaded that question that so many of 
my family members, friends, or even 
school teachers would ask: "So what 
are you going to become?" I hated my 
ans·;Ner being simply, ., I don't know." 
Although I knew I had an affinity for 
pets, the idea of becoming a veterinar
ian was simply out of this world to me. 

My lack of interest finally 
caught up with me during my first year 
of college. After that first year, I 
came to realize that my general inter
est in the pursuit of education was 
slowly fading. School no longer re
minded me of opportunity but rather of 
an institution in which its members 
were forced to absorb boring lectures. 
Although I felt like this, I knew the 
source of the problem was within my
self. After the fall of 1996, I made 
an impetuous decision of not continuing 
my education. I felt at war with my
self and needed all the time I could 
get to launch a full-scale assault. 
The uncertainty and indecisiveness that 
I had allowed myself to be plagued by 
would no longer be tolerated. 

Dropping out of school did not 
give me high remarks from my parents or 
friends, but I knew it was something I 
had to do. During the following weeks, 
I searched for inspiration. For the 
first time in my life, I bought and 
subscribed to periodicals. ~. ~ 
coyery, and Scientific Affierican were 
among those. All three magazines 
helped to stir up my interest and curi
osity anywhere from politics to the 
distant galaxies. With all this read
ing, I noticed my attentiveness was 
most especially focused on issues con-

could hear was the dudes laughing, then 
BOOSH! The set of the night swept over 
the ridge like water spilling from a gi
ant cup. We saw two headlamps; the wave 
had dragged them about ten yards. Dennis 
and Burchim rushed down to offer help. 
Dennis yelled, "Bob fell over the ledge, 
call 911.." J.D. called from his cellular 
ptlone, out tits oanery was cteaCJ frotn talk
ing to his girlfriend all night. Dennis 
got the two into the cement area as Burchim 

. poured the ulua out of the cooler. He 
then tied a rope to the cooler and quickly 
ran back to throw it in the water before 
Bob drifted away . 

·Bob was about fifteen yards out and 
really crying. I would be too. Imagine 
all you could see was ten feet of dark 
ledge and some lights shining down at 
you, not to mention the waves tossing you 
back and forth. Bob grabbed on to the 
cooler as Burchim tried to pull him in. 
Nothin was working. Every time we pulled. 
him up five feet, the ocean . would suck 
him back down. The only way to save him 
was through the inside jagged reef. 

Burchim started to pull Bob sidewards 
with the waves. We tried to pull him care
fully so that he wouldn't get cut up. He 
was doing fine when another wave pushed 
him up the jagged reef. Bob made it but 
had some nasty gashes. His friends had 
sobered up by now and helped Burchim take 
Bob up the trail. He needed to get to a 
hospital to sew up his gashes. Burchim 
who was a certified nurse patched Bob up 
before they left. 

Shocked and bewildered, Kimo, J.D. 
and I started to pack up our equipment. 
As we started to head for our poles, Den
nis said,"Cut your lines instead of reel
ing them in. You don't want to stay on 
the ledge too long." We took his advice, 
and as soon as we got back to the cement 
platform another wave cleaned out the 
ridge. 

We learned a valuble lesson of re
spect for the ocean. We also learned to 
always be on our toes. The three G.l.s 
came feeling good but left hurting. Burchim 
finally came back down and said,"You guys 
can have their poles. Those boys just 
quit fishing." 

cerning health and science. The 
thought of working with animals and 
becoming a veterinarian occurred to me, 
but it never stuck with me. It wasn't 
until my trip to California that this 

. elusive idea seemed to become more do'.-.:n 
to earth for me. 

v~hen my parents invited me along 
with my nephe'.N to go on the trip, I 
anticipated pure fun and excitement. 
Almost immediately, I thought about 
Magic Mountain and Disneyland. ~~hat I 
really got from the trip, however, '.Nas 
what I've been searching for, and the 
inspiration that I acquired could not 
have come at such a more desperate time 
of need. 

Shortly after arriving in Califor
nia, we visited sights and attractions, 
but it was the retracing of my parents' 
past experiences that really moved me. 
My father, who attended college there, 
wanted to show me the house and apart
ment where they once lived. So we did, 
but it wasn't until we visited the UC 
Davis Medical Center that I realized 
how much history California represented 
to my parents. For the first time, I 
saw and walked into the hospital where 
I was introduced to the world. Inter
est and genuine curiosity started to 
occupy me. I was beginning to have fun 
with all these nostalgic sights. 

I even got to eat at the same 
Kentucky Fried Chicken that my parents 
used to eat at. To my surprise, or 
disgust, gizzard was part of the menu. 
Although I wasn't really into the sport 
of eat.ing gizzard, it made me envy the 
richness and variety of activities the 
mainland had to offer. I said to my
self, in a nonchalant way, that I had 
to experience for myself living in the 
mainland. 

After eating at that KFC, where 
they once again serve deep fried giz
zards, we visited UC Davis, my father's 

BY CARL DELACRUZ 
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alma mater. As I walked into the cam
pus, I felt this awe. There I was, 
~alking along the same green grass and 
to· . ..:ering trees that my father fre
quently treaded across. I felt this 
pleasure knm..ring that at my age, my 
father was here, and now I was walking 
along his side. 

UC Davis was a stark contrast to 
Kapi'olani Community College-but that 
·,..ras the lure. I wanted to satisfy my 
curiosity about my father's experiences 
and, in a sense, duplicate it. For the 
first time in my life, I had occupied 
myself with some interest into my 
father's past. 

As we started driving away from 
the campus, I imagined myself walking 
into the campus again, only this time 
with a school bag. 

Driving further away, there was a 
moment of silence. Suddenly my mother 
said, "Why don't you become a vet like 
your dad?" I couldn't believe what I 
heard. All I knew was that I liked it. 
Then I heard my father say, "It's not 
too late." 

"Yes! Of course!" I exclaimed 
to my stoic looking self, trying to 
hide the intense pleasure with which I 
welcomed those words. The moment I've 
been waiting for finally came. 

For the first time in my life, I 
felt confident. At the same time, I 
truly felt the urge to make my parents 
proud of me. Although I do not know 
yet whether or not I will succeed in 
turning that possibility into a real
ity, my motivation and source of inspi
ration will always be there. Ever 
since then, everything seemed to come 
into place. I found what I was looking 
for, and I established my goals. Since 
then, I regarded that trip as my most 
memorable, and heartfelt, experience. 

she SHINES n 
by Julia De0-rt 

Hylari gave me a hand made invitation to her class 
mother-daughter tea. It was made of yellow construction 
paper and had a single hand drawn daisy colored on the 
front. I was just as excited as she to be going to our first 
real tea party. 

I arrived at her party early. While I stood by the doors 
at one end of the lunch room waiting for the first graders to 
come, I noticed that the cafeteria was decorated for the 
occasion. The far wall had two tables set up with punch 
and cookies. The rest of the room was organized with 
clusters of chairs with the stage at the front. The entire 
room was decorated with flowers that the girls made, each 
had her name of it. 

Hylari's class was the second to arrive. As they started 
to walk through the back door, I watched for her from the 
front entrance. She had spotted me first, and her face 
instantly lit up. She screamed, "Mommy," as she came 
running to meet me. She had her best spring dress on with 
her white dress shoes. Her silky brown hair was curled 
under and flowing behind her as she bounced across the 
room. She threw herself into my arms with her special 
knock-you-over hug. 

"Mommy, we have to go sit now. Then I'm supposed to 
get you some cookies and punch." This she announced as 
she grabbed my hand to walk over to some chairs. 

Hylari seated me and immediately ran off. She had 
gone to find her best friend. She took her friend's hand and 
dragged her over to meet me. She told her friend to have 
her mother sit as well so they could get us refreshments. 
She sounded so adorable when she 
said refreshments. Such a big girl! 
She could barely stand still as she 
waited for her friend to introduce her 
mom tome. 

Hylari said, "We are suppose to 
get you guys some juice and cookies 
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now, and you're suppose to chat." 
The other mom and I talked about how cute the tea was, 

and how great it was for the girls to have this bonding 
experience. Maggie told me that she was impressed with 
my daughter because of how she handled herself. We had 
practiced many tea parties of our own. However, we were 
always sitting with top priority stuffed animals. Hylari 
always controlled those parties, and I was a guest. But 
today there was an abundance of excitement in her. 

Hylari gave us. our snacks and told me to eat quickly 
because she wanted me to meet other moms. She walked 
me around and introduced me to moms and daughters. It 
was amusing how she wouldn't give me a chance to meet 
someone for more than a minute, before I would be hauled 
off to see the next mom. I was only allowed enough time 
to wave to her teacher. But every time she would introduce 
me she would look up at me with her face beaming and say, 
"This is my mommy." I felt so good inside. And I loved 
the way moms would say that's really sweet. 

After a while we had to go sit again. The girls went up 
on stage for a short performance of songs and awards. · 
Their songs were about mothers. A few girls also got to say 
why they tho~ght their moms were special.. 

Hyli came up to speak at this point. She looked me right 
in my eyes as she spoke. "My mommy is special to me 
because she sings songs to me and rubs my back while I 
fall asleep. And because she always calls me Shortcake." 
I tried hard not to cry. It was beautiful to know how 
something simple I .did affected her like that. 

At the end of the party, 
the girls gave pansies to their 
moms that they had made 
themselves. Hylari gave hers 
to me, and we hugged for a 
long time. 

by Melissa Della 
It still hurts to think of her, but I 

remember the day that I found out that my 
cousin Arlene was dead. It was the most 
painful day of my life. It was January 27, 1997. I 
was asleep in the living room when all of a 
sudden I was awakened by an ominous scream 
coming from my sister Michelle. Her eyes were 
red with tears. She kept screaming. Her words 
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made no sense, then she looked at me and said, 
"She's dead." "She who?" was the thought that 
came to mind, but my sister remained silent 
under her tears. I feared the worst, not knowing 
what was going on, until I heard a soft calming 
voice whispering in my ears. It spoke to me the 
exact words of horror, "A young mother of thre 
was murdered today by her estranged hus
band .... " It was Dan Cook on the five o'clock 
news. He was reporting the death of my cousin. 

The next few days were filled with emo
tional turmoil. My Aunt and. Uncle, along with 
Arlene's younger sister, flew in from the Big 
Island to identify her body. We were told that he 
body was taken to Queen's Medical Hospital 
morgue but later found out that the body was 
moved to the city morgue. The caretakers at the 
city morgue made it clear to us that they were n t 
allowed to let us view the body, unless we were 
part of the HPD. But they felt sorry for us and 
told us we could view her in groups of four. 

The first group went into the building. 
The walls that surrounded them were painted 
with a ghostly white color. Before them stood a 
tall ominous door. The caretakers motioned the 
to walk in, and the door was slammed shut 
behind them. It was quiet. There was an uncom
fortable sound of silence that fell upon the build 
ing. Then all of a sudden, a heart-stabbing 
scream emerged, piercing through the ear. drum 
with suffering. It felt like a thousand thorns wer 
being stabbed into my flesh. I walked into the 
room to see what horror caused everyone to cry 
out in such agony. And there she was. My cousi 
Arlene, covered in white sheets, lying on a table 
of steel. Her eyes were red and swollen shut. He 
skin was badly blemished with bruises. Her fac 
was so deformed that it no longer resembled tha 
of a human being. The building was filled with 
mumbled Filipino words, none that I could 
understand, but I knew they were words of 
incredible sorrow. To my surprise, I too started 
crying those very same words as if I knew what 
they meant. The pain of seeing her covered with 
a pure white sheet, shocked me beyond belief 
that my tongue lashed out in words that only a 
Filipino person could understand. 

We all stood in that little room, four 
generations of young and old, mourning. My 
cousins and I stood in the comer of the room. 
Our hands tightly wrapped around each other. 
Tears streamed down our faces as my Grand
mother and her sisters cried out in agony. They 
cried, "Arlene anakko, awanka ditoy lubong." 
("Arlene, my child, you .are no longer living wi 
us.") The cries got louder and louder. 
My Uncle, Arlene's father, started 
pounding the glass that stood between 
us and his eldest daughter. The care-
takers immediately walked in. They 
were afraid that my Uncle might 

0 break the glass and afraid that my 
Grandmother, in her old age, could 
not handle anymore suffering. We all 
agreed it would be best if we left the 

room. We cried our last farewells, and left the 
building. 

We met a few nights later at my Uncle's 
house to discuss what needed to be done before 
the funeral service. We all sat outside, under the 
stars, planning a day that none of us thought 
would ever come. While the older family mem
bers talked, my sister, cousins, and I played with 
Arlene's three beautiful children. It was hard to 
look them in the ey~s, to pretend that everything 
was all right. But they were smart kids. There 
was no need to pretend. They knew their mother 
was no longer living. They knew that their 
mother would never read them bedtime stories, 
never make cookies with them, never see them 
grow up to be beautiful young adults. They knew 
they had lost their mother forever. But what 
really brought grief to their little hearts was the 
fact that their father was responsible for the pain 
they felt. 

He shot her in the heart in front of the 
youngest children, Shaina and Andy. They saw 
how much of a monster their father was. And I 
wondered what was going on in his head when he 
saw his two-year-old son crying for his mother, 
"Mommy! Mommy!," with his hands tightly 
wrapped around her ankles, as she lay half dead 
on the floor. What was he thinking when Chee
tah, his sister in-law, ran to her side saying, 
"Arlene, Arlene, you cannot go yet! Help com
ing!" What was he thinking when Arlene spoke 
her last words to Cheetah, "It hurts Cheetah, the 
thing sore." It was shocking to know that these 
young children saw the whole cruel act. But 
Samantha, the eldest, was not home when it 
happened. Although she knew who was to blame, 
she could not understand why her young siblings 
were filled with such grief. 

As we sat with them, we talked about 
their mother. Memories of our childhood days 
flashed in our thoughts, as we reminisced about 
the "good old days." The five of us-Arlene, 
Marisa, Lani, Michelle, and I-were very close 
as children. We use to sit around, like we did that 
night, talking about our dreams and our future. I 
remembered us sitting in a circle, face to face, 
talking about our future lives. "So what you guys 

• going be when you grow up?" Marisa would say. 
Arlene would answer first, stuttering with excite
ment, "I don't know, maybe I going marry 

, someone rich. He going make me happy." We 
would laugh and joke around, saying, "If you 
find a rich man, tell us if he get brothers!" Then 
Arlene would say, "Nah, Grandma said you 
should marry someone because you love him, not 
for money." Unfortunately, she fell in love with a 
dangerous man and married him when she was 
only sixteen. By that time, we had already lost 
touch with one another. Everyone went her 
separate way, but we were reunited again by her 
tragic death at twenty-four. 

Samantha sat quietly listening to every 
word we said. Then she broke down and cried, "I 
miss my Mommy! I miss my Mommy!" It 
brought tears to our eyes to see a young child 
grieving in pain. 'We miss her too, Samantha," 
we cried. "Why Daddy went kill my Mommy?" 
she said. We didn't know what to tell her. I had 
no idea why he did it. No one knew why he took 
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their mother away. There was 
o nothing to say but, "I don't know, 

but your Mommy will always be 
with you." 

The day of the funeral 
finally arrived. Together, we 
walked up the stairs to enter the 
hall silentlyt with our heads 
·bowed down. As I reached the 
door, my eyes caught the glimpse 
of her white coffm. I could not 

help but fall to my knees, crying my heart out. 
My cousins too felt my pain and joined me. It 
was too much for anyone to handle. We saw 
before us our cousin, our best friend, our blood, 
lying in a 5'5" box. It was a sight that would 
have brought tears to anyone's eyes. 

As the sun disappeared into the night, I 
got ready to give my speech. I stood in front of 
the podium with my niece Rowena, waiting for 
everyone to settle down. I told myself I wouldn't 
cry, but I could not help it. As my lips began to 
move, tears rushed down my face like a raging 
river. I spoke with passion in my heart, giving the 
speech that I hoped would make her smile up in 
Heaven. These are the words that I spoke: "I 
don't really know what to say about Manang 
Arlene. To be honest, my memories of her go 
back to when we were children growing up 
together, in Kalihi. We were all close then. But as 
the days went by, each of us grew apart. But the 
years we had between us always kept us close. I 
remember Manang Arlene as being the 'Big 
Sister' of the group. Always looking out for those 
around her. I remember the times she made us 
laugh, how we joked around, and how hearing 
her laughter would trigger a giggle or two from 
those around her. But what I remembered the 
most about Manag Arlene, was how she greeted 
her cousins with a 'Hey Cuz.' It was always said 
with a smile. A smile you could never forget. 

"Manang Arlene, wherever you are, I miss 
you. We all miss you. But as long as we have 
those memories, you'll always live in our minds 
and our hearts." 

These were the most emotional words that 
I had ever spoke, words that I hoped I would 
never have to say again. 

Unfortunately, I cannot find the words to 
describe what happened on the day we laid her to 
rest. Her untimely death had left me scarred 
forever. The image of her lying on a table of 
steel, covered under white sheets, is forever 
etched in my memory. I still have not come to 
terms with her passing. I think of her every day 
of my life. Her death has made me realize how 
precious life is, and how we should be careful in 
choosing whom we fall in love with. With that 
thought in mind, I close with a prose-poem that I 
wrote for her, "MEMORIES." 
I remember you in the darkest hours, when 
shadotvs fill my room with sorrow. NoH: alone in . 
the gloom of your memory I stand, with tears 
flowing down as if numbed with pain. I wore the 
colors of ache for you, but no longer. For the 
melancholy blue that I once displayed in my 
heart, betrayed me by blemishing my face with an 
agonizing depression. Silence is what I cry out 
for, but the taunting images of your memory lash 
out to me; screaming. Until all that is left echo
ing in my consciousness are the words that form 
my grief And they whisper to me in such deep 
woe: "It hurts to think of yesterdays. it hurts to 

think of yesterdays." 0 
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Cold beer, 
Warm heart. 
Nancy Fara· 

I was lost, and who ·wouldn't be after just four days in To

kyo, a city without street names or addresses. I couldn't speak Japa
nese and in the area that I was no one could speak English. It was 
winter; I was cold and it was getting dark 'I noticed a tiny restaurant 
that had turned its lights on. It had a replica of a bowl of noodles with 
chopsticks on its roof. This became my point of reference 

No matter which direction I took, I always ended up back at the 
shop and not at my place. "Destiny," I conceded and slid open the 
rickety old wood and cut glass door. The first thing that hit me was a 
waft of pungent incense as I passed by a little alter. "Irashaimase! " 
said a woman behind a fluorescent lit counter and a man in the kitchen 
with a shaved head and rolled bandanna above his ears, bowing as 
they welcomed me ~ 

Their eyes betrayed their anxiety as they realized that I was a for
eigner, a "gaijin," and that I looked distraught. "Irashaimase," I an
swered back, as was my way in those days of trying to be polite, be
fore I knew that it meant "welcome!'' Not only was I a gaijin, but they 
could tell that I couldn't speak Japanese 

I was thirsty and for lack of better language skills, I ordered a beer. 
The middlefiaged lady behind the counter opened and poured it for 
me, in true Japanese fashion. This way I couldn't keep count of my 
drinks as my glass deceivingly remained perpetually full. The cold 
beer started to warm my insides and I could feel my cheeks and toes 
thawing. The beer was working its wonder on my mood 

After a few minutes, a couple of young company men plodded into 
shop. They looked as though they were coming out of a rough day and wanted to make up for it. They quickly ordered a round of beers and 
started pouring them for each other. Soon their eyelids were red from drinking and more beers arrived. 

At this point one of them braved up to the challenge of inviting me. 
"Please, come here." -
"Oh, I can't speak Japanese ... " 
"Yes, okay, no problem, drink beer!" 

_ Reluctantly, with encouragement from the lady , who was getting more beer, I got up from my stool. 
"My name is Nancy," I said as slowly as possible. 
"My name is Toshi and his name is Yoshi," blurted the guy who hadn't spoken yet. I giggled at their names and it broke the ice. 
I knelt down in the standard woman's sitting position ("seiza") and after about forty-five seconds, felt the blood leaving my calves with the 

_ weight of my entire body crushing them! Toshi and Yoshi were quick to put me at ease, by pointing to their own crossed legs. Okay, I thought, 
easing into the men's sitting position, I'll fit in how I can, they don't expect much. 

Orders were yelled to the lady. Finally, I thought, some food! The lady came with a book of songs and a microphone. Karaoke! I was going 
to have to sing for my dinner! I still remember the lyrics to my frrst Japanese song, the "Sukiyaki" song, a 1960's hit by Kyu Sakamoto which they 
taught me that night. 

The noodle shop got busy and everyone was ordering sis indeed a very special place, I thought, because of the people who with such little 
took me in, trusted me, helped me and taught me. I lived in that neighborhood for six months, but I never did find that noodle shop again! 



• my I 
In a desolate port city 

of northern Japan, there used to be a 
big old house with a small barn on the 

side. Every summer and winter for 
about eight years, when I was a young 

child, our family-my parents, my 
brother and 1-visited my grandparents 

there. I don't remember too much 
about my grandmother because she 
died when I was only eight years old. 
On the other hand, I remember my 

grandfather very vividly. He was the 
principal of a local middle school. He 
stood straight. Even when he was 
sitting, he was never slouchy. His 

bea~ded mouth always closed tightly. 
H1s eyes speared people without 

mercy. His stern look reminded me of 
a Japanese samurai warrior from centu
ries ago. As a small child, I could sense 
my mother's fear toward her father-in-
law. I don't remember if I ever talked 
to him personally. I always thought 

that he was not interested in talking to 
me. Actually, I don't recall his talking 
to any of his grandchildren. I was so 
frightened to encounter my grandfa

ther in a hallway. I didn't know what to 

By Ak . 
By .· B em1 

e 
little 

little 
say; I didn't know where to look. 
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pebbles Basically I was not very thrilled to 
visit my grandparents' house; how~ 

ever, I had a favorite place in that old 
house. It was the area outside the 
main entrance. There was a garden 
with a wall made of small rocks that with my little pebbles as my heroes or 

was next to several pine trees. It was heroines. When I finished my imaginary 
not a big garden I was just a small story, I hid my little pebbles in the 

silent area with dirt, a stone wall, and crevices of the stone wall. 
shadows from the trees. I cherished After my grandfather's death, 

the hours I spent there. Nobody could my uncle's family moved into the old 
see me from the outside of the garden h<?use.- . X ears we~t by without my 
or even from inside of the house. This family v1s1t1ng the b1g old house with a 
was where my little secret lay hidden small barn on the side. I grew up to be 

for a long time. an adolescent and forgot to play with 
I was in my imaginary world my little pebbles. And several years 

there. The stone wall was very old. ago, the house burned down, tragically; 
Moss grew between the rocks. There my aunt died in the fire. 

were cave-like str-uctures here and Later, when I saw the barren land 
there. And I had a couple of favorite after the bulldozer flattened and 
pebbles, which I named, though now I cleaned. up the debris during a visit, 

don't remember the names. Every memones of my favorite hideaway 
time I was there, I made up a story came back-the shadows, pine trees, 
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• the. moss, the stone wall, the sound of 

• ~ . c1cada~ on a hot summer day, the 

K 
. . ~1lent falling snow, a child playing with 

0 m I n am I her favorite little pebbles. I closed my 
• • eyes and felt all the joy and sorrow of 

my childhood. 



by Ignacio Fleishour 

I sit quietly sinking i n my s eat, as I listen to you a r gue about civil 
rights . 

"BLACKS THIS, LATINS THAT. YELLOW THIS, WHITES THAT!" 

and color eds rights, you say you r You t alk about women' s l i berati on, 
ri ghts are messed with. 

Yo u say your jobs aren't fair, y ou c omplain 
disrespect . 

that cops treat yo u with 
~- . 

It was mtd-December, and snow had not fallen yet. 
No powder from the stars was falling to cover Nature with 
that white blanket to warm the sleeping seeds planted in fall. •&LACKS THIS. LATINS THAT. YELLOW THIS. WHITE THAT!" 

You talk ill=t the g ~_]) 
the barrios, the chinatowns , the slums, and the corruption . 

I am the neighboring Native American who sits quietly and smiles in amazement of your 

Foolish arguments. I've been forced to sell my culture to you and the world so you may 

Learn something, instead you have regressed. My sacred pipes now sold for your sup
posed . 

"strictly tobacco use · 
don't live your dr 
web. 

J!l . 
ou carry ·· dr~:am catchers 
s ~rid you bJcom~1Jthe n · 

You have rights. 'You have the right t o go back t o go t o your homelands, so why 
don' t 

You if you hate ours s o much. Have you been t o our r es ervations? Theyare 
perhaps much 

Worse than some Third World countries. They are the lands that your precious govern
ment 

Didn't want and stripped of its resources; they are graveyards set aside for my people. 

I have tried to go back to my true homelands and hunting grounds, and there I found the 

Fences and signs saying, "Private Property. U.S. Government Property. Trespassers 
Keep Out!" 

Why don't you ask me how I should feel? You have Negro colleges. You have 
private institutions, 

You have high schools wi th teachers t hat get paid three times t he 
amount than the ones on 

Reservat i ons do . Even i n your ghet t os and 
ernment s have standards 

Of what your homes and schools should look like. 
none of the above. 

Our reservations have 

So you wonder why I get mad as I listen to you argue amongst yourselves. 

BLACKS , LAPINS , YELLOWS, AND WHITES , LISTEN!!!" . 
For I am Native America. I am the brownnish red devil you feared in the past. 

You t r ied genocide on my pe op le, aft er you ca l led us the supposed 
savages. I've been quiet 

Fortoolong. Soon you wi ll hear my g r owl l oud a s the bears, hungry f or 
what is rightfu lly 

Mine. You wi l l hear me running your gove rnment, in Harvard , in Yale , 
in all you r b i g name s chools. 

I n corporations, and in you r backy ards rec laiming my mother' s lands . I 
will reclaim with a legacy 

Of love and rightousness. And if you dare t o cross my s avage heart agai n , 
will love you and 

Steal your soul to keep with a warm and friendly smile. For every time I'm crossed, I grow 

Stronger and learn more. I will continue forward until you realize that I am you. 
C!<'dt d!-CtttiPe .A.mericttn, 

Not Black, Latin, Yellow, or White, but HUMAN! Made of flesh and 
bone, whom also cries the 

Tears you cry. As I began my descent down the rugged and dusty 

Missing also were the children screaming joyfully while play
ing with their sleds on the hills. 

There was something missing outside, but there was 
also something missing inside of me. No matter how hard I 
tried, I could not define this feeling to myself. All that I knew 
was that something was missing deep inside, and a cold wind 
was running amuck in my soul's garden, blowing away the 
leaves of pleasant memories. 

A strange wave was moving across Europe that year. 
The Berlin wall was no longer standing, and the Germans 
were crossing a border thought to be untouchable. Signs of a 
social earthquake were knocking at the doors in Russia. Were 
these taking us anywhere? I did not know. 
. I left for Bucharest carrying a strange anxiety in all 

ctfn.y pockets. It was a trip planned for a long time. Sandra, one 
of my best friends, was a doctor at the Municipal Hospital. 
We grew up together in a smalt city with streets running into 
each other and seasonal springs bringing its magic veil of flow
ers and trees and fields to surround us. Older than me, she 
was always the one with the power of logic to scare away all 
my fears, to leave my eyes wide open when, as we rode on 
horseback on the hills in the middle of summer, a rain of fairy 
tales would pour from her mouth. 

With the love of a sister, she would protect me from 
the thunder and the dark shadows in those long nights of 
running with bare feet in the rain, when we'd feel the warm 
asphalt under our toes. I will never forget the passion she put 
into the care for little birds and animals with which she had a 
very special way of communicating. Lost in a game of won-
ders, my heart was always looking for her hand to open and 
give me the answers hidden between her fingers. One by one, 
the mysteries of life passed through me, to be mysteries no 
more. I was missing her so badly. 

The train arrived late, like always. The harsh scream 
of the braking train on the rails woke up the sleeping feel ing 
in me as well as in the other passengers. Slowly, disembarking 
from the train, frozen souls climbed the stairs and disappeared 
into the city. From far away, a warm voice called my name. It 
was not long before I was resting in my best friend's arms. 

"Traitor," she whispered, while crying of happiness. 
"Why did you have to wait so long to come and visit me? 1 
missed you so much!" 

"Sandra, let's go to our favorite place to have some 
dinner and talk. I have been having some strange thoughts 
lately. You can give me answers. I'm sure about this!" 

She laughed with that laughter that brought sunshine 
to my stormy soul. Her body was supple in that elegant green 
coat. 

','You cut your hair, didn't yo u? " I said, almost kicking 
her, mad that she got rid of the beautiful brown cascade of 
curls caressing her shoulders, but not mad enough not to 

"Sandra, what's happening here? What's happening 
with all of us? Is it only me who has this strange feeling of 
danger? Or is it getting you too? I don't know why I am so 
scared. M aybe you can tell me why." 

"Eastern Europe is waking up, Ingrid," she replied, 

by millions of dancing stars. She lovingly looked down 
upon a small group of women gathering to build a fire. It 
seemed as if she too was brimming with anticipation. As I 
approached, I was warmly greeted by women who, although 
I'd never met, knew exactly what I was feeling. There were 
women of every color, from the four corners of the earth. 
They spoke softly in varied tongues as they purposefully 
gathered wood for the pyre. They beckoned me to join them 
in the ancient tradition. Working silently and swiftly, we 
created a liv.ing altar. 

trail, I began to sense that I was leaving one world 
behind and entering another: a world filled with power 
and promise, magic and mystery. My heart surged with 

----"""'l(r"-=;;...._---~ excitement and dread. I began to question the absurdity of what 

The flre seemed to have a life of its own, greedily 
devouring everything within its reach. Its ten foot flames 
reached out toward the stars and whipped back in a flash of 
intense heat. Loud crackling warned us to stand back. 
Saltwater spray mingled with clouds of pungent smoke 
evoking memories of another time, light-years ago. As I 
contemplated the incredible ability of flre to create or 
destroy, feelings of self-doubt once again crept in. I saw all 
of my demons dancing in the blazing inferno. Again my 
serenity was restored as we joined hands to cast the circle. 
We purified with desert sage and invoked the spirits to 
create a sacred space. 

'= ~ I was about to do. Perhaps the people who had invited me had 
overestimated my readiness for an experience like this. While 
my mind entertained visions of triumph and celebration, my 

stomach churned at the possibility of a disastrous outcome. Was it too late to change 
my mind? 

When I reached my destination, I immediately felt reassured. The scene that 
lay before· me was magnificent and awesome. Surrounded by tall cliffs on three sides, 

the small crescent beach spilled into the turbulent ocean creating a 
cave-like atmosphere. Silhouettes of ancient volcanoes loomed 
ominously in the distance. The moon was high and full, surrounded 

Cleanse me, heal me, purify me-oh 
Cleanse me, heal me, purify me-oh 

Oh Mother Divine 
Oh Mother Divine 

Cleanse me, heal me, purify me-oh 

/ 



looking into my eyes. 1 saw a sharp light crossing through 
her pupils and her face becoming tense. What I was 
seeing was a new Sandra, one I had never known be
fore, a Sandra with invincible eyes and the strength of a 
mountain. I leaned back in my chair to let the thrill 
pass through me quietly. 

"Tomorrow, Ceausescu is bringing people to
gether into a big meeting in front of the Presidential 
Palace," she said. "I think he is afraid of this new wave 
of protest. Everybody has tired faces. And nobody wants 
to spend a day in the cold, hungry and listening to lies. 
Life is hard enough the way it is to add more to the 
misery. Tomorrow I am on call. If you want, you can 
come to the hospital with me. I have a couple of pa
tients that would like to meet you." 

The idea was excellent, especially since it would 
give me the chance to be close to Sandra for the entire 
day. I was feeling a little bit more relaxed now, even 
though I still could feel a storm ravishing inside of me. 
She did buy my favorite cake, and I did forgive her for 
the haircut. 

Later, she said, "Mr. and Mrs. Stancu are the 
two patients I told you about. They got involved in a 
car accident three weeks ago, and we are trying to recu
perate them. It's very hard because they are almost sev
enty years old. The bones heal slowly at this age. They 
couldn't have children, so they've decided to adopt me." 

I looked at her face and tried to see if she was 
joking. Her face was very serious, so I took what she 
just said as a serious matter. Mter a few seconds, she 
was laughing like a child. I tried to grab her again, but 
it was too late. She used to do this to me all the time, 
but I could never learn how to distinguish a joke from 
the truth. 

Mr. and Mrs. Stancu were waiting for Sandra. They were like two late flowers holding each other's hand to make their stems stronger. Their round faces lost almost 
all the wrinkles when they saw her. They must have waken up very early that morning; their white hair was combed, their bed sheets changed, and the air in the room was 
fresh. Sandra kissed them both on their cheeks, and, for a second, I thought time was playing games with me: the image of her dead grandparents materialized before my 
eyes. 

"My dears, this is Ingrid, my best friend. She will stay with you for a while. I am going to check your hearts and make sure your docks are running OK. I hope there 
won't be any surprises for me today." 

I watched her exam them with such care and preciseness. What a fascinating woman she is! I thought. No wonder people worship her. 
She received other orders and disappeared while waving a kiss. A nurse came to take the couple for breakfast and then to the physical therapy room. I turned on the 

1V and fell asleep on the chair by the window. 
Somebody was screaming in my dream. Then I heard gunshots and more people screaming. My eyes opened, but the screams and the shots did not stop. Finally 

I realized that it wasn't a dream, that everything was coming out of the TY. I watched soldiers shooting into a crowd gathered in front of the Presidential Palace. Bodies were 
falling, and people were panicking. The President was himself surprised. Then he disappeared. The shooting did not stop. Everybody was running to hide. Losing his voice, 
a reporter was announcing that the security police was responding to the demonstrators with gunfire. Death and confusion were covering the plaza. 

I could not move. Alone in the room, I could hear the patients and their visitors on the ward running around and making a lot of noise. The door opened. Sandra 
was pale but calm. 

"Ingrid, it looks like we are starting a revolution. Ceausescu is running away, and his men are killing the unarmed population. I am going to need you in the 
emergency room. I know you can help m_e a lot, and, pelieve m~, we need all the help in the world right now." 

The news stunned everybody. The soldiers were shooting at the television tower and into the streets. Now they were shooting into the hospitals. Almost all the cities 
were involved, not only Bucharest. Ceausescu was still on the run. And the population, baring their naked chests, was going out on the streets to face the Security Police. 
The tanks were running over live bodies. . 

Sandra found me trying to figure out if the person in front of me was dead or alive. Then a bullet broke the emergency room window making everybody quiet for 
a second. Nobody fell to the floor. We all stood stiffiy in our places. But we continued, even while the bullets kept coming. The ambulances kept on corning and leaving 
and corning, and so did the days and nights. 

She brought me an apple and told me to wait for h; r because they needed a doctor to go with the ambulance on a street where they were still fighting. I did not try 
to stop her. I knew it was useless. I could not believe my eyes how good she looked after so many days of work and only a couple of hours of sleep. While my heart was 
frozen with fatigue, she was smiling. 

The shooting stopped for a sudden. Somebody told me to go horne, but I kept on waiting at the corner for Sandra to come back. Later that day I got up and walked 
to the first person in white and asked her if she knew anything about Dr. Dalman. Getting no answer, I climbed to the second floor, certain that I was going to find her 
talking with Mr. and Mrs. Stan cu. The room was filled with mattresses and bodies covered with white sheets. With shaking hands, a nurse was slowly recording something 
in a file. Without looking at me, she answered my question. And the two old flowers were now no longer standing with their sterns against the wind. They died of a heart 
attack at the beginning of the shooting. · 

Outside, the streetlights hurt my eyes, and I had to close them for a while. When I reopened my eyes, I saw soft snow falling, covering the blood on the streets. 
Smoking buildings were left with gaping holes. . 

It was close to Christmas, and I found myself crying. 

by nancy glassman 

Next, we passed a kiss around the circle to seal our 
covenant. As I gazed into the faces of each woman, I felt 
complete. I felt intrinsically connected to all ofmy sisters. 
I became aware of my infinite connection to the past, 
present and future, to all of humanity. I felt a part of the 
vastness of the universe. Finally, the silence was broken. 
The circle began to move as we chanted in celebration of 
our Oneness. 

The Earth is our Mother 
We must take care of Her 
The Earth is our Mother 
We must take care of Her 

Hey yana, ho yana 
heyyaya 

Hey yana, ho yana 
heyyaya , 

We walk upon Her precious ground 
with every step we take 

We walk upon Her precious ground 
with every step we take 

Hey yana, ho yana 
heyyaya 

Hey yana, ho yana 
heyyaya 

We sang and danced until the roaring fire had 
dwindled to a pile of glowing embers. Carefully, we raked 
the fiery coals into a perfect circle. The fierceness of the 
fire had mellowed, and our wild dancing had climaxed and 

left us spent. In contrast to the gently 
crackling coals, the relentless waves 
crashed violently against jagged rocks 
boasting the incredible forces of nature. 

We stood, feeling our powerlessness, our absolute insignifi
cance. We were ready. 

One by one, each woman stepped forward and 
shared what she was feeling. A tall and proud-looking 
woman of Navajo descent spoke first. In a strong and 
certain voice she proclaimed, "I shall walk as my ancestors 
walked before me. My feet are anointed with sacred herbs 
that will carry me safely to the other side." Sacred anoint
ments? Shit, nobody told me about any magic herbs. A 
fragile looking woman with flowers in her hair softly 
ventured, "These coals represent my fears. I will conquer 
them and reclaim my ancient power. So be it." Many of 
the women shared fear and self-doubt. Some spoke of 
dread of fire. (I could almost hear my own mother's voice 
warning me to "never, never play with fire.") Others spoke 
of enlightenment and empowerment. Almost all requested 
the blessings of their Gods or Goddesses. Pele, Jesus, 
Great Spirit, Buddha, Mother Earth- the names were as 
diverse as the women themselves; and yet, we were all 
One. I closed my eyes and prepared myself for the 
adventure still ahead. 

When I opened my eyes I saw that a few women 
had begun to frre walk. I stood paralyzed with awe. Was 
this really happening? Without a sound, one by one, each 
woman began her walk as she felt moved to do so. My feet, 
however, had taken root deep in the fine sand of the beach. 
I pretended to meditate while I secretly begged Pele for the 
courage to take my tum. Just then, two young girls stepped 
forward. Obviously sisters, they looked about twelve and 

sixteen. They joined hands, nodded to one another and then 
slowly and deliberately walked across the glowing coals. 
When they reached the other side, they hugged and giggled · 
with innocent delight. I closed my eyes and thanked the 
Goddess of Fire. Although every cell in my bo4y was 
screaming nooooooo, I knew that I could do it. I took a 
deep breath and stepped into the circle of fiery embers. For 
the next few moments, the world ceased to exist. The 
universe became silent as if flash-frozen. My mind was 
totally blank and completely clear at the same time. I 
stepped cautiously at first and then allowed the fire to bear 
the full weight of my body. Its warmth embraced me, filling 
my body and feeding my soul. I had pennission to walk. 

We had come to celebrate the Equinox. To give 
thanks to the Earth for all Her bounty. To experience the 
miracle of transformation. What I hadn't expected was the 
profound sense of freedom the experience would leave me 
with. Walking on burning coals was impossible. Or at least 
an experience reserved for other people, · gurus perhaps. But: 
it is possible, and I did it. · 

As the days passed, my memories of the evening 
took on a dream-like quality, almost surreal. I was grateful 
for the two tiny blisters on the soles of my feet where Pele 
had "kissed me." They were there to remind me that magic 
is real. 

eli 



When 1 was in the tourth grade, one ot my best 
friend's uncle once told me, "Braddah, try come. 
Rememba dis and no forget. Always goin' get one 
time fo' act and one time not fo' act." I tried my 
best to remember that saying. However, there was an 
incident a long time ago when I wished that I had 
remembered what my friend's uncle had told me. 

The day was starting out perfectly for me, 
cruising in my new car. Mother nature was co opera t
ing: the sun was shining, the tradewinds were blow
ing softly, and there was not a cloud in the sky. 
Little did I know that this would also be a day 
that I would never forget . 

Two of my friends, Scott and Clayton, always 
pressured and persuaded me to do certain things 
that weren't always the right thing to do, and the 
things I did his days was no exceb!,..U·~t-r-~ 

Clayton and Scott were pas ngers and as 
the driver. The first stop on ur agenda wa D -
mond Head lookout. The pla was packed wit 
people, from one end of t e road all th~ 

A 1f iLm e fo' Ac 
Rutherfor Kiehm 
--t------+---~ 

other end. Back in th early 1980s, 
ing was the "in" thing o do. Clayton 
around, noticed how crow ed the place 
said, "Brah, we go Ala Mo na Beach Park. If ova he 
get all kine people, den Ala Mo must have all ki 
chicks." Without any hesitatio I agreed, and o 
went. 

We arrived at the beach park, a 
pected, the park was crowded. It took us hour 
to get from one end of the park to the other. It was, 
however, an awesome sight to see. People were every
where, laughing and having fun. We could smell the 
different types of foods being cooking on hibachis. 
As we slowly inched along in traffic, we were over
whelmed by the aroma of teriyaki chicken and barbecue 
meat 

As we were driving along, Scott noticed a group 
of young ladies cruising on the side of the road next 
to the beach near the tennis courts. Right away Scott 
yelled, "Hey! check out those chicks cruising ova 
there." I looked and noticed that they were beauti
ful , and my attention was instantly taken. 

As we were slowly cruising by them, we all 
turned our necks 90 degrees in their direction. I 
started showing off and acting in innocent sorts of 
ways to attract their attention: waving my hand, rev
ving my car's engine, and turning the car's stereo as 
loud as possible . But most of time my eyes as well as 
my frienas' eyes were glued to their silky brown hair 
and golden tan bodies. I was so overwhelmed b y their 
beauty tha t I forgo t I was d riving a car. 

The next thing I remem ber was hearin g a loud 
BANG! 

There was a sudden jerk, and ins tantly the car 
came to a complete stop. I was totally dis tracted by 
those beautiful women that I drove into the car in 
front of me. 

Ri9ht away Scott yelled out to me, "You stupid! 
You jus wen bang your car cuz you was trying to act 
all bad." 

I got upset and started yelling, "Brah! It was 
your guys' fault . If you guys never make me look at 
those chicks, I wouldn't nave wen bang my car." 

However, the car wasn't a total lost, I wasn't 
going anywhere over 5 mph. So it was m ore of a slow 
bumper to bumper type of accident. No major damage 
was done to my car or the other lerson's car. 

After realizing what happene , I did feel stu
pid, and to have one of my friends tell me I was stu
pid after crashing my car in front of about 100 
people made me feel more embarrassed than ever. What 
made it even worse was that everyone who saw what 
happened were laughing, including those beautiful 
women. They were laugh.ing so hard I thought they were 
going to die of laughter. Even the person whose car I 

It was a Monday, the longest 
school day of the week, at 

p ...... A least that's how I 
.... ~::::;iii~-. ... -. .. -..-.."- felt . I was in the second 

grade listening to the same 
teacher for the last 
six hours o f school. 
She talked ab out lan
guage art, music , and 
some other subjects, 
but I did not really 
pay attention . All I 

could remember was how I wanted 
last bell to ring so I could go ho 
make matters worse, I was sitti 
window when I saw the kinderg 
leaving school. I could see 
in front of the class teachin 
usual, but today she looked different . 
I felt an ominous atmosphere around her 
as if she was about to take 
vengeance on all the time we 
played in class . · 

Suddenly the bell rang. 
The class president stood up to 
say his thanks and good byes to 
the teacher. Then out of nowhere the 
teacher made an announcement to the class 
that we would get tested today on the times 
table . She continued on saying that we 
would have to answer the times table that 

by Jin Tae Kitn 

CX) \..0 
0'1 rl ('/ 

\..0 0J 
rl ('/ 

~ CX) 

rl 0J 
0J ~ 
rl 0J 
0 0 
rl 0J 

\..0 
rl 
0J 
rl 

CX) 

~ 

she chose and the person who failed to respond correctly 
would have to stay after school to remember them. Then 
the teacher worked her way from the middle of the class, 
moving closer and closer to where I was sitting. I felt 
like I was waiting to be executed by this tall beautiful 
lady in her late twenties . She was a very kind lady 
until she got mean and used her power to punish us . Only 
a handful of students got the tables correct on their 
first attempt, and they hopped along and went home . 

Finally, she got to me . I thought in my head that 
I was a dead man because I only knew the two times table . 
The teacher raised her head and asked me to repeat the 
three times table. I said, "Three times one e9.uals 
three, and three times two equals six . Three hmes three 
equals nine, and three times four equals sixteen ." When I 
gave her that answer, she looked at me and said, "Stay 
after school and remember the rest of the table ." I was 
going crazy inside, because I did not want to s tay for 
anotfter two hours t: y1 g t m ~m er sometr mg th;:- c 
would never use. 

I sat back in IrY chair an3. s ··arte to re e ber the 
times table, but nothiug would g ~ 11to my he;~~ . ··as 
writing out all the times tables, but it just made my 
hand sore. I sat back and started to daydream about an 
escape plan . I thought that . if I could crawl down on the 
floor she would not notice me. As I was thinking of a 
perfect plan to escape, my teacher came and hit me on the 
head . 1 did not see that coming despite her s tanding 
right ne xt to me . She then yelled at me to get bac k to 
stud ying if I wanted to ee the front d oor of my house 
again . I tried s tu d ying ne more time on thi o-called 
time table , but once again l became a day dreamer . 

After a wh ile m y pa rent got worried and ent my 
uncle to see if I was till at school. M y uncle came 
inside the classroom and a ked my teacher wha t wa going 
on . I did not know what they w ere sayi ng , but I could 
gu ess that they w ere talking about me . My uncle was a 
ta ll, thin, hand some, and gentle g uy who would come to 
help me any time I needed h is he lp . He knew the ri gh t 
things to say and I knew he w ould get me out of this 
mess . My uncle walked tow ard the window where I w as 
sitting and told me I could go home and that he had al
ready talk to the teacher. f was so happy that I packed 
my bag as fast as the super hero Flash. When I got home, 
I dropped my bag and sat on the sofa in the living room 
and watched the television as I dreamed. 

The next day, a Tuesday, was the second longest day 
of the week. Again I would see the kindergardeners leav-
ing with their teacher. I waited for the bell again and 
dia not think my teacher was going to test us on the 
times table . As usual, I was wrong about her . She let 
the students who got it right yesterday go home first . 
She then moved to the stucfents who still did not pass her 
little exam. I was the first victim. She asked me to 
recall the whole times table . I began with the two times 
table and moved on to the next, but I knew I said some
thing wrong when sh': lookecl up !:~ ~h into mv oyes ! said 

bumped was laughing. Knowing this incident would clearly be stamped in my brain forever, I had no de
sire ever to drive my car at Ala Moana Beach Park again. 

This probably was the most embarrassing moment for me at the time. In the years that followed, 
there were a few more embarrassing moments, and most of them were again because of my acting and show
ing off. After this incident, I wondered if my friend's uncle's saying was really true. At the time I 
was sure it was the perfect time to act, and the surroundings made it seem like the perfect place to 
act. As time passed, tbinking about what happened at Ala Moana Beach Park. I realized that the saying, 
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"A time fo' act and time not fo' act," really meant that sometimes you have to live up to 
your actions. No one is perfect, and embarrassing moments will happen at least once in your 
life. 
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that six time seven was forty-nine. I was 
angry at myself for not studying at all for 
this easy quiz. 

I sat back on the desk thinking how could 
I have gotten that wrong . I wrote the times 
table all over again to make sure I knew it 
right. I studiea hard for about thirty minutes 
and amazingly I was getting everything correct. 
Then the numbers startea jumr,ing up : "Six 
times seven equals forty-two!' Suadenly I felt 
a pain on top of my head. At first I thought 
it was a heaaache. However, it was my teacher 
who started yelling at me, "Are you going to 
study or daydream all day long?" I got angry 
because she kept hitting me on my fragile head . 
I told her I was waiting for the test, assuring 
her that I would get it all correct. However, 
I got stuck on the eight times table. I sat 
bacl< down with shame and studied for another 
hour . 

Once again my uncle came and laughed at 
me for staying after school for the two 
straight days . I packed my bag this time 
slower and walked home with my uncle . When I 
got home, my nightmare was not over. My mother 
was very angry that her son could not even 
remember a simple times table, and I got 
grounded right away. She was a kind of parent 
that took no less than perfect and would push 
you until xou did well. I could not watcft any 
television that day and stayed in my room until 
I went to sleep . . 

Then it Wel$[ e d the shbr~~str d ~1y 
of the week, and '1-" a et ineCI*"" to bet tl{e 
times table right go ho . "''''r '.fiere 5'we:. f nnly 
few of us left in the class for this endless 
quiz . It got to my turn, and I started to 
repeat the same thing I was trying to get cor
rect since Monday. 1 thought f was ready, but 
I drove too fast and hit a wall. I said, 
"Eight times nine equals eighty-one," and once 
again she told me to sit down. But I could not 
let this hold me back because I knew this time, 
if I came home with bad news, I was going to 
get yelled at by my father . So I studiecf hard 
to get all of the times table right. 

The second time I went up to her I was 
ready as I could be . I started out with the 
two times table and moved on to the next. When 
I got to the nine times table, I thought I was 
home free, but I hit a little bump on the way. 
I said to Miss Kim, "Nine times six equals 
sixty-three." I quickly took back what I said 
and gave the right answer, which was fiSt¥
four . Miss Kim stopped for a moment, but) , 
lucky for me, she let me go on. It was i'tte 
final times table, and I slowly recited,'"-'"N'ine 
times nine equals eighty-one." Miss Kim was 
amazed that I was aole to remember all of the 
table and congratulated me and let me go home. 

My joy was hard to describe. ft felt 
like I had conquered the world all by myself . 
I felt so good that I used all my allowance to 
buy myself all the snacks and candies I wanted . 
I ran home afterward to tell my uncle and my 
mother this good news, but nobody was there to 
greet me. I felt disappointed for a while and 

A lazy Saturday morning when rolling out of 
bed is like a turtle rae~. It happens, and it's 

the 
knot by 
alan 
kojima 

very slow. This morning, the sun was easing 
into its vertical position in the sky as I stood up 
and wearily rubbed the sleep from _my eyes. I 
could hear Dad rummaging through boxes over 
the sound of the television announcers doing 
their play by play of a football game. I sulked 
to the bathroom to wash my face and wash the 
terrible texture from my mouth. Between 
rinses, the previous night became clearer and 

clearer. My high school team finally won a football game, which made every
one feel much relief. In the celebration following the football game, I got to 
meet some really cool girls. Even though I'm only a sophomore, I feel I'm 
evolving into a .... 

"Hey, boy! What's taking so long?" 
Dad's voice cut my thoughts short as I wandered into the living area. He had fishing 

reels laid out as he announced that tonight, we were going fishing. Different thoughts 
flooded my mind and engulfed it like kindling in a wild brushfire. As my mind cleared, I told 
him, "I was planning on 'hanging out with the guys', and we were going to meet some girls 
from the night before." 

"No can do, boy. You know your mom's out of town visiting your grandma, and she 
not going come back till tomorrow. I no can leave you alone, so you gotta come with me. 
You like fishing, eh? No worry. We going have good fun." 

"No way," I muttered to myself. I gotta go hang out with my Dad and his friends on 
one Saturday night. What a loser, I thought to myself. C'mon brain, think, how I going get 
out of this? Then I was cut off again by my Dad's booming voice. 

then I thought, who cares. I 
dropped my bags in my room and 
watched television from my sofa. 
This time I felt I earned every 
right to watch for long as I 
wanted and I did. 

,~ r '\, 
Th.! :!!. ona y me I went up 

er-r wa reaJiY as I can be, 
b seT ~ed all the 
times tables. I started out with 
the two times tables and moved 
onto the next. When I got to the 
nine times table I thougftt I was 
home free, but I hit a little 
bump on the way. I said to Miss 
Kim "nine times six equals sixty
three ." I quickly took back what 
I said and gave the right answer 
which was fifty-four . Miss Kim 

stopped for a moment, but I was very 
lucky that she let me go. It was the 
final times table and I slowly recited 
"nine times nine equals eighty-one." 
Miss Kim was amazed that I was able to 
remember all the table and congratulated 
me and let me go home . 

My joy was hard to describe, it 
felt like I conquered the world all by 
myself. I felt so good that I used all 
my allowance to buy myself all the 
snacks and candies I wanted. I ran home 
afterward to tell my uncle and my mother 
this good news, but nobody was there to 
greet me. I felt disappointed for a 
while and then I thought who cares. 
dropped my bags in my room and watch 
television from my sofa. This time I 
felt I earn every right to watch for 
long as I wanted and I did. 

I sat in the rocking chair, watching the mobile go around and around over the crib. As the mobile turned, it softly played 
a lullaby. The melody soothed me. 

Suddenly, the pains in the small of my back became sharper. I felt as though my spine was being permanently bowed by the baby's size. 
Short of breath, I closed my eyes and tried to take long, deep breaths to control the pain. 

I walked into the hallway and leaned on the banister. I called out to my husband. I knew my labor had finally begun. My husband ran up the 
stairs, his faced suffused with color. "I'm ready," I said. 

"The truck is gassed up," he said, breathlessly. "Let's go!" 
We set off for the hospital. The narrow and winding road along the foothills seemed to go on and on. "How much longer until we are there?" I 

asked anxiously. Although I had traveled this road a hundred times before, now everything seemed unfamiliar to me. 
Shortly after my husband and I arrived at the hospital, the pains in the small of my back became harder and harder. The receiving nurses rushed me 

into a birthing room. Its warm colors and homey furnishings, and the presence of my older sister, calmed me-for a few minutes. Then 
came an excruciating pain, the worst I'd ever felt. I did not need to be told that the baby had chosen this moment to greet us! 
My body was covered with perspiration, but still I felt chilled. I thought I would not live to see the end of this labor! 
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by Rhonda Ortenzio 

"No more, please!" I cried. "No more!" 
Then I felt a tremendous stretching and a pain so overwhelming that I feared I would be split in 

two. "The head is out," the doctor calmly announced. "Just a few more pushes now." 
"A few more" sounded impossible, but I concentrated and did as he said. Another stab of pain, 

then another, and then my husband shouted "You were right! It's a girl, by God!" 
Tears of relief and happiness ran down my cheeks. My sister turned to me, her eyes moistened. 

She squeezed my hand and whispered, "She's perfect in every way." I looked down, and for the first time I 
looked into my daughter's face. "You are right, Sis," I said. "Having a baby is worth the pain." 

Chenshing the moment, I held my daugher in my arms and touched her gently, caressing her little 
hands and feet, the shape of her head. Seeing her look up at me, I thought what a miracle is this gift of 
life. This one little person will make such a difference in my life, and in the lives of many others to come. 

I handed her to her daddy. I watched him as he spoke softly to her. My eyes welled up with tears 
of joy just watching him. 

"We have to take her to postnatal care," the nurse said gently. 
My husband waved and went with the nurse and my dau9hter. For a few moments, I felt very 

alone. Then my family came in and crowded around my bed. "D1d you see her?" I asked. "Did you see 
my baby?" Everyone nodded and grinned insanely. My heart swelled with pride. 

My mother's eyes smiled as she looked at me. I wanted to tell her, "I understand." Our eyes 
spoke to each other, now as a mother to a mother. Having those I loved so much around me reassured 
me. I knew my life would be changed forever. How happy I was that they were all here to make this 
joyous day complete! 

d.i 



"Boy , hurry up and load the truck. We 
gotta go pretty soon." 

Why doesn't he hang out with his guys 
and I hang out with my guys? Why do I have to 
hang out with his guys? I didn't even call my 
friends to tell them I couldn't go to the mall with 
them. 

As I loaded the truck, my thoughts pulled 
me back to the times when I would eagerly look 
forward to any time my Dad would ask if I 
wanted to go for a ride. The truck was brand new 
then, and sitting so high made me feel like a king 
on his throne. Time has faded not only those 
feelings but also the paint on the truck. 

Man, I still don't know why he just doesn't 
leave me at home. I CCU\ take care of myself. Shoot, 
I'm already fifteen and almost sixteen. Geez, I'm 
practically a man already. 

"Hey, m&}ce sure you lock up the house. Your 
Ma going get pissed if she come home to find a empty 
house." 

"Yeah, yeah," I muttered to myself as I 
climbed into the truck. 
Everything was rearranged from the way I put things 
in. Everything had to be just right before Dad would 
drive away. 

As the truck rumbled 3Iong, I didn't know 
where we were going so I just kept switching chan
nels on the radio. That seemed to· irritate my father a 
little bit because that kept interrupting the questions 
he was asking. 

''How's school? How's the football team 
doing? Are you adjusting to high school OK? How's 
your grades?'' 

I just kept answering, "Okay," as I was more 
interested in finding a good song on the radio. I sat 
up, fmally aware of my surroundings and noticed 
Uncle Wayne's Jeep in front of us on a narrow dirt 
road, kicking dirt up like little tornadoes. We finally 
arrived upon a hill. As far as the eye could see was 
sparkling white sand and an ocean that presented the 
lightest blue to the darkest blue. · 

"Bof, we going catch fish tonight!" my Dad 
said with hope and anticipation resounding in his 
voice. 

He parked the truck, and I wandered towards 
the beach to "check it out" while everyone else was 
setting up camp. I walked down to the beach more to 
get away from everyone else than to satisfy my 
curiosity. My friends were at the mall, and I was here. 
Tonight they would be out having fun, and I would be 
stuck with three old guys drinking beer and swapping 
fishing tales. My despondence was shattered when I 
heard my Dad yelling for me. 

"C'mon, boy, time to rig up the poles." 
I grabbed my poles and started securing my 

reels when I noticed everyone was done except me 
and my Dad. Uncle Wayne was thawing out talco in 
the shorebreak and Uncle Neil was setting the sand 
spikes, while Dad was still tying his knot. 

As far back as I can remember, I can always 
see my father tying his knot. In the living room of our 
house, my father would be practicing tying his knot. 
He would have to have it just right before he would 
accept it. 

I was about to tie my main line to my wire 
leader when my Dad told me to tie the knot. I was 
going to use an easier knot, but my Dad insisted that I 
use a certain knot Having my Dad stand over me 
while I tried to tie the knot was like having your 
teacher stand over you while you are taking a test. 
After a couple of tries, I finally got it to his satisfac
tion. By this time, the cooking was done and the bait 
was cut up. We all baited our poles and, like ants in 
unison, proceeded down the beach to throw our lines 
out 

One by one, in deepest concen
tration, they swung their poles forward 
with all their might, sending hopes and 

on a rainbow arc. Only upon 

a..l 

hearing a splash in the far away water would they turn with 
an expression of inner peace as if they had cast all their 
troubles away in the vastness of the ocean. 

Dinner was great and the conversation was 
enlightening. I thought these guys just liked to drink beer 
and use fishing as an excuse to go out They told me 
stories about their school days and wild escapades. Even 
my Dad was telling stories of the things he used to do. We 
all laughed, and they made me feel like I was one of the 
guys. 

Just as someone started another story, there was a 
CLANG, CLANG, CLANG, ZZZ'ZZZ'ZZZZ! They all 
jumped up as if from sitting on hot coals and started 
running towards the poles. 

"Boy, your pole!" they yelled at me. 
"Boy, boy!" 
I ran down to the pole as fast as I could. My mind 

was telling me to run like a thoroughbred horse, but my 
legs could only respond like a newly hatched turtle on its 
fust journey to the ocean. 

As I grasped the pole, I could feel the incredible 
power and strength of whatever it was on the opposite end 
of the line. My knees were shaking as I tried to firmly 
plant my feet to keep me from falling over. The cool wind 
blowing across my face and the sound of the waves 
crashing on the beach seemed to put me in a peaceful 
hypnotic trance. My thoughts drifted away each time the 
beast would run and I attempted to reel in more line than 
the beast took out. 

I began to think about the knot. Would it be strong 
enough? Would it be unconditional? Would it be flexible 
to-give and not break? These questions overwhelmed my 
mind as the beast charged to deeper water. Time had lost 
all meaning as I glanced at my sweat-covered arms with the 
light of the moon reflecting off them. The line was coming 
in easier now, and I was making up much ground, but I 
knew the beast would always make one final dash to 
freedom. 

Then it happened. The beast took off like a 
dragster busting at the sight of green. Line screamed from 
my reel as my rod lurched forward, and a feeling of 
helplessness funneled into my soul. My pole leaned 
forward like a sapling in a windstorm. The line was 
singing a curious song as it screamed out in pulsing 
intervals. The line was resembling my life, something I 
had no control over. I felt helpless, alone, unable to control 
things in my very grasp. 

I felt desperate and thought of the knot. "If that 
knot can hold on, then so can 1." As I slowly cranked the 
beast in, I stole a quick glance at my Dad who seemed to 
glow brighter than the moon as he watched me. The knot 
was like his whole encompassing life, the precision, the 
tautness, the flexibility, and the hope that it would hold and 
mold together to fulfill a lifetime of dreams. The punish
ments, arguments and groundings seemed to melt in my 
mind like shaved ice on a hot summer day. They were 
petty and insignificant. As the clouds slowly shaded the 
moon, my eyes and mind awakened to the importance of 
the little things that could make a profound difference in 
my life. 

Deep in my own thoughts, I didn't realize the 
beast was coming in. 

"Keep cranking boy," my father coached as he 
surveyed the shoreline like a prospector looking for gold. 

Uncle Neil was already standing knee deep in the 
breakers, following the line and trying to see what it was. 

"Holy shit," he yelled, as he leaped out of the 
water like one of those Jack in the Box toys. 

"Frickin' tail went whip my leg," he exclaimed as 
he tried to regain his composure. 

Then we saw it as the wave receded: big, black, 
and shaped like a five-foot-wide Stealth bomber. My 
anticipation of my fust ulua quickly faded to major 
disappointment. The pain in my arms seemed to intensify 
as I watched Uncle Neil cut the wire as close to the 
stingray's mouth as he could. We all stood there in the 
moonlight and watched as the stingray flapped its wings 
and with each receding wave slowly turned to make its way 
back to the ocean. 

Uncles Neil and Wayne walked back to camp just 
in front of my Dad and me. My Dad took the pole, with the 
limp line blowing in the wind, put his arm around me as we 
were walking back, and when our eyes met, he told me, 
"You get 'em next time." 

As we made our way back, I couldn't help but 
notice the line blowing in the wind. The knot was still 
there. 

Aati~rnEM~~gfie~now 
by Shaine Kuwata 

I' v e always considered my grand
mother as bei n g a type of supe r woman. 
She was n o t physically large or incred
ibly stro n g , but rather a ti ny ·...:oman 
abou t 4 ' 11 " , ~e ighing 1 02 p ounds . Al
though my grandmother had many ail
ments , inc luding high blood pressure , 
high cho lestero l, and s o re legs, she 
continued t o do all the grocery s h o p 
ping, h ousehold cleaning, cooking, and 
ya rd work wi thout complaint. Despite 
all she had t o do daily, she always had 
time to talk t o anyone who wished to 
convers e with her. 

Duri l)g my grandmother's last year 
o f life , she became very listless. I 
never paid much attenti on to these 
things because I just took it fo r 
granted that she would outlive me . All 
seemed fine until her doctor's appoint
ment i n mid-August o f ' 95 when she was 
diagnosed with liver problems. She read 
a book called Macrobiotics and s tarted a 
special vegetarian diet. My grandma 
continued this diet for six weeks, 
resi st ing the t emptation to eat t he 
foods she prepar ed for her fami l y : beef 
s tew, spaghetti, or b e ef tomato. 

The s ixth we ek arrived, and she 
wa s nervous about go i n g bac k for h e r 
c h e ckup . Al t hough she was as p leasant 
a s ever, I c ould sense that d e ep inside 
her heart was racing a mile a minute. 
My grandmother got back la t er that day 
and was as happy and proud as a person 
wh o had just won a pre stigious award. 
Her liver problems had drastically 
imp r oved! 

My grandmother c ont inued on her 
d i e t and was in high spiri ts fo r a 
couple · of weeks. One evening, however, 
my grandma mentioned that she had been 
experi encing some heartburn. She said 
it in such a subtle way that I did not 
think i t was a maj or issue. She didn't 
like go i ng to the doctor, so if I did 
intervene, I probably would have had a 
long fight ahead of me. Two more days 
passed, and my grandma then experienced 
difficulty breathing and a heaviness in 
her chest that she diagnosed as a cold. 
I questioned this but failed to push 
the issue. · 

The next couple of days she was 
sleeping more, and I figured it was 
because she had a cold. That evenincr 
my grandmo the r bo i led s ome ginger in a 
p o t of hot water, and proceeded to put 
a towel around her head a nd inhale the 
st e am from the p ot. When I a s ked ,.,.,;hy 
she wa s d o ing t his, she st ated that it 
wa s to rel i eve the congestion in her 
chest. About an h our later, s he en
te r e d the kitchen and took s ome an tacid 
t o r eliev e her hea rtburn . This s hould 
have been t h e r ed flag, but I di s mi ssed 
it becaus~ she had been fine ea r lier . 
Perh a p s I may h a ve been i n denia l at 
t h e t i me . 

The foll owing morni ng at 6 a.m. , I 
was awakened by the phon e r i nging . I over
heard my mother talking on the phone. Aft er 
s he hung up, I asked her wha t was go ing on. 
She said, *Grandma Bet ty had a heart attack 
last night and is in t he emergency room. " I 
stood there i n d i sbel i ef and then sat down 
on our brown sofa. My mi nd wen t blank as I 
stared at the lines on our ce il ing . After 
about 20 minutes, I pulled myse l f toge ther, 
got dressed, and headed ou t for t he hospi 
tal. 

I anx iously entere d the hospital 
a n d went to the n e a re s t el ev a tor. Then 
I we n t t o t he wa it i ng r oom where I saw 
my dad, and aunts and uncl es wait i ng 
patiently and r eadi ng magazi nes. The 
r oom was as q u iet as a libr ary; there 
uere s sH: sraR§fe sfiairs, a ferR EJl aRt 
and wh i te tabl es stocked wi th variou s 
magazi nes. The area was ext r e mely .... 
bright because of all the fluorescent 
lights, and the temperature was about 
65 degrees, keeping everyone, e x cept 
me, cool. I was a nervous wr~ck. 

I remember sitting there for what 
seemed like e ons, but ac t ually it was 
about fou r o r five h o u r s . I breathed a 
sigh of reli e f when t h e nurs e t o ld us 
that my grandma would be o u t o f surgery 
in a few minu tes. About an h o ur later, 
the s u rgeo n came out and sa i d that the 
reaso n i t took so long was that every 
time they s t itched her up, her heart 
wo u l d s t op . He said t hat t he operation 
c ombined wi t h the hear t at tack cau sed 
he r heart to b ecome e xtreme ly weak. 
Th e doctors h ad given her a sedative to 
ke e p h er asleep s o that her h e art c ould 
rejuvenat e i t self. 

Aft e r she was whe eled into the 



r e covery room , one by o ne we entered t o 
see her . WhaL I witnessed shocked and 
hor rified me. There l ay my grand
mother , pal e and li feless. Becau s e my 
g r andma 's heart was too weak t o pump on 
it s own , ma c h ines had t o a dminist e r 
drugs t o k e ep h e r heart a nd bl ood pres
sure s t a ble. I could n o t help but cry, 
no t on ly b e c a use s h e was n e ar death b ut 
t2cause the strong ~oman I h ad gr 8~n to 
l ove v..·as at the me rcy o f the s e ma 
chines . I l ooked around t o f ind s ome 
s o lace t o e as e the pain I feli at that 
moment . Al l that was in view were my 
aun ts and uncles s h aring my s o rrow . 
After about a half h our, a nurse c ame 
by and enc ouraged us t o g o h ome and g et 
some r e s t . Someone would c all us if 
there was any change in her condition. 

Erring! I was rude l y awakened by 
the s o und o f the phone at a b out 6 a. m. 
It t urned out to b e t he cal l I had 
d r eade d . I got myse l f together as 
quickly a s I c ould and made my way to 
the hospit al. I a rriv e d a bout ten 
minutes later t o a r oom full o f wo r ried 
faces. My grandmother's conditi on 
con ti nued t o d eter i o r ate , s o we decided 
to call i n a pri e st. We all joined 
hands with my grandfather and said a 
praye r t ogether with the p riest. It 
was hard to deal wi th t h e f a c t that we 
we r e going t o have t o s hut d own t he 
machines , bu t we all knew that t he r e 
was no hope f or recove ry . We said our 
final farewe lls and le t her go . 

The d eath of my g randmothe r is a 
gr i m reminde r that life passes t oo 
qui ckly ! I no longer take it f or 
grant e d that we will alway s get up the 
next day , have time do the things we 
want, or have time to tell someone how 
much we love them. Although I felt 
t hat my grandma wasted precious moments 
i n he r life pleasing others, the truth 
i s that pleasing others made her happy . 
Whenever I question my reasons for 
being upset with others who have been 
unappreciative towards me, I often 
reflect on the a ct ions of my grandma to 
help put everything back into perspec
tive. I r ealize that we should do 
things out of the goodness of our 
hearts, not because we expect something 
in return . This view has preve nted me 
f r om lett ing a few indivi duals spoi l my 
f u ture a c tions . It h e lps me to avoid 
blaming myself for mi s takes and circum
s t a nc es b ey ond my c ontrol. 

NORTH SHORE 
--~()~ANNE LAWYER~--

January 24,1997, a 
day in my past I· will never 
forget. A peaceful drive to 
North Shore was not as 
peaceful as I expected. "Today 

is a perfect beach day, I'm glad were going to North Shore today," my .friend Ryan 
said to me . Well I didn't care how beautiful it was . I had to wake up at 6:00 AM 
when we had no school for physical therapy for my knees. My therapist told me to 
be careful on our road trip, especially since we did not know the roads very 
well. But what could happen? We have three cars, and they're going to follow each 
other, I thought to myself. So I quickly told my therapist OK and left for my 
friend Chad's house . 

Ryan was right. It was a beautiful day. The sky was so clear, and the sun was 
shining brightly. The drive out to North Shore was very relaxing. The leader of our car 
train kept getting us lost, so we stopped off for lunch at KFC. "Oh, my gosh," yelled my 
friend Jandi. "I left my wallet at Jack 'n a Box in Kailua." Jandi was so absent minded, 
she was always losing her things. Jandi didn't care about her wallet, but she was holding 
Ryan's fifty dollars, so we had to go back . Ryan was real upset, especially since we were 
in Punalu'u and had to go back to Kailua. He was not upset because of the money; Ryan just 
wanted to surf, but we wasted our whole day driving around. 

The drive back to Kailua was very tiring. Jandi ended up falling as1eep in the 
backseat holding my Elmo doll. I thought she looked so cute. I had to take a picture, so I 
took off my seat belt, turned around and took her picture . The flash woke Jandi up, and she 
quickly sat up. Ryan yelled at us to put our seat belts on, so Jandi put hers on, and while 
I was turning around to put mine on, I saw a red car coming towards us. I closed my eyes: I 
did not want to see what was going to happen. We got hit. Ryan tried to miss the hit, but 
he couldn't. I felt him trying to hold me back since I didn't have my seat belt on, but 
that didn't help. 

My body flew forward. I hit the dash board two times, splitting my forehead open. I 
could feel blood dripping down my face. I was able to open my eyes for a minute, and I saw 
Ryan looking at me with tears in his eyes. I heard him yelling at me, asking if I was all 
right , but I couldn't answer him. I was in a great deal of pain, so I closed my eyes again.· 

The next thing I knew, I was lying in a hospital bed . I couldn't see any
thing , but I heard everything around me. I heard the doctor tell my parents I was 
in a coma and would wake up when I was ready. I ended up staying in a coma for 
two weeks . I honestly did not want to wake up . Why would I want to return to such 
a horrible world, where you have to deal with rumors, misunderstandings, childish 
games, and a bunch of other wonderful things, I thought. To my surprise, a lot of 
my friends came to visit me. I guess they really do care about me, even though 
they never showed it, I thought to myself. Most of them didn't know what to say 
to me, but what are you supposed to say to someone who's in a coma? I was glad to 
see them, but I wondered if they really did care about me. 

When my friends left, I decided that my life would be so much easier if I stayed in 
my coma. Then out of nowhere, I saw this bright light coming towards me. I thought I was 
dreaming, but I wasn't. A beautiful woman appeared and walked towards my bed. It looked 
like my grandmother. I wasn't sure because she died before I was born; my family had told 
me that I looked like my grandma. Well, it was my grandmother. She told me I have the 
choice whether or not to stay here with my family or go up to heaven with her. "I've been 
thinking about this for a while, Grandmother, and I would like to leave and go with you, • 
said. 

"Anne, you must really think about this because your decision is permanent. 
If you come with me, everything here will be left behind." My grandmother ex-
plained that I would be able to see my family and friends to help with my deci
sion, then she left me. 

The f irst person I was able to see was Ryan. I was so happy to see him. I tried to 
talk to Ryan, but he could not hear me. Ryan felt so bad for what had happened to me. He 
apologized to me many times and blamed himself for my injuries. I didn't blame him for what 
had happened to me; he tried everything to avoid the accident. and anyway I was the one 
that took off my seat belt. 

"Anne , you ' re my best friend, " he sa id , "and I can 't l ive with myself knowing how much I hurt you and your family. 
You mean so much to me, and I will not be able to go on without you, so please don't leave me ." That was the nicest thing 
anyone has ever said to me; inside I began to cry. 

Then my mother walked in. She looked like a walking zombie. I could tell she was not sleeping very well. Throughout my hospitaliza
tion , my mother would tell me stories from her childhood and mine . Most of the stories she told me I have never heard before . But th is 
visit my mother just held my hand and ran her hand through my hair. I could see how much pain my accident had caused her, and for one 
hour stra ight , my mother cried . How could I leave my mother when she was in a great deal of pain , but I wanted to know my grandmother so 
badly . I loved them both so much; I felt cheated. All my friends had grandmas but me. I was so confused , I went back to sleep . 

During that time , I dreamed of my future . I saw myself in the backyard of my house with my husband and th ree kids . I always want to 
get married and have chi ldren of my own , I thought , but by choosing death I wi ll lose all my hopes and dreams. I continued to dream about 
al l the th ings I wanted to do with my life . I didn ' t realize how many things I dreamed of doing . If only someone will help me make the 
right decision, I thought. 

I then woke up and saw my grandmother. "Have you made your decision yet dear?" she asked me. 
"Yes, grandmother. I have," I answered. "I would love to go with you and finally have a grandmother, but since my accident, I am 

able to see how many people really do care for me. I couldn't leave them feeling guilty and hurt. There's just too much unfinished 
business here for me. I want to grow up and have a family of my own, and watch my children grow up. I'm sorry grandmother, but I have to 
stay here and live my life to the fullest." 

"That's a very wise decision, Anne. I know you want to know me and be with me because I feel the same way, but no matter what you 
chose to do in your life, I will always be right by your side watching over you in spirit." 

My grandmother leaned over towards me, kissed my forehead and then left. 
I then opened my eyes and saw my mother. The look in her face I will never forget. Looking into my mother's eyes. I knew I had 

made the right decision. To this day I still feel my grandmother's presence. I often talk to her at times. If she hears me, I do not 
know, but I do know she is up in heaven smiling down on me. 

A Full Moon • 1n New Orleans 

Stale beer and cobblestone streets and 
sidewalk covered with people hustling 
about, cars honking, people talking in the 
background. Bob Dylan sings backup on ''Like A Rolling 
Stone." I look around and can see tonight is going to be an event. 
Full moon is on the way. Everyone in the bar business knows 
that's when the weirdness comes out. All of New Orleans' 
eccentric royality will be out in full force and just might stop by 
tonight. 

Molly's is an Irish pub in the heart of the French 
Quarter of New Orleans. It sits in an old convent's converted 
stable once used by the nuns for their horse's. Some time around 
the 1920' s, these buildings began to become separate businesses 
and apartments with the unique shapes, and french doors open all 
the time instead of windows. The French Quarter has been 
overrun by the smells of this modem world 

1107 Decatur Street is not your average neighborhood 
in the Quarter. Both sides of the street have the shutters and 
wrought iron gates, once used to protect oneself from the pirates 
of the "Old Miss". 

Showing up for work as usual, I arrive at 
5:30p.m. I pour myself a Miller Lite on draught 
and check things out - who owes and who needs a 
fill up. Walter, the daytime bartender, and his 
wife, Star, are heading out for a night on the 
town, too. I wonder if I will get that so familiar call in the 
morning to come in and cover his shift once again. Walter has 

~~~z~~ 
vivid carrot red hair with a goatee and mustache and is still 11.-ly""ll~lg~-----
to hide the fact that he is missing several teeth. Of course, a his famous illegal Cuban cigars and starts talking. The smell of 
Lucky Strike is hanging out of his mouth and he's wearing is the his cigar is always amazing. The sweetest smell and the airy 
always present Greek sailor hat, Walter's biggest treasure, but smoke just linger in the air. He and I start talking about basically 
that's another story. He pours himself a beer and sits down with nothing- our favorite subject. We both are know-it-ails and have 
his wife Star. She is very short with light brown hair and a China an opinion on almost everything. 
doll complexion which makes her look much younger than her 50 Dorothy hollers back at me, ''Yo' need 2 Irish, Sazarac 
plus years. She too is ready for the night out and has clothes to and 2 Miller." I called back the order to her. Not really ready to 
change into in the restroom. She may or may not remember to go back to the bar, I stub out my cigarette and go anyway. John 
pick her clothes on her way horne. As she walks over to change, follows me and I pour his Maker's Mark and water first. I pull 
you can't help but notice her pennanent limp. She was left with out the heavy cream, give it a whirl in the mixer and lace the top 
that by polio as a small child. of the Irish Coffees. With a swift tum to the left , I grab two beer 

Quarters drop in the juke box and the Irish ballads of the mugs and fill with the ever-foaming Miller on tap, setting them on 
Irish Rovers begin once more. 1 can go the rest of my life not a tray. Lifting an old fashion glass and checking it for dust , I add 
bearing bag pipes or "Danny Boy." Star, being our token ice and pour up the Sazarac, garnishing with a lemon twist. I do 
hospitality queen, talks to everyone in the room, even if the all this at the same time, still carrying on the same bullshit 
customers would rather not. conversation with John. 

About that time Dorothy comes strolling in a half hour I stock up for the shift and get backup ice, so I'm ready 
late and, as usual, she has that "all teeth showing" smile and a for the first rush of the night which is just around the comer. I 
plastic bag of clothes so-she can change. Waving "Hello" and really hate all the prep work Soon the tips will start rolling in, 
with a big sigh, she greets me: "Travis , I just couldn't find and I can start showing off a little, you know, tease the bar. It 
parking; sorry I' m late." Dorothy knows that I am supposed to should be a good night, I hope to make at least $100.00. This will 
have my dinner break first thing when she gets in so I order. all depend on the toourist actiion. 

I take a break, grab my cigarettes and head for the Here come my first victims. Two 
courtyard. My dinner is ready: steaming hot red beans and rice, tourists peer through our doorway and are 
two pieces of cornbread and 1/2 a bottle oftabasco sauce, poured reading the menu. It's funny. I wonder where 
all over it. This is more than enough. they're from. I always try to guess and am not 

John comes down from upstairs. He is one of the 
tenants and a regular at my bar. He sits down and lights up one of 



· p, a big clue, 
· ople 

are usually from the midwest. Europeans t much cologne 
and not enough deodorant, but they ave money 
and love to drink and talk to practice their En
glish. 

As I say to myself, "I bet these guys come 
in." And they timidly walk in. I tell them to have 
a seat and bring over menus. I give them a . 
cheesy smile and tell them that the waitress will be right 
with them. I ask they if they would like an adult beverage. They 
laugh and order two beers; I walk away, thinking they must be 
from uptown, near Tulane. 

Jewel's Tavern, a gay bar down the street, 
must be having a party or something. All the 
queens are out. Here comes a "Feather Queen" 
covered from head to toe in pink feathers, being 
escorted by a "Leather Daddy" with his ass 
hanging out. The tourists are amazed at the 
spectacle before them. You have to understand 
that that is why people come to New Orleans, the 
Disney land for adults. It makes them uncomfortable. but it 
is also their walk on the wildside. 

to her. }{uthie looks around. and l know she wants to talk but l 
tell her to keep it cool. We are still busy, and I don 't want her to 
get carried away. The ducks stand right near her stool and start 
quacking. Of course, one makes a mess on the 
floor. Dorothy takes the mop over to Ruthie so 
she can clean it up, and she does without saying a 
word. A little insight on Ruthie: she is a drunk, a 
native "Coonass" and crazy as a loon, but she is 
also very intriguing. Come on. how many people do you 
know who haw trained ducks who also are watch do2s too? The 

· story is she gets too drunk and passes out on the street and the 
ducks stay with her and protect her from any trouble. cops. 
muggers or any tourist who gets too close. When she wakes up, 
she goes home and starts all over again. Next in comes a couple, probably from Michigan or 

Minnesota. Both are in their late fifties . The poor guy is wearing 
some ugly bermuda shorts and a Mexican wedding shirt. You 
know, the old man's uniform. His legs probably haven't seen 
sunlight in thirty or forty years, and he's wearing sandals with 
those white socks. Quick! Call the fashiion police. the lady, you 
can see, has already had too many cocktails. She is smiling from 
ear to ear and really is pretty. She too has the typical high hair 
sprayed down for a hurricane, dyed some unnatural color with the 
ever-present blue eye shadow and high arched eyebrows. The lips 
are painted so thick that you couold scape if off with your 
fingernail some color I can't make out. 

John , still sitting there watching the world go by. starts 
talking to the coouple at the bar. They order up another around 
and I deliver, giving them some kind of smartass comments as I 
guide by heading to the service bar. Dorothy calls a full order. 
Uh-oh, I must pay attention. Dorothy: "Three Irish, Rye and 
water, three Miller, two Cokes and six Tullamore Dew shots ." 

She is asked by tourists if they can take her picture. 
Ruthie will hold out her hand and says , "For a Dahlah ... Mind 
you, this works for her, thats how she gets by. Some photographer 
from the New York Times put her picture on the front page once 
during a ·'Mardi Gras" piece they printed. There she was, ducks 
and all , on the front page. Wonder if she got a dahlah from him? 

Dorothy and I take a quick smoke and look out the door. 
It is really getting crazy out there. Both of us love this energy. 
We both thrive on it, probably me more than her since I'm a lot 
more irresponsible than she. The deal is that all the bars in the quarter will give her 

one to-go cup of red wine with a tall straw, Jor free. She will 
usually take it and head down to the n~xt bar. But she will also sit 
for awhile sometimes if she is getting too drunk too quickly. So 
th~t ' s why you have to love Ruthie. What.adeal. She will end up 
somewhere passed out sometime tonight.' Who knows , I may see 
her later. You never know. 

Standing at the bar, I call out to them, "I will be right 
with you." They decide to come to the bar and sit. Whlie pouring 
for another order, I ask, ''What's your poison?" The lady laughs, 
"Tenderbar, I'll have what you're having." I say, "Shirley 
Temple." I get a laugh our of both ofthem, and they decide to 
have Bacardi and Coke. 

We are now getting busier. The jukebox is turned up 
and 1.Z Top is playing "Tush." Now working harder, I'm in my 
element. It's showtime. I love this job. 

Down the street you can see a whole group of guys 
wearing old fashioned bras and girdles , garter belts with hairy 
chests and legs, not to mention beards and mustaches, full make
up and wigs witb.P,urses' ha~s pe.rched on top . . They loql-;.like 
Hell 's Angels in bad hos.pital drag. Everyone in the bar' is running 
out to the street to get a look. The guys want attention and they 
are getting it. The couple at the bar is amazed, chins sitting onthe 
bar. It is great. I ask the guy if he wants a date. I tell him I' 11 go 
and get him one of the guys. He is quite embarassed and his wife 
is laughing out of control. It is pretty funny. They pay their tab 
and flip me a 10 spot. I score a good tip and they head out to the 
street. 

Half drunk Ruthie hollers aftne ·th~ she must go now. 
She heads out the door, ducks in tow. Of course , the customers 
are all freaked out but most of them want to know what is going 
on. Sometimes people will try to buy her a drink. She knows that 
we won't let that happen. We just can't let her stay too long. Then 
you can't get rid of her, and she will pass out at the bar. Voice of 
experience; I let it happen, only once. 

I can hear the clip pity-clop of the horse-drawn carriages 
moving slowly down the street. Occasionally, you hear a cab 
driver yelling at someone, anyone, just just to let it be known that 
it is his street, his town. 

The younger crowd starts to hit the streets now. 
everyone is beginning to get more lively and ready to paint the 
town, The Big Easy. 

It's now about 12 am., and guess who shows up: Ruthie 
the Duck Lady. She enters in her usual attire, a Salvation Army . 
evening gown with a hat, a raincoat on her arm and her umbrella 
in hand. "Cher, how's about a drink-y for me, Cher?'' As she is 
hollering, you can't help but notice the ducks following her into 
the bar. Three of them to be exact. Pulling up a bar stool she 
flops down, half in-the-bag. She knows she can't stay long. I 
pour a to-go cup of red wine with a tall straw like usual and give it 

It's now about 1:30 a.m. and time for last call. Dorothy 
does the rounds, and we sell a little bit. I start to clean up. 
Dorothy brings over all the dirty glasses and starts to wash. I ask 
her if she wants to go to Jimmy Whites after we close. She says, 
"Hell, yes. I'm tired and my feet are killing me." We both go into 
overdrive so we can get out of there. In fifteen minutes we are 
walking down the street to Jimmy's. 

What does he know anyway? He can't possibly think that I don't know these things 
already. There was always something needing to be done or improved in my parents' home, but 
why should I have to pick weeds if I don ' t care whether the weeds are as low as the size of an 
ant, or the size of Jack's beanstalk? Why do I have to clean the dishes in the sink if they're not 
mine? And why do I have to fix the bed every morning? I never understood all these things 
needed to be done until August of '97 when I moved out and got my own place with six other 
roommates. 
Living in a house with six other people, with six different personalities and six different upbring
ings is definitely not like the Brady house. This house has no Alice cleaning up after you. 
Washing the dishes of six people was two ways at first because I figured, hey, they probably jtJst 
forgot. But after enough times where the dirty dishes left in the sink become consistent, it was 
time to reevaluate the situation. Ants were beginning to invade our sinks and counters due to the 
filth stuck on the dishware and food stuck on the countertops. Our so-called kitchen, as we knew 
it, was becoming the ants' domain . Let's not also forget the stench that was rising fron the sink 
because of days' old food. I was beginning to understand the " why" in washing dishes as soon as 
they appear. This accumulation of filth was by far one of the things I could not learn to live with. 

Then one day, while I was sitting on the couch watching TV, Randy, one of my room
mates, stomped in the house and slammed the door behind him, cussing at the same time. I 
immediately asked him what was wrong. He then told me that he was playing hacky sack m our 
field of weeds and happened to step into some unexpected dog feces. The weeds in our yard were 
so high he was unable to see the dog's mishap. The "why" in having to pull weeds was now 
becoming a much more viable reason. 

After Randy finished hi~ story of bad luck, I suddenly had to go to the bathroom, and 
that's when I smelled it: mildew.~! had purposely not cleaned the bathroom to see if any of my 
roommates would take the initiative and do it. None of them surprised me. Since we lived in the 
valley, everything got very moist, including our bathroom shower when not cleaned on a weekly 
basis. The sink was just as grubby as the shower with hair clinging from the sides and toothpaste 
caked on the metal fixtures. I think the "why" in needing to clean the bathroom began to speak 
for itself. 

L ater on that week, I called up my mom in the Big Island and began to tell her what was 
going on in the house these past weeks. I told her how no one wants to wash his or her own . 
dishes, that no one wants to pull weeds, and that no one wants to clean the bathroom. What d1d 
she say? After she nearly laughed herself to death, she asked one simple question, "Now do you 
understand?" All I could say was, "Yes." 
I believe that this was my first step into adulthood, which in essence was the most important 
turning point of my life. I am now able to see through my parents ' eyes. My mom always used to 
say, "Godliness is cleanliness." Only now I say, " Sure it is," truthfully. We need to be proud of 
the things w e are bles sed with and by doing so we need to take care of the things we receive. 
I'm not saying that all these events that happened were terrible or that I wish I never moved o ut 
on my own. In fact, moving out on m y ow n and living with six other people, totally different 
from me, were the best experiences of m y life. T here were things I didn' t understand before like 
why the kitchen and bathroom need cleaning, or why the weeds need to be pulled. That was part 
of my childhood, but here and now at this very moment, while I am in the beginning stage of my 

adulthood, I'm finally recognizing and appreciating my parents' wisdom, · 
knowledge, and goodness. Someday, these are things that I to will acquire 
and pass on to my children. 

Talking about the night and how it went while walking, 
we both see that we had a really good night tip-wise. I made my 
$100.00 plus and so did Dorothy. Turning the comer into 
Jimmy's, we run in to Ruthie. We slip by her and pull up a stool. 

The time I spent in New Orleans taught me a lot, mostly 
how much I like the restaurant/bar business. I also learned how to 
be an excellent bartender and a fast worker. The faster you work, 
the more money you make. I stuck with the business for 20 years 
before I decided to really grow up. 

by 

{ 

"Hello, my name is Jeffrey McNierney, and I am an 
addict." 

I found myself in an old stone church surrounded by people, 
all sipping coffee and smoking cigarettes seeming so very .atten
tive. Like all addicts, I never thought I'd end up in a place hke 
this. Throughout the night, the group spoke about their trials of 
pain, denial, and the life we all once led. They were lawyers, 
doctors, heads of companies and all addicts. It was amazing, my 
concept of the grubby crack head like I was was forever 
changed. 

Later that night, it was tim.e for me to pick a sponso_r. A 
sponsor is someone who has f1ve clean years and 1s bas1cally 
your N.A. guru. I selected an old man who sat at the end of the 
long table. He had a short silver ~onytail and a sun-toughened 
face of some sixty years. I said, 'I'd like you to be my sponsor." 
The hard-faced man simply nodded and said, "Tom Matters, 
welcome to the family," as he shook my hand. He was a retired 
trucker and a Blackfoot Indian from the Pennsylvania hills. 

One night he had plowed into a Volkswagen, kill' ing three 
teenage g1rls. All because he was high on cocaine. Twenty years 
later he's clean and had made himself a respected man. Before I 
left Tom, he told me to meet him at sunrise in an old corn field a 
half-a-mile. from my house. 

What could be in that field that would have anything to do 
with my being crystal meth fiend? ~hat did I really kn~w about 
this guy? What had I gotten myself 1nto? These quest1ons 
plaguea my diseased mind, but they were questions that could 
only be answered by the rising of the morning sun. So again, I 
sat and watched the flames dance about the logs that squealed 
and withered with the heat. 

Before I knew it , there it was, the dreaded light of day. So I 
suited up in heavy unfamiliar clothes and began the trudge to 
the desolate field. This is it, I thought to myself, the answer I 
was going to find. 

That morning the cold gray sky was scraped by the barren 
trees on the edges of the corn field. I had never seen a morning 
as bleak and surreal as this, with patchy snow, rows of dead, 
wilted corn, and crows circling like vultures. 

Tom was standing in the middle of the field looking hard into 
the sky. "So what do you have to show me?" I asked 1n a quiet, 
raspy voice. I didn't want to disturb the serenity of the moment. 
After a while, without looking away, he said, "After today, your 
past, your sorrow and what you used to be will fly away as far 
and as fast as the crow flies." Then he gave me a long black 
feather that looked as perfect as if it was just pluckea from one 
of the soaring crows. We then both stared off 1nto the angry 
sky. I needed no explanation. 

For one sweet moment I was free thousands of miles away 
from drugshmy father, or anything e(se for that matter. I was on 
my way. T ere was happiness at the end of my exodus. 



t So Big Bully 

~0 0 0 0 ~ lby Noelill 
§Sl§ 1\d 

I was entering the third grade at a new 
school, Moanalua Elementary to be exact. 
It was a very big school with many two
story buildings surrounded by tall Paper 
Bark and Monkey Pod trees. The class
room I was in was very cool from all the 
shade the trees provided. It made the 
environment very relaxing, which helped 
me pull through the first day of school. I 
did cry the first day, but, with the comfort 
of my mother, teacher, and a few new 
friends, I felt at home. As the weeks 
passed, I made many new friends; they all 
showed me around and introduced me to 
more people. But they talked about 
Michael, the grade's bully. He had short 
black hair, small dark brown eyes, and a 
great big belly that looked as if it was 
going to burst. They told me how he 
would take students' money, tease people 
just to have fun, and make friends with 
people by making them all afraid of him. 

I asked everyone, "Why is everyone afraid of 
Michael?" 

They all said, "Because he has an older 
brother in the fifth wade!" 

Still I didn t understand how anyone could let 
a little punk like Michael walk all over them. It made 
me mad, and. I promised my self that if he ever teased 
me I would definitely stand up for myself. 

The months rolled by, and soon it was winter 
break. Everyone was excited because of the Christ
mas party on the last day of school. Our class 
planned a potluck and free time for the whole day 
with a few games in between. Well, as we had a free 
time session, three of my friends and I were playing 
jacks in the back of the room. (Jacks were really 
popular at that time; even guys were playing the 
game.) 

Well. it was my tum to throw the jacks when 
out of he blue Michael decided that it was finally my 
tum to get picked on. He stared singing, "Noelle is a 
cry baby!" 

Over and over he sang this until I stood up 
and told him, "Better quit it or else!" 

Then he got wise and said, "Or else what?" 
"Punch you!" I said angrily. 

. ~ut ht? ke~t on teasing me, so I got up and 
natled h1m-nght m the face. Let me tell you, it felt 
good. And guess what? The "poor thing" started to 
cry. 

He ran to the teacher, crying, "Miss Omori, 
Noelle punched me!" 

Miss Omori called me to her desk and asked 
me what had happen. I told her everythinQ and I still 
got sent to the principal's. I walked to the'"' office with 
tears in my eyes. Wasn't I supposed to stand up for 
myself? But why am I getting punished? I was really 
confused. 

I entered the frinciJ?al's office. It was the first 
time meeting her, so didn t know what to expect. 
She was tall and slender, and wore a pink dress. 
There was a slight smile to her face. That smile made 
me feel a lot better and more relaxed. She asked me 
to sit down, and so I did. Then I told her what had 
happened. 

When she said, "I understand, Noelle," with a 
soft voice, I felt so much better. Then she told me that 
if I ever want to stand up for myself again to do it in a 
more subtle way, such as talking or just telling the 
teacher. I agreed with her, then sat there in that cold 
chair listening to her talking to my morn on the phone. 

When I got home that night, my mom sat me 
down and we had a little talk. She told me in a kind 
voice, "Noelle, I am very proud that you stood up for 
yourself." I told her that r was very sorry Jlbout 

funching Michael. She understood and told me that if 
eve~ want to stand up for myself again to not use 

physical force. I toldber I wouldn't do anything like 
that again and that I would apologize to him when I 
go back to school. 

It was eight in the morning, and everyone 
came up to congratulate me on my success. Michael, 
on the other hand, just stayed in the comer in the back 
of the classroom reading a book. I went up to him 
and told ~im I was so . He also said h~ was sorry 
and promise ver to anyone's feehngs again. 
From the n, he had man ends and so did I. As 
for his b ther, he's the only ild! 

E-mail and the 
the postCARD 
by Daniel 

Thiel 
Wi th the 
touch of a 
button you can send an 
e-mail and receive a re
sponse in a matter of min
uteS . Why wou l d you spend thirty 
two-cen t s and wa i t days for a letter to 
get to the addressee and never be sure 
tha t the friend , f ami l y , or loved one 
got the letter until you receive a 
r esponse , which could take mon t h s fo r 
t h em to send? For on e simple reason : 
people love to rece i ve pe r sonal mail. 
The t r ad i t i on of letter writing h as 
s urvived because peop l e l ike to g i ve 
a n d r ece i ve , to have a f eel i ng of inner 
peace, 'to keep in con t a ct with l oved 
on es , to ga i n new friends . Mai l has 
been a r ound s ince Cyru s t h e Gr eat, 
ci r ca 55 BC , when the kin g used it as a 
way to keep i n con tact wit h hi s reg ime. 
Of course, mail i s n o l onger rese r ved 
for r oya l ty ; mai l h a s become availab l e 
to eve ry o ne i n cultur ed socie ty . A 
p op u l a r cu lt ural t raditi on, le t ter 
wr iting is kept around for ma ny differ 
e nt r e a s ons, which I h ope future g e n
e rati ons d o not fo rge t. 

When I r ece i ve a letter fr om a 
l ong dist a n c e l ove r '· my p a lms begin t o 
s weat as s oon as I read the return 
a ddress: The scent o f her perfume 
d a n ces o ff the l etter and do es a waltz 
in my heart. If I d o not have time to 
r e ad the letter right away, a deep fire 
o f curiosity will burn in me all day 
l ong until I get a moment to be alone 
t o read her words o f passi on. The shake 
in her penmanship will tell me h ow she 
l ongs f o r just one s o ft t o uch of my 
lips . I am f u ll o f j oy knowing her 
t ongue li c ked the s tamp f o r which she 
h ad to s acr i f i ce thirty- two cents. Te n 
y ears late r when I move, I might find, 
at the b ott om o f my dresser drawe r, 
t hat l etter and s it there f o r h ours 
rem i nisc i ng . 
On the o the r hand, when I receiv e an 
e-mai l from a distant l over, I receiv e 
noth ing but he r ~ords . I I s t i ll love tc 
rea d he r words o f passi on a nd yearn for 
a no the r l ong moonl i ght bea c h advent u re 
t ogether . ) The words printed in • Times • 
f ont , with only the occasiona l italics 
t~ add a lit tle spice to it , seem t c 
miss t he mark when a i mina at mv hear t . 
When the spice of an e-m~ i l lo~e rela
t i onship is ~one, there is no r omance ; 
t h e r e is ncth i n~ tc tuck awav in the 
bot t om of y our ~cck jraw fe r- memories. 
Ten y ea r s jcwn the r oad , when y ou are 
movi ng and emptv i na a ll o f vour seeks 
int o a box , v ou- wi i l n ever h ave a 
c hanc e t o re~ember that on e s pec i al 
summe r o f you r :{ou th . 

Wh en I come home fr om a h ard dav 
at s chool to a l onely h ouse and t h e ~ 
a n s wering machine light is no t fl ash
ing , it i s nic e t o find a pers ona l 
letter fr om some one s p ecial t o b re a k mv 
l oneline ss. I t g i ves me a s e ns e o f -
inner peace t o know that I am n o t a l o ne 
in this big scary wo rld, t o kn m"· that 
s omeone cares about me. E-mail is good 
f o r the same purpo se o f f e elina l oved 
bu t on a diff e r e nt lev el than ~ lette r. 
E-mail is mostly busines s o riented, and 
it d oes n o t hav e the pers onal t o uch oj 
a hand-written n o te. When there lS 
no e-mail on the computer or 
l~tte+ in the mail box, I 
f1nd 1t is comforting to 
resurrect a letter from 
someone I have not wr1tten 
to or heard from 1n a long 
t1m~ .. I usually, re-read and 
rem1n1sce over 1t, then re
spond to the person who 
wrote 1t, m~ybe return some 
of the ~app1ness she brought 
me a wh1le back. 

When I left my family long ago in 
Germany, I did not want to be left out 
of their thoughts and memories, so I 
wrote letters and postcards to them 
periodically and in return I would get 

DeaTH 
pictures, letters, and newspaper clip
ping s a b ou t all the act i vi ties g o ing 
on i n my fam i l y ' s community. Nov..: with 
e-mail , I can k e e p in tou c h with my 
cous i ns with no problem, b u t I do miss 
the trip to t h e ma il box . Most of all , 
I mi ss pu t ting the re s t of the wor l d 
on h o l d while I t r a ve l home throug h 
that thirty - two cent t rave l ti cket and 
retu r n to whe r e my sou l began . My 
g r andmother always sent me l e t te r s , 
even when I did not write back to her . 
Now that I write more of t en, I real i ze 
that each letter s he wr ote was to keep 
the family t ogether . No matter the 
reason , letters were my grandmother ' s 
way of symbo lizing that s h e loved me. 
Peopl e all around t he world do the 
same to let their f amili es k now tha t 
they are l oved and spec i a l. Letter 
wri t i ng i s a popul ar h uman cu l tu r al 
event . 

One day , I was hanging out at the 
beach a nd a g i rl f r om Canad a star ted 
talki ng to me. I answered a l ot o f her 
t ou ri st qu est i on s and s pent mos t o f t he 
day showi ng her t h e g r ea t spo t s of the 
I sland. Sh e took a few p i ctu res, and I 
gave h e r my addres s t h inking I would 
never hear f rom he r aga i n. One day , 
wh e n I was work ing o n a boat in Al a ska 
a nd f ee ling extreme l y l on e l y ; I r e
ce i ved a lette r fr om h e r with pi c ture s 
o f h ome in it that she had taken that 
day in Hawa i i. It made my d ay , and e v er 
since the n I have became penpals with 
her. If I had given her my e-mail ad
dress, she would hav e had a really hard 
time g e t t ing a h o ld o f me since there 
was n o c omputers o n the bo at, and I 
would not h ave g otten the pictures o f 
h ome I s o d e e p ly mi ssed. Thus, in let
ter writing, I gained a new friend to 
keep me company in this lonely world 
and also got a cure for my horne sick
ness. 

Ano ther reason I l i ke t o writ e 
to people is t o get free postcards. I 
was snow b oarding in Vail, Col orado, 
·when I f ound in the l obby o f my c ondo 
t he mo st interesting p ostc ard. I had 
n o money at the time, s o I talke d t o 
the d es k cl e rk who was a b eaut iful 
person and, after a l ong and interest
i ng conve r sati on , ma d e a d ea l with 
her . If s h e gave me s i x f ree p ost
c ards, I would s e n d h er six p ostc ards 
f rom Hawai'i, no strings a t t ach e d . 
Yes t e r day I sent her n umber t hree o f 
six , a nd f :::>r every postca rd tha t I 
h ave sent h e r, I h ave immediat e l y 
received a beautiful postcard i n re 
turn. The r e is no way that I cou l d 
have gained th i s type o f f r iendship 
through e-mai l, or gotten free p ost
cards . 

Wit h t h e popular i zati ~n : f 
2-mail , ma ny people thc.uaht that s c c i-
2ty ~au l d step sendi na l~tters and 
pcstca r ds . E-mail i s ;re~t : We can 
communi ca t e ~i th any ;ne in the wcrld 
~ithin mi n utes . We can r espond immed i 
a t e l y t o t he other p a rty a n d no t h ave 
to ~a it f o r the pos tal s e r v i c e t o 
convey our message. Bus i nesses can 
move and e xpand a t ph e n ome nal s p eed 
'.d th the use o f e -mail. The mi l i t a r v 
also can operat ~ muc h mo r e effi c ien~ ly 
with the spee d and conveni e nce o f 
e-mail . 

But as writer Debo rah Tannen has 
suggested, NWriting is hard t o begin
it's much easier t o return a pho ne 
call o r check e -mail f o r messaaes-but 
once underway , if it's go ing well, 
it's joy, exhilaration, intense plea
sure.• Society has n o t st opped writina 
letters . Hopefully, our future genera~ 
tions will keep the cultural event of 
personal letter writing alive. Letters 
give us a sense o f belonging and a 
feeling of security in a dangerous 
world. Letters connect us with family, 
create new friends, and take us to any 
place in the world with the help of a 
person willing to donate thirty-two 
cents for the adventure. 
The invention of e-mail will not be the 
death of the letter or the postcard if 
our children are taught the value of 
personal connection. Letter writing is 
and has been for a long time a popular 
cultural tradition because simply 
people love to receive personal 

0 0 0 0 



forehead. Her eyes squint in confusion. 
~./ "What do you mean there's a fire over there." It 
, / was a statement, not a question. "David, I saw you running 

lr 
~

0 _ back there before," she says sternly. 

cal pain. l 'm totally screwed! 1 feel tears begin to well up. 
My eyes water. Most of the firemen have grabbed their hoses 
and are already attacking the fire. The fire chief and Mrs. 
Brandt begin to talk. I am too far away to hear their dialogue, 
but I watch, riveted, with nervous interest. Surely she has 
told him that the neighbor's son was messing around back 
there. I can't move. What can they be talking about for so 
long? They look over in my direction. My heart stops. I look 
away instinctively. Why did I look away? I'm such an idiot. 
That's it, I'm totally dead. !start to cry. I stand with my back 
against the red brick of my garage and cry silently. The tears 
stream down my face. My nose runs. It's as if my whole face 
suddenly becomes liquid. Great! Now, I'll look like a little 
girl for my intetTogation. What will I tell my parents? Oh, 
man, my parents. I never even thought of that. I have lost my 
sense of time. Has it been minutes that I've been standing 
here? Seconds? Hours? Then I hear the frre trucks start up 
their engines, and a minute later, they both drive away. 

m e OOuS "Yah, urn, I thought I saw a fire there before, but 

/ 6 rn ' f fl A ./ there's definitely one there now." y ·L/aVta .JVLeyer / ~ Mrs. Brandt disappears into the back to call the 
fire department, and I slink away, head hanging, resigned 

I live in Timonium, Mary_land, ne~ Baltimore, w~ere that I am in trouble. I go off to stand behind my garage in 
the rest ofthe East Coast oozes hke bracktsh water down mto shame. I'm dead. She totally knows I set it. She even saw 
the South. The Preakness, the third leg of horse racing's Triple me oo back there before. I have a knot in my stomach. 
Crown, is run ten miles away. Timonium is all green grass ~ Two fire en!:!ines anive in . a whirl of sirens and 
and springtime. Children ridetheir shiny chrome dirtbikes to clatter. Instinctively, I take a further step back behind the 
the pool. A boy throws a muddy tennis ball lazily against a garage. A fireman jumps off his perch on the back of the 
pockmarked garage. There are rolling hills and suburban truck and barks out commands loudly before walking over 
homes. to where Mrs. Brandt is standing on the driveway. His fire 

It is 1981. I am in junior high school. I am short and suit is bright yellow, with discolorations, and what look like 
awkward, and I wear black concert tee shirts to school, though grease stains checkering the torso like spots on a cow. My 
I have not yet been allowed to attend a rock concert. And, main impression of him, though, is that he is tall: a sequoia 
like all adolescent boys, I think of girls and of burning things, standing after a storm. He towers over Mrs. Brandt as he 
not necessarily in that order. approaches her, and he would most certainly tower over me. 

My front lawn is neat and tidy, like most in My heart pounds like a sledgehammer. My stomach aches. 
Timonium. A private drive meanders between our house and Should I go over to them? Why would the innocent Samari
the neighbor's, the Brandts', like a great gravel serpent. Lo- tan who discovered the fire be hiding in shame behind his 
cust trees line both sides of the drive, like so-many ancient garage by himself? Surely, my cowardice will incriminate 
soldiers, frozen in a contorted attention. A lone weeping wil- me, if I'm not dead already. I mean she saw me go back 
low tree, like a giant pineapple in the corner of the yard, sits there. 

To this day I don't know what Mrs. Brandt said to 
the fire chief. Maybe she had problems enough with her son, 
and so she took pity on me, hoping the world would do the 
same for her Eric when the time came. Maybe she liked me. 
Maybe it was just the neighborly thing to do. Perhaps she did 
it to avoid an uncomfortable existence with the neighbors. 

beside a leaning white wooden fence. There is a great wood- I go to join them but, wincing after a couple of 
pile in our backyard and a huge oak tree where my father's steps, retreat instead to the garage. Again I try. Aw, man! 
Siberian husky howls away the hours, wheezing dreadfully My legs won't even work. My fear feels almost like physi
but never once lessening the slack on his own collar. 

Two thirds of an acre of woods burned that day. And 
though that day is long in the past, perhaps I still feel a little 
guilty about it. And perhaps also I am just a little bit more 
forgiving of others' misdeeds because of that day; because 
we have all set our fires, and we should all have our Mrs. 
Brandts. We should all be so lucky. 

Behind our house, however, civilization recedes 
away, and the woods slowly begin. They fight against a sparse 
carpet of grass for control, like humans and insects constantly 
battling for the same kitchen floor. But, next door, behind the 
Brandts' house, that is different territory. That is the woods 
where the Indians used to build frres and cook their food. For 
an adolescent boy with a lighter, there is no more sacred than 
this place. 

Many a day, I would take a lighter, and set off for 
deep in the Brandts' woods, on the farside of their house, 
where the trees form a canopy. There is no grass there, only 
decomposing amber leaves and fallen twigs to crunch and 
shuffle under my feet. The ritual began the same way a hun
dred times: I would line up leaves and little chickenbone
sized twigs into piles like kindling and set them afire. Each 
time I would burn a little pile, watching it from above as from 
the very heavens, until the surrounding floor of the woods 
would begin to catch, then I would throw wet leaves and dirt 
on top of my little fire, suffocating the flame to a premature 
death. One fateful day, however, my escapades in the woods 
would deviate from their normal course quite drastically. 

It is summer. This day begins the same as the many 
before it. Cicadas sing like a thousand tiny engines buzzing 
in an increasing rhythm to a screaming crescendo. The air 
smells like strawberries. I make a special run to the drug store 
and its forbidden aisle. I stand in front of boxes of cigars and 
rolling papers, corncob sailor pipes, and filtered cigarillos. I 
pick up a bag of disposable plastic lighters wide eyed, like I 
cannot believe they really sell them here, like they're some 
sort of wonderful contraband, and I cannot believe I can buy 
them . 

So on this day, I am armed to the hilt, and I look 
forward to my fun in the woods, even more than usual. I walk 
deep into the woods on the opposite side of the Brandts' house, 
find my site for the day (a little further back this time than 
usual), and make, then light, my very first pile. I watch the 
flame dance, enthralled as usual. 

Then, after a minute or so, I grab some debris from 
the floor of the forest with which to douse the fire. I throw 
the leaves onto the fire. At first, there is a silence. Then there 
is a whoooosh!, like a sucking sound. The fire smokes, there 
is a crackle, like the fire is a creature, choking on its food, 
and then the flame grows. I am dumbfounded. Mechanically, 
I grab more leaves from the ground to throw on the fire to try 
to smother it. This time the sound is a deadening whooooosh! 
It is like thewhole woods has exhaled. The fire leaps up ver
tically. I ~egin to realize my predicament. And then, slowly 
at frrst, I begin to panic. 

The fire spreads laterally with the aid of a slight 
breeze. It now covers an area of perhaps seven by three feet, 
and the flames are now about my height! I go to grab more 
leaves, but stop in mid-motion. Then it dawns on me. The 
leaves are all dry! Usually, the leaves on the ground are wet, 
or at least moist; but these leaves are bone dry. I begin franti
cally looking for wet leaves, but I can't find any, and the frre 
is getting too hot to approach anyway! Oh my god! What do 
I do? I can't think clearly. I grab more leaves. No, they are all 
dry! I pace back and forth erratically. For the first time, I 
begin to think that this fire could do some of the things that 
big fires do: damage property (it is already destroying grass 
and brush.), burn a house down, kill someone?! 

I should run and tell Mrs. Brandt. Oh my god, I'm 
dead! I look back at the fire. It's larger! I should run over 
there and ring the doorbell. I go to grab leaves again, but 
what good would they do now? The flames are now over my 
head. I start to run over to the Brandts' house, but stop. Oh 
man! My mind leaps frantically to and fro, unable to focus. 
What do I do? Finally, I run over to the Brandts' house and 
ring the doorbell. I am bouncing nervously. Come on! Come 
on! Answer! Finally, she comes to the door. 

.. Mrs. Brandt, urn, I think there's a fire in your woods 
back there," I say meekly. 

Mrs. Brandt is a widow with a delinquent son, Eric, 
who wears garish outfits and has grown his hair long. It's 
funny, though. She looks just like one of the moms on the TV 
sitcoms. She is wearing a dark blue denim dress and round 
glasses. Her caramel brown bangs hang straight across her. 

a.l. 

9ut of Control 
by Todd Munesue 
It was a thunderous night, as I remember it. The time was not too late but 

not quite early. I should have stayed at home, for this would be the night I 
learned I was my own worst enemy. 

To start an unforgettable evening, I was served cold chowder, a wilted 
salad, and a rock-like piece of bread. I had just finished a quarrelsome dinner 
with my significant other when she put it so bluntly, "Let's just be friends." 
The dreaded words all 16-year olds must hear at least once in their life. The 
saying is an infamous precursor to never seeing the love of your life ever 
again. I had to leave the scene of my heart shattered on the cold marble floor. 
"How could she leave me," I said to myself, "I gave her all I have." I should 
have left that episode thankful that I could stiil be seen without tears run
ning down my parched face. I should have been appreciative that I had learned a 
great lesson on human relationships. However, the night was still young, the 
full moon looming over my hollow soul. . . 

The getaway vehicle was a 1981 puke yellow Toyota J;Ickup truck . Blazmg 
down the road at a ludicrous speed, I thought to myself, 'Can't this #%%# truck 
go any faster?" I wanted to get home. I wanted to subdue my emotions. I flew at 
warp 9 speed headed toward disaster. I will always rec~ll the site_ of my doom. . . 

There is a place in Palos Verdes known as. the tnangle. It IS a three-lane ~nters~chon_ where the 
lighting is an ominous shade of yellow. The road t_s saturated fr?m th~ l~te evem~g mist, ram, and fog. The 
lane that I was traveling on bowed around a heavtly wooded chff. This IS a hauntmg place where many 
have met their maker. I wanted to slide around the tum, testing my control over the oeast. I think I wanted 
to crash. I wanted people to feel the pain t~at I had f~l~ at the restaurant. . . 

In an instant the back half of my vehicle was shdmg out of control. I could hear the tires screammg for 
a hold on the pavement. I tried to _counter steer, but_ it was no use. My trusty s~eed hurtled over t~e center 
divider leavinQ: me feelinQ: naked m front of oncommQ: cars. Just then the left tire exploded. sendmQ: me 
sideways. I could smell the melting ~im_ and tire as I impaled the passeng~r side into a tree. I remember 
hearing shards of safet}' glass go whtstlmg around my face. In an mstant, 1t was all over. . 

My head throbbed as if stuck inside a blast furnace. The door opened and a good Samantan asked, 
"Did you have anything to drink? If you have, run away. Say that the car was stolen." I could not do that. I 
had to be a man. I had to face what I had done to myself. I waited on the side of the road for the police to 
arrive. It felt as though time had stopped. . 

Then they arrived, like an alien invasion. The police measured the p01nt of 
impact from the first marks on the cur? . They measure~ so many differe~t an9Ies 
that one might guess how they determmed all the vanables they \~ere Investi
gating. There were so many t~ings r~cing through ~y mind that I dtd not fully 
understand the ticket the pohce ofhcer was handmg me. . 

I will never forget that night. My emotions got the better part of me, thus costing me 
a car and the loss of respect after I told my mother what had nappened. After that. night, I 
try to thi~k before I act. SoJ?etim~s it is. ha~der than it sounds. I feel that the expe~Ience. 
that is gained by one negative episode In trme may help you for the rest of your hfe. This 
part of my life is no exception. 

AMBER~ --
bremember aoing to John's house after volleyball, sittina around the pool in his 

ackyard eatlna gossiping, and having a few beers. Jonn's cat hung around with us too. 
I tried to talk to her ana 'pet her a couple of times, but when she hissed and even tried to bite me, I gave up and 
concluded that she just didn't like me. . . . . 

One night, she proved my theory true. I was s1tt1ng next to John, and ~e were laugh1n_g hystencally. 
She came by him and started to rub up against his leg and purred, but John pa1d her no atte~t1on ~nd cont1n~ 
ued laughing. Realizing she was being ignored, she suddenly jumped on ~is lap, look~d at ~1m w.1th thos~ b1g 
brown eyes and whined. John felt bad and started to baby her, even blam1ng me for d1stractrng h1s attent1~n 
away from her! The nerve! That was the last straw! I w~s E~RAGED! I t~ought to my~elf, Amb~fr, you b1tch, 
this 1s war! Granted, I may not like cats too much, but th1s feline was a selfish, snobby, Jealous w1tch! 

One Sunday night, we were outside doing our usual thing when SHE.came out. She followed ~er 
routine: rubbed John's leg, jumped on his lap, hissed at me, then went back 1n the house. The only thrn~ 
different this night was that I decided to follow her. I excused myself and .entered the house. Remembenng 
that John said Amber liked to hang out in the laundry room, I headed stra1ght for there. . 

As I entered the room, I saw her s~ting on the shelf. We caught each other's eyes and JUSt stared. I 
closed the door and said, "What you gonna do now, Amber? It's just you and me, baby. No-o-o John." At that 
moment I felt as if she could understand everything I was saying and I expected her to actually answer back. I 
really had no idea what I was going to do. All I knew was I wasn't going to physically h~rm her ~ut just .wanted 
to teach her a lesson. Suddenly she started to run frantically around the laundry ~oom hke a ch1cken ~1thout a 
head. In shock, I just stood back and waited for her to stop. Eve~tually, s_he ran 1n the washer. I hu~ned and 
slammed the lid on her turned off the light and closed the door, JUst leav1ng a crack. As I was walk1ng away, I 
snickered "Ha! Got yah. Just go to sleep: Don't worry, I'll tell John you're in here, if I remember.': I felt on top 
of the wor'ld! Like a mother who just punished a brat or like a kid who got the bully in trouble. A w1nner! A 
champion! 



W ise 
ords by Travis Muraoka 

~~set!" shouted the fi e r c e looking ~unman 
Wlth pu1s1ng, blood shot eyes .. Th n 
slowly the ~x4 runners took the1r. as~. 
EeEt1ng Ros1t1on be~1nd the start1ng 1ne 
t~e0fi~~ei. 0 riaRg~~ ~a~vE~emf~sErfE~g~hrE is 
gu~ would exp o e a loug banq or t e . 
I~ 7 statehtrac meet~held at Ka1se~ H1gh 
Sc ool. T 1nk1ng bac 

1 
I remembered how 

be1ng there was poss1 e . 
He was thirty two y ears old, 5'9" and in terrific shape. 

Wi t h bar e l y any wrinkles o n his face, he showed no intenti on o f 
madness. He was alwa y s c alm. Ross Shimabukuro was my best 
physi c al edu cati on tea c her and coach. Mr. Shimabukuro did no t 
mind being called "Shima," so everybody called him by that name . 
He was a big influence o n no t just me, but on a l o t of o thers as 
well. "Strive for your goal s, do your best, work your hardest , 
and everything will fall ~n place, " is what he said . He also 
said, "If you lose, then at least you can tell yourself you gave 
it your best shot . 

During the first week of off icial track practice, I would stay 
in my weight lifting class right after sixth period , lifting 
everyday after school. The weight room was like no ordinary high 
school weight room on Kauai. It was not located in the gym but 
right next to the track. The aroma of the just washed and vacu
umed carpet was welcoming . The maroon color did not leave a dead 
feeling in the room but instead a welcoming feeling. Fans in 
every corner blowing cool air gave terrific circulation for a 
work out . 

MTravis, what are you doing?" questioned Coach Shima. Puzzled 
by his ques tion I said, uworking out my arms so I can save energy 
for track p r actice." · 

MOkay , a fter that, do some sets of power cleans." 
MBut Coa ch Shima, I'll be tired for practice.* 
Mit will do you good in the end, you will find out, " enforced 

Coach Shima. 
After whining to him, I just went a head and did wha t he told 

me to do. Af ter finishing bicep curls I heade d on to the power 
cleans . Stack i ng a 45 a nd a 25 pound p late on e a ch side of the 
45 pound bar, I lifted the bar from the ground, up t o my chest. 
While powe r c l eaning 185 pounds wi th fast consistent r epg, I 
heard a r e mark behind me . 

MTrav is, g o at a st eady pac e and work on y our form, not t he 
weight. You'll know the r i ght t i me to increas e the we i ght , " s a id 
Coach Sh i ma . 

I did not qu estion him, even t hou gh I was b are l y s t r aining 
while power cleaning 185 pounds . I know he' s a man o f wi s dom and 
his words s hou ld not be taken f o r g r a nted. Decreas i ng t he 
weight, wor k i ng on my pace and my fo r m, I worked my se lf to a 
heavy weight of 225 pounds in two weeks. 

Every day about 45 minutes before practice , I would practice 
running hurdles. Not just paying attention to my speed, I slowed 
down and worked on technique. Later on, my speed increased as my 
form got near precise. 

Pract icing hurdles for a long time increased my stamina for 
the 4x4 relay race. The 4x4 consists o f four men running one lap 
each while passing a baton to the next runner. This race was the 
hardest race ever known for high school track meets. Technique 
from hurdles and especially the extra time doing power cleans 
helped me run a strong race in the 4x4 . 

While the 4x4 team worked themselves from the bottom of the 
pile to the top, without losing a race, we were number one in the 

A New 

Kauai Interscho lastic Federa tion (KIF ) . After b r eaking the KIF record 
for the 4x4 relay, our team was ready for the biggest challenge of our 
life, the 1997 State Track Meet. 

•sang ! " With no warning the hammer slammed into the back o f the 
blank bullet, filled with gun powder. Leaving'a misty, potent cloud 
of s moke lying st ill in the air , the runners sp~d t hrough the turns. 
Pay ing no attenti o n t o who was watching, only one thing were on the 
competito rs minds and that was first place. 

·wow! " Shouted out the crowd when first leg runner, Roy Simao , 
t ook over t he f as test 4x4 team in Hawaii , which was a c ompetito r o f 
Punahou Hi gh Sc hool . Standing a t fi v e fe e t, sev en inches and weighing 
15~ po unds, t h is young man was no quitter . Wo rking out e v ery day i n 
t he weight room made his fragile Filipino -Po rtuguese body turn into 
meat. 

Coming in first in the firs t lap, the Kauai High team shouted their 
lungs o ff, • Go! Keep it up! Three laps left ! Hold in there ! 

Kelly Ueo ka, a 5 ' 11 " Japanese young man did not have just speed , 
but brains t oo . He sped with all his mi~ht once the brand new bat on 
was in his c lammy hands. Go ing at his maximum speed , giving 11 0 
percent , he began t o fall behind . Fro m fi rst to third place . It 
seemed li ke a flash . But he never gave up. At his last turn, I got 
ready f o r my final lap competing. I tho ug ht to myself, this is what 
it all comes down to . Then quickly, I was ready to get the band o f f . 
No tic ing a big crowd o f runners getting ready to run t oo , I fe lt like 
a sardine in a can. No where to go but straight until the lane opens 
for merging. 

The sweaty , maroon baton was now transferred from Kelly 's hand to 
my O'Nn . Expl oding down the lane, I bad a chance to get into the 
inside lane but I collided with a r unne r. Noticing a Punahou runner 
getting up from the ground, bad ideas filled my head. Repeating in my 
head, like a CD skipping, were the thoughts of whether o r not it was 
my fault o r if I bad caus ed the team to be disqua lified . Trying to 
b lock out those awful thoughts, moans and grunts came from behind like 
a pack of beasts . Two competitors passed me like one car taking over 
another. One of them was the Punahou runner . Giving my best to try 
and catch up , I failed. When my last turn came , I found myself on the 
straight away. Two peopl e beside me crept up l i ke a cat trying to 
catch a mouse. Keeping my pos ition in fifth pla ce, I handed the baton 
to the anchor man, Nik Daubert . He was skinny a nd fra gile, but thi s 
5'10• young man had pure s p e ed in running. It was all natural . No 
lift i ng weights, just p ure spe ed . 

As qu ick as l i ght ing, he burs t from hi s s tarting line while pu llin g 
away from t he two other teams that had been c r e eping u p by my s ide. 
Cl osing t he gap b e tween the third and fou r th r unners, he dec i ded t o 
take adv ant age o f h is spe ed and overtak e the runners. 

• o hh!" t h e c rowd shouted terrify ingly after watching a collisi on 
hap p e n b e t ween two runners. Ni k Dauber t had fallen t o the ground 
after bein g bump ed by a Maui runner, who was try ing t o overtake him. 
Qu i c k l y he got u p and fi n ished the race , f al ling fr om third to s event h 
pla ce . 

BrQke n up in tears a nd ma dness, our 4x4 relay tea m lost. We did 
not lose as just the 4x4 tea m, but a s Kauai High School ' s Tra ck Tea m. 
Los ing tha t race wa s an expe rience that will continue to hurt a s each 
d a y goes by . 

Coa ch Shima wa lked up to u s shaken by the big upset and said some 
thing tha t we never thought of . uwinning doe s f e el good, and is a 
good les son, but you'll never learn the real less on until you lose . I 
know you all gave it your best effort, and that is what really 
counts." 

Having been prepared f o r t his race by putting a lot of effort in 
practice got the 4x4 team this far. Withou t Coach Shima 's wise words, 
we would not have had the chance to participate in the stat e meet. 

The last words Coach Shima iold u s before leaving the tra ck were, 
•In life , just do your bes t. If you win, that's a good accomplish
ment. If you lose , you could go home knowing you gave your best. " 

When going through a bitter divorce, life ings for m_y ex-spouse and life in general. How can 
a person I once loved create such hurt, humilia-

pate in school activities, to meet others, to St\!9Y 
hard, and to understand about sex and drugs. We 
knew we needed each other, but we also realized 
the need for inde~ndence and growth as well. 

seems at its worst, but actually it is a new beginning tion, and hatred? . 
when the judge finalizes the divorce decree. The weight Although my son and I were emotionally 
of the world is lifted off one's should¢r. distressed, our Hie went on because we did not want 

any pity. We made a_pact that we would survive 
There are several phases a person goes this ordeal together. Now learning how to repair 

through as she g~s through the process of divqrce. the toilet '!nd garbage disp(_)sal~ \Yeedwacking the 
The firs t phase IS to cry, releasing your emntions yard, prurung trees, and mruntrurung the cars were 
of hurt and anger. The second phase is to confide our new accomplishments that we were proud of. 
in a friend or family member for support. It took In 1997, my husband filed for divorce. The 
me six weeks to tell someone. The thiro phase is to timing was bad because my son was a senior in 
explain to your child truthfully of the situation. high school and strug8ling to ~raduate. His behav-
Allhough my son, an on}y chifd, was fourteen at · b ti hi dr · I 
that time, he still had a difficult time adjusting. The I or ecame erra c an s 8ra es were opping. 
fourth phase is to face reality and begin to move then decided that he shoul attend a college on the 

mainland to ex_perience a new life of hope and op-
on. P9rtunity. In lire, when bad times occur, good times 

My separation began on July 10, 1993. My always follow thereafter. My son was accepted at 
life became a nightmare 15ecause of the shock ana Linfield College in Oregon. We were ecstatic be
trauma. Throughout the separation, I reminisced on cause of its excellent Po1itical Science program. 
memories of our courtship, the wedding day, our In July, my son and I be_gan to prepare for 
first home, the birth of our son, and famtly trips. I our nine months apart. It was difficult since we only 
worried ab$>ut our f1;1ture, our financial st.tuation, had each other to de~nd on. We had many ses
and my sons well-betng. I developed negative feel- sions discussing how important it was to partici-

When I rejoined everYone outside, somebody asked me where I had been. I reP,Iied, "I had a sore 
stomach and you know tiow that goes." After a while someone mentionea that he hadn't 
seen Amper in ~ while. Be}ng the concerned parent that he is, John decided to look for her. 
I heard h1m calling and calling for her. I began to feel bad. Little by little everyone started looking for 
her. Guilt overwhelmed me! All I could think was, Should I tell him? No! He'll get pissed. But I must, it's the 
right thing to do. · 

Good and evil were fighting in my head, and good prevailed. I decided to tell John. Just as I was 
about to spill my guts, he came outside carryin·g her. He was holding her close to his chest and she was 
trembling in fear. Everyone asked, "What happened?" John told them he found her in the washer with the lid 
closed; he said it probably closed on her when she jumped in. As he looked down at her, I expected him to 
pamper her, but to my surprise he said, "Amber, you naughty girl, I told you not to play in the washer. Luckily, I 
heard you crying and got you out before mom put you through the spin cycle." 

I felt so relieved and I thought to myself, I got away with it. He doesn't even know. I felt like a kid who 
stole candy and never got caught. YES! Again I was on top. 

With Amber in his arms, John came to sit next to me. I started to pet her and told her, "Awwww, you 
poor thing. You must have been so scared in that washer. Good thing John found you." She just glared at 
me. At that point, I knew she wanted to scratch my eyeballs out. 

The next night I returned to John's house. I was relaxing in the backyard with everyone when sud
denly Amber jumped on my lap. I thought for sure she was goin9 to bite my nose off, but to my surprise she 
rubbed her head against me and started to purr ... She likes you! John said. At that moment, I felt so guilty for 
what I had done. How could I have b~en so cruel? After everything I had done, she forgave me! I was so 
touched, I wanted to cry. 

I learned a valuable lesson that night. I learned to be a more forgiving person. After all the trauma I 
put Amber throu~h, she still forgave me. I may have taught her a little lesson, but she taught me an even 
bigger one. Shes made me a better person. I never thought I could learn so much from an animal, especially 
a cat. 

The day of the departure, August 29th, ar
rived! The ai!J)Ort scene was exhilarating with forty 
family memtiers and friends who came down to 
the airport to see him off. He was so touched with 
all the attention, fragrant leis, candy leis, monetary 
gifts, and even two focal-style _plate lunches. When 
It was time for boarding, I fell apart. I felt happy 
for him as he began to tread on his new path of life, 
and sad that I wouldn' t be able to see hlm for four 
months. I dreaded the thought of living alone and 

· maintaining both house and yard. . · 
Life went on and after six weeks, it hit me! 

I finally realized that he was gone. The house be
came so quiet: no one to cook for· all bills cut in 
half; no teenager problems; no "Silk Stalkings," 
"Babylon 5," and "Highlander" blaring on the tele
vision. Three times a week long-distance calls pre
vailed on my part. I rationalizeo that the telephone 
was chea~r than an airline ticket. My P90r sori 
was probably wondering, What happened to my 
tougfi mom 7 She was so strong and stoic when 1 
left. 

Finally, it was my tum to rehabilitate my
self, by returning back to school. In the beginning, 
I was apprehensive to get into the swing of study
ing ancf5eing _among students half my age. Havin_g 
an understaniling professor and making new friendS 
hel~d ease the transition, and now sChool is chal
lenging. 
· Currently, I have been ha_ppily divorced 
since November 1997. This painfil ex~rience 
has actually turned into a P9Sitive one. I feel I 
have been given a second chance in life. My 
goals are to find a smaller home and to pursue a 
career in Human Resources Management. My 
son's goals are to become a Criminal Lawyer and 
have a minor in Psychology. 
Although the divorce was traumatic for us, my 
son and I have been able to co~ and survive 
through each trial successfully. We 
have become stronger, wiser, 
inde~ndent, and ourselves again. 
Now looking towards the future 
assures us of our new beginning. 

d.i. 



LIFE ON THE FARM 
Growing up on a farm in 

Ohio made me appreciate the 
most natural th1ngs in life, 
from fre$hness in rood to the 
necessi t1es of nature. on the 
farm, 'tJe we re surrounded by all kinds of 
animals: catt l e , h o rses, d ogs , cat s, 
snakes, ground hogs, squirrels, c hipmunks , 
deer, and all different types o f birds . 
Yo u c ould gather lightning bugs at night, 
or lie back and watch the stars as the 
crickets chirped and frogs fr o licked in 
the backgro und. 

Since we raised our own beef cattle, 
we al~ays l oved picking the most succu 
lent sirloin or tender T-bone . The pic
nics we had looked more like a feast. 
Everything was made from scratch, from 
the pota t o salad to the buttermilk bis
cuits . As my mother took the baked beans 
from the oven , the aroma of sweet brown 
sugar filled the air. Ou r mouths watered 
in anticipation of the first bite. 

Ou r neighbors had a dairy farm sev
eral miles away. When I spent the night 
·with my friend, we would get up early to 
bottle feed the baby calves. They were 
separated from their mother so their 
mother's milk could be used t o sell at 
area stores and to be delivered later by 
our milk man, Mr. Blaney. There were many 
cats, as many as a dozen or more that 
would frequent the barn. Not only did 
they keep the mice population down, but 
they loved the creamy rich milk they would 
receive as their reward. 

When we finished milking and feeding 
the calv es, my friend and I would race 
down the hill to the barn where a huge 
cooler was kept. It housed all the milk, 
keeping the milk ice cold . We took our 
gallon milk jugs and dunked them into the 
cooler . The milk wa s s o rich and creamy 
we had to separate the cream on top with 
our bare hands. Later, churning for hours, 
we would make fresh homemade ice cream. 
It was delicious. 

There were many Amish families that 
lived several miles away. Using no elec
tricity, they were taught early on to 
live off the land and to travel only by 
horse and buggy. They worked from morning 
to night. We would often go to their fam
ily-run store to purchase homemade cheese 
or goat's milk. The cheese was rich and 
full of flavor. They also raised honey 
bees. The honey would drip slowly into 
the mason jars straight from the honey 
combs. Sweet and delicious! 

During the summer on Sundays, my 
mother woul d load us all in the car to 
visit our grandmother's farm on the out
skirts of town. The green rolling hills 
and running streams s urrounded us . When 
~e arri 1ed, ~e jumped out of the car t o 
say "hell o " and raced 0 ff ·t o our next 
adv enture t o disco. er the unknown . Once , 
we came acr oss a large rock in the woods 
with Indian writing on it. It fascinated 
us. We would ponder how long it had been 
there. My mind wondered endlessly about 
how the writing carne to be on the rock. 

When we arrived back at my 
grandmother's house, my mother asked me 
to go to to the chicken coop to gather a 
couple of dozen eggs. Off I went, down 
the hillside. I didn't see an egg basket 
to put the eggs in, so I pulled out my 
long T-shirt that was tucked in my jeans 
to use as a basket. As I flung open the 
door, I could smell the dust from the hay 
among the hens laying in their nests and 
clucking. There must have been twenty hens 
all lined up in a row. I proceeded to 
gather the eggs one by one, filling my T
shirt to the brim. 

As I left the chicken coop, I heard 
the honk-honk of two geese . One seemed 
angry at my intrusion. He kept coming 
towards me, honking louder and louder. 
His head lay low as he kept coming closer 
and closer. He was frightening me, and I 
had nowhere to run and nowhere to hide. I 
couldn't make it to the door inside the 
fenced yard, but I saw at the bottom of 
the fence a section that was rolled up. I 
didn't waste any time as I bent down to 
escape the angry goose. 

All of a sudden, with the goose nip
ping at my heels, I lost my balance and 
fell to the ground, crushing all the eggs 
in my T-shirt. Slimy yellow yolk ran down 
the front of my shirt and legs. I couldn't 
believe all the eggs were broken into 
pieces. ~en I reached the other side of 

the fence, I looked down at 
all · the broken eggs. What would 
my mother say? Would my grand

ther scold me? 
mind was racing as I 

young adults, rea 1ze e responsi -
biliti es that we undertake when we get 
behind a whee l o f a ca r. Many people ignore 
the rul es o f dri v ing t oo o ften. The media 
info rms us o f man~ tragic st ori es invo l v ing 
automobil e a ccidents that are e ither =aused 
by a driv er being intoxicated o r speeding . 
Many times t hes e a c cidents res u l t in deatt- . 
Most of the ti me it is the innoc ent pe 
who dies o r is in j ured in the a cc i 
Unfort unat e l y , the driv er who wa 
c a ted or speed ing usually gets t o 
spend his o r her life in jail . My 
in a terrible accident caused by an irre 
sponsible young adult who was speeding . 
car accident nearly took my mother a way from 
us. 

In December of 1985, on a windy Friday 
night, my brothe r and I were at my grandpar
ents' home waiting for my father to pick us 
up on his way home from work. My mother 
would ride the bus home from work because 
she was afraid o f driving in traffic and 
felt secure riding the bus. It was getting 
late, and my father did not come home from 
work yet . My mother was getting worried, s o 
she decided to pick my brother and me up 
from our grandparents' home. My brother and 
I got into my mother' s little old yellow 
Honda Accord. My mom was a very good driver, 
although she would only drive up to 
Pearlridge and not further. On the way home , 
my brother sat in the passenger's seat while 
I lay in the back seat sleeping. Ordi
narily, it would take us less then five 
minutes t o get home from my grandparents' 
house. We were half way home when a terrible 

al one to my father personally 
about my mo ther's condition. Later, my 
father t o ld us that our mother was badly 
hurt and needed surgery on her neck. Since 
my bro ther was sit ting in the front seat, 
the doc t o r r ecommended tha t he , t oo , stay 
ove r night at the hospi t al f o r further 

The paramed ics f ound me l y ing under 
bro the r's seat unharmed ; I just missed 
getting injured by the shatt e r ed glasses. 
don't remember hav ing any scratches or 
wounds around my body. However, I r~ ember 

har ains comin from mv le s 
informed my father that bo th o f my legs 
would get better in a few days and that I 
s hould massage my legs and take Tylenol for 
the pain. According to the doctor, my legs 
hurt because I was found rolled liked a 
basketball behind the passenger's seat. As I 
walked, these sharp pains felt like needles 
poking my skin, travelling down from my 
waist to my feet. I felt like a walking 
zombie (that's how painful my legs were ) . I 
went home with my fa-ther that evening. Since 
I could not walk , a nurse pushed me in a 
wheelchair and wheeled me downs tairs to my 
father's turquoi se El camino . 

My brother came home the next day, 
but my mother had to s tay in the hospital 
for three more weeks. My fathe r said that my 
mother would have to be transfe rred to the 
Rehabilitation Center, located across 
Kuakini Medical Center, for therapy because 
she had problems with nymbness in her legs 
and arms. 

thing happened. After my mother completed therapy, 
~--------------------~~~~~~or at the Rehabilitation Center 

tersection, t 
and my mom dec on her brake 
pedal. Suddenly, a big uBOOM!" and 
a loud scream. A who thought that 
my mother was going to run through the 
yellow light crashed into our car from 
behind. (Later, police records showed that 
the young man who had hit our car from 
behind was speeding; he was driving approxi
mately 50 miles per hour in a 35 miles per 
hour speed zone. According to the police, we 
were lucky that we were not hit by other 
cars; since our car was hit very hard from 
behind, our car ended up on the opposite 
side of the road. ) 

The next thir1g I kne·,, I '"'as l y ing do•.•m 
on a hospital bed in the Emergency Room a t 
Kapi o lani Medical Hosp ital. I r emember 
·.va king up feeling really co ld; I shivered s o 
hard that I felt like a human popsicle. When 
I woke up, my brother was sitting close t o 
me with his long fmgers stroking my hair. As 
I looked up at my brother, I noticed 
scratches all over his face, arms and legs. 
At that point, my brother informed me about 
the terrible accident that we were involved 
in. I remember crying hysterically and 
looking for my mother. I made my brother 
cry, too, as he held me tight. Then, my 
father came into the recovery room and 
hugged my brother and me. 

At this time my mother was in the Emer
gency room. We had no information about my 
mother's condition. Less than an hour later 
the doctor came into the recovery room and 

0 0 

family that my mother could not 
to her limited abilities. 
ther is v ery weak and has 

The young driver who caused the acci
dent was 21 years old. He was not hurt from 
the accident and was discharged from the 
hospital the day following the accident. The 
young man caused the accident, and yet did 
not suffer and can continue to live his life 
normally. 

As for my family, my mother has to 
suffer for the rest of her life with the 
weakness and stiff neck she suffered in the 
acc ident . My father, brother and I have had 
to suffer al ong wi th her, simply because we 
·,.·ere innocent people ·...:he •,.•ere or1 the road at 
the ,,:r ong time. 

The accident that occurred 12 y ears 
ago has taught me a lesson about dri v ing 
that I hope o thers will learn als o . I am 
aware that I am full y responsible f o r others 
on the road once I get behind a wheel 
car. Each tim$-~~~--~--~~-Q_.~ 
first thin 
belt. 

sure 
aware 
within 
myself to s a 
result of being in this accident, but I also 
taught my cousins and friends about the 
responsibilities they should be aware of 
when behind the wheel of a vehicle. I only 
hope that others will not have to experience 
an accident to realize the responsibilities 
of a good driver. 

C) 0 
scurried up the hillside to the house. There were no eggs left to gather for the trip 
home. I kept going up the hill as the yolk continued to run down my arms and legs. 
It smelled awful and felt very sticky. I kept blaming the goose. After all, if it 
weren't for him, I wouldn't be in this mess or having it running down the front of 
me! 

As I approached the house, my mother and grandmother took one look at me and 
started laughing so hard I heard an echo c9ming off the barnwall. NWhat happened to 
you?* they asked. As I started to explain, my mother grabbed the garden hose 
alongside the porch and rinsed off my arms and legs. I took my T-shirt off gently 
over my head as my grandmother handed me a towel. 

I felt so foolish that I vowed I would never gather eggs again. On the way 
home, my mother stopped by the grocery store to buy a dozen eggs. I sat waiting 
patiently in the car for her to return. It was another blow to my ego. 

The things I miss the most about living on the farm are the simplicity and the 
even pace of everyday life. Things · were rarely repetitious, and there was always 
something new and exciting happening in our c ommunity. I mi ss helping my mother bake. 
It seemed like we were in the kitchen for hours on end trying out new recipes, some 
of which I still enjoy today. After a long day, I would often find comfort by getting 
on one of my horses and ride for hours on end. It would set my mind free and kept me 
in touch with nature. · 
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A Day Of Chaos by Zi You Nu Shen OUER in 

I was the Statue of Liberty. I was made out of plaster 
stone by eight students at Central Art University in Beijing, 
China, and it took them a whole week to sculpt me. To 
those billions of students, I represented the freedom that 
they desperately longed for. For display, they put me in a 
prominent place in Tian An Mien Square from May till 
June 4th, 1989. The people of this country respected me 
very much, especially the college students. They were 
brave against their 

government as they strove for freedom and human 
rights. The student leaders hoped to discuss some important 
questions with the government, but their requests were 
ignored. Nevertheless, the students made their own 
appointment by sitting in Tian An Mien Square without 
eating, waiting until the government showed up. Unfortu
nately, the government did not care about the students 

and fmally decided to control the situation using 
weapons. Is this a good government in which the parents of 
the country tum guns on their children? 

Those innocent students sat unmoved in Tian An 
Mien square for nearly a month without ea-ting. Their 
health declined and many got sick. But that was the least of 
their problems. The sound of gun fire broke the silence of 
the dawn on June 4, 1989. My body was destroyed by the 
tank, but my spirit was still in the sky. The army was 
ordered by the ·government to come into town from Fu 
Xing Men and then divide their forces into several groups 
and take control of the town, primarily Tian An Mien 
Square. Each of the soldiers acted like a wild wolf. As long 
as they saw a light in a window, they took aim and shot it 
out. Many common people got hurt. Meanwhile, some bad 
people acted with the government and helped in the 
destruction. When the army reached Tian An Mien Square, 
they launched the tear-gas grenades to chase the students 
away. The students tried to run but were unable to escape 
because of the soldiers' control. Others died because they 
were unfamiliar with the route around Tien An Mien S 
quare. When I flew to the An Ding Men district, I saw a girl 
who was afraid that the bullets would go through her 
window. She dared not get out of bed for fear of being shot. 
She counted the shots, one, two, three ... too many shots to 
count. Her neighbour, a very old l ady, was afraid the bullets 
would break her television, so she covered her TV with 
several quilts. Terrified by the shots, she forgot the bullets 
could go through the quilts easily. 

A i sunrise, the firing stopped. The city cried for those 
poor students. Some of those students disappeared from the 
Earth, but their spirits still followed me. Others were sent to 
the hospitals. But as I recall, not only students were there, 

Today, my life is much different. 
When I got married, I sold my horses and 
moved away from the farm. Now, I look 
back on those carefree days, and the memo
ries are so vivid to me. I still long to 
go back and smell the f reshly cut grass 
and see the seasons change. Life was so 
much simpler then . How I long to get b a ck 
in t he saddle a nd ride along miles of 
white fence until the sun sets. How I 
long for those days in the world we once 
knew when time stood still . 

BY VICKI OSBORN 

but many common people were being treated also. The 
patients far outnumbered the medical personnel. Each 
victim dared to be angry but dared not speak it, as the 
government controlled the freedom to speak. At that 
moment, the government could have put anyone into jail. 

The government had everything under control. They 
cordoned off Tian An Mien Square, so the soldiers could 
have enough time to clean the battlefield. Finally the 
battlefield was cleaned, though Tian An Mien Square still 
felt. The whole city was destroyed by the shooting. As I 
looked down at each street, many cars were crashed, 
electric buses were stopped, bicycles were broken, garbage 
was everywhere, the walls and windows of the buildings 
were destroyed by bullets. 

In the morning, that girl went to school. She rode her 
bicycle from An Ding Men district to Xi Cheng district and 
had a terrible feeling when she looked at each street. She · 
could not believe that was the great capital with everything 
in disarray. In her Classroom, everyone was surprised at the 
instructor's hair when he came to the classroom. It was 
burned. He told the class that when he went through Chang 
An Street, the army launched the tear-gas grenades to 
disperse people across the street. Now that it was over, 
many of Beijing came to see what had happened. 

After class, that girl followed people to Tian An Mien 
Square. When they neared the Chang An street, soldiers 
with guns chased the people away. Afraid the soldiers 
would shoot again, many people ran as quickly as they 
could. But some people fell down. Also, the streets were a 
mess. It was hard to get out of those narrow streets. The girl 
could not run. Her legs seemed to weigh a thousand 
pounds. Behind those civilians, the soldiers yelled, "Run 
away quickly! Otherwise we will start shooting!" It was 
chaos! 

San 
by 

Franci sco 
Debra Saromines 

When my daughter was growina up, 1 used 
to plan my vacations w~h her in m1nd. We 15oth loved 
to go on trips, and we've taken several over the past 
twenty years. Every one of these trips was very 
enjoyable and, at times, educational. Eventually, my 
daughter outgrew these family-oriented vacations, 
and I found that I needed a vacation partner. I didn't 
have to look too far or too long. Two years ago, a 
good friend of mine, Priscilla, wanted to go on a trip, 
but she didn't want her husband or her son to tag 
along with her. She was .going to the West Coast for 
a reunion with her former roommates of 25 years ago. 
When she asked me to go, I couldn't pass it up. 

Pris (as she likes to be called) and I have been 
friends for several years. We are part of a group of 
friends from work, who call ourselves the "Lunch 
Bunch." We work together, eat lunch together, and 
play together. 

Pris and I were the only ones from the Lunch 
Bunch who were able to get away for a vacation at 
the planned time in October 1995. Our travel plans 
included a three-day stay in Les Vegas and a stop
over in San Francisco on the way home. 

In San Francisco, our plans were to meet with Pris' 
three friends, all former roommates of hers. One of 
those friends, Beth, put us up at her apartment for the 
entire time we were in San Francisco. I liked Beth the 
moment I met her. Prior to meeting her, I thought any 
woman who would take four women into her apart
ment for a weekend has to be a saint. Beth took it 
upon herself to be the organizing committee, welcom
ing committee, and hospital~y committee for this . 
reunion. On the night Pris and I arrived, she met us 
at the bus station in Sausalito and had an itinerary all 
planned for us. 

The next morning, Saturday, the three of us drove 
out to Sonoma County for some wine tasting. That 
experience was a first for me. Beth told us, "We'll skip 

Later in the afdtemoon, the girl walked along the the winery tours and just head straight for the tasting 
campus of the Chemistry University. She found hanging on rooms." I can't remember how many wineries we 
a branch of a tree a shirt soaked with blood. She believed visited, but I can recall that the wines were splendid. 

Soon after we got back to Beth's apartment, the 
someone died there or at least got hurt badly. 

I hovered above the square; fear, sadness, 
and confusion were my companions. So 

many had known a song, "Soldiers and civilian are a 
family, ·soldiers love civilian and civilian love soldiers too," 
and yet the soldiers were shooting their children. The 
civilians were confused about who or what they should 
believe. · 

At 6:00p.m., everyone was watching the 
evening news. The official report was, No one died this 
morning. The army put down a riot of counterrevolutionary 
¥iolence." People could not believe this news. What were 
the guns for? What was the tank for? Was that the truth? So 
far, people understood what the students worked for. There 
was still hope. The people in this whole society were 
looking forward to having me, the Statue of Liberty. 

two other friends, Kathy D. and Kathy Y., arrived. I 
thought I would be on the outside looking in. After all, 
'it was their reunion. I never once felt that way the 
entire time I spent with these four ladies. They 
treated me as if I were a part of their younger days. It 
was wonderful listening to them reminisce, and I 
couldn't help thinking of my own life back in the 
1970s. Before we knew it, it was time to get ready for 
dinner. lmaaine five women all sharina one bath
room! We managed, of course, in what I would 
consider record time-just a little over an hour. 

Dinner was at a jazz club in San Francisco. 
Getting there was an experience in itself! Beth gave 
the orders: "We'll all ride in one car, but I'm not 
driving. My car's too small anyway." There was only 
one other car available, and that was the red convert
ible which belonged to Kathy D. It seated four 
comfortably, but there were five of us. Did I mention 
that Katliy Y. is 6 feet 2 inches tall? There was no 
way she could sit in the back seat. There we were, 
the two Kathys in the front with their seats all the way 
forward and their knees up against the dash board, 
and Pris, Beth and I in the back. I was in the middle 
with my legs straight ahead between the two front 
seats. With Pris on my left and Beth on my right, the 
three of us had to contort our bodies 1o fit into that 
small space. ln spite of the cramped car, we found it 
was. actually fun to ri~e. around the cit~ that way, and 

. . . . the JaZZ club was deftnitely worth the nde. · 
The next morning, we had another adve'nture awaiting us. Beth's boyfrien9 was going to take us sailing. 

This was anQtht:tr. first for me. I've been on boats before, but never on a sailboat. We drove down to the yacht 
club and met Beth's boyfriend, Bob. The boat was beautiful, the weathe.r was cooperative, and. to my surprise, 
San Francisco· Bay ·.wa~ crowded with :dozens of boats. Everyone was. out there to watch the Navv~s Blue 
Angels perform, but the show was cut short for reasons unknown. It .dtdn't matter to us. Bob steered the boat 
to a less crowded $pot -on the bay, turned off the motor, and hoisted the salls . . Sailing around San Francisco 
Bay was a great $ightseeing experience; The view of the ci!Y.'s skyline .and the Golden Gate Bridge from the 
-sailboat was spectacular. That evening at dinner, we couldn t stop thankin~ Bob for a wonderful .afternoon. 

The next day, ·Beth had to work. The rest of us did the tourist bit: stghtseeing and shopping; After all, 
that's what Pris and I had planned to .do in San Francisco. The wine tasting, dinner at the jazz. club, .and sailing 
were totally unexpected but pleasant surprises. looking back at .this wonderful experience has made me realize 
that I'm blessed with good friends, old and new, like Priscilla and Beth. In 1995, the year of this vacation, my 
daughter moved out to start her ·married life. The loneliness I felt in the beginning is gone for now because I 
have my friends ·to fill the void. My daughter still is a very big part of my life, but so are my friends. Pris is 
planning another vacation this year. Thts time, we're going to celebrate a milestone birthday of hers. Malls of 
America, here we come! 
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It was my- favorite time of year, just 
two days before Thanksgiving. Th~ 
Christmas $eason was aoout Eo offl
cially beg1~. Most,people had already 
Started tfielr shopp1ng. I was try ing to ·.vork 
some -extra hours to contribute to my own Christmas 
shopping. I didn't usually work at night, but it was a 
convenience store, and that meant that it nev er closed. 
It was a good opportunity to pick up some extra hours, 
so I agreed to work that night. Besides, desperate 
times call for desperate measures. 

My memories of that night are so vivid, as if it 
was all happening right now. It's 10:30 at night and 
raining outside. There are no customers and not much 
traffic. That reminds me. I hate to drive in the 
rain, especially on a busy road like the turnpike. My 
co-worker should be here to relieve me soon. Normally 
it is me relieving him in the mornings, and I am usu
ally late. The phone is ringing. I hope that's not 
him, saying he will be late. It's not really a double 
standard ~ I just don't like being here at night. 

»Hello. Fort Washington Mobil.» 
It's my other co-worker, Jon. He's such a nice 

guy. I like to talk to him. uwhen is the next time 
you work? Wait, the schedule's right here .... I'm 
looking .... No, I'm not busy. It's c ompletely dead. Oh 
my God-" 

Out of the corner of my left eye I could see them 
coming. Their images blurred across the window in 
front o f me. I knew what was about to happen. It t ook 
my brain only seconds to calculate this knowledge, t o 
know what was about to happen. It seemed as though I 
had thi s knowledge fore v er-all the time in the world to 
calcul a te what was about to happen-but no time to act 
on it . They entered t o my r ight, vi olently bursti ng 
i n the d oor. 

11 Give it up! Give it up!" I can't believe this 
is happening. There's two of them. They are wet fr om 
the rain. The one clo sest to me has a gun. Is it 
rea l ? It l ooks like s ome t hing you would s ee o n TV. 
He's p o i n ti ng it at me. He i s ac t ua lly p ointing a gun 
at me. 

~~Nic o le, what' s g o ing on ? " I don't even h e a r 
Jon's words. 

11 Give it up! Give it up! 11 The one with the gun 
is yelling at me. They're two black kids, and I could 
swear they're younger than me. 

11 Give it up! Give it up!" The shorter one keeps 
yelling. They are wearing black ski masks. What's 
wrong with those masks? They look homemade, like they 
just cut eve holes out of t-shirts and wrapped them 
around their heads. The only thing I can see is their 
eyes, but the only thing I am looking at is the gun. 

NNicole, what's happening?" Jon, I still don't 
h e ar you . 

11 Gi v e it up !" The sho rt e r one ye ll s aga i n .. He 
is g r owing impati e n t . The talle r one is ye lli n? a t him 
t ::; hurry . 

~~Take it! Take i t !" I am screaming bac k, hand i ng 
ov er whatev er is i n t h e reg i ste r. The shor t on e , t h e 
on e with the gun, he's g rabb ing the money . I d on't 
know if he is actually tak ing i t fr om my h a nd o r f rom 
the c ounter t op. 

11 Give it up!" he y ells again. 
~~That's all there is!" I am crying back. Why 

doesn't he believe me ? He i s as nervous as I a m t erri 
fied , and that makes me even more terrifi e d . He i s 
still standing there yelling a t me. The drawer is 
empty . 

"Do you want the coins ? " I cry, desperately d i g 
ging my fingers into the quar t e r s. 

Then they are gone. And I am still holding the 
phone to my ear. 

11 Nicole, what's going on ? " 
HJon, please call the police.~~ I sob into the 

receiver. 
Oh dear God, I don't k n ow which way they went. I 

run t o l ock the door, s o afraid they might come back . 
I run to the back . I am cry ing hysterically now. I' v e 
even wet my pants, these ugly , navy-blue pants that 
they make me wear. 

Looking back on that night now, I realize that I 
had lost all control. From the moment they burst i n , I 
lost all control of myself, of my body, my life. 

The police finally came. And I finally carne out 
of the back. The officers roamed about the store l i ke 
they were mingling at a cocktail party. They asked me 
standard questions. I gave them substandard answer s . 
They did not dust for fingerprints nor ask me to l o ok 
at any photos. They just wanted to be done with it 
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by Jennifer Tang 

The qir is heavy with the lafe afternoon dew~ and the 
s~n d.arceskon the peaks o the rollinq mountains, As 
t11e q1r wal s out onto the wooden. porch, her white 
cotton dress moves only witti her tootsteps. She sets her 
glass of water down on the raning next to the radio and wipes off the 
arops of water that had trickled aown her arm. A soft chuckle catches 
her attention. She looks up and her lips curve into a smile. Her son, 
who is mastering the art of walking, is finding great pleasure in chasing 
the dog. She steps back and sits on the weatnered wooden stool, and 
reaches over to turn on the radio: "And never knowing what's in store/ 
makes each day a constant battle/just to stay between the shore .... " 
The song knows her story and speaks to her. It is "The River" by Garth 
Brooks that gets her through one of the greatest battles of her life. 

The feelings all come back to her. 

As she remembered the day that her heart was pounding, her 
palms were sweating, her face was flushed, and her hands trembled. 
She was overjoyed with the news of her pregnancy, and yet she was 
tremendously frightened. Question upon question raced through her 
mind (without end). What am I going to tell my parents? His parents? 
My friends? Our families? Out of wedlock? A bastard? Should I keep 
ttie baby? She damned herself for letting the thought even cross her 
mind. That was not an option. But why then, when she thought about 
an abortion did all the questions seem to disappear? Because, she 
thought to herself, it was the easy way out. In her hands, she held the 
fate and destiny of another soul. Could she choose to terminate an
other person's life, just to save herself the shame and hardships? In 
the end it was not a hard decision to make, but a tough one to face: 
"Choose to chance the rapids/and dare to dance the tides .... " 

After choosing to keep her child, the issue never arose again. 
Both families took the news well, her friends did too, and the father of 
the child got down on bended knee. Deciding to keep the baby was the 
easy part of the battle; facing her own self was not. Could she be a 
mother? A guide? A giver? Her ultimate challenge would be to take a 
chance on herself. She needed to believe that she could be a good 
mother and nurture her child into a wonderful human being. Hav,ing to 
turn inward to find the answers and supply such great need would be a 
difficult task. Being the mother that she wanted to be would require 
courage, confidence, and perseverance. If she failed, she would have 
not onlx failed herself but the fragile life of another precious soul: 
"There s bound to be rough waters/and I know I'll take some falls/with 
the good Lord as my captain/! can make it through the morn' .... " 

The task that the girl was about to take on would be filled with 
rough waters, but with God at her side, she too could make it though 
the morn'. Her faith in the heavenly father was strong, and she knew 
that he would not fail her. He was there with her to rejoice in times of 
happiness, stood with her in times of sorrow, and now he would guide 
her through this time of need. It would ultimately be God that would 
show her the days and guide her to the tomorrows. The strength that 
she needed lay within her faith. An almost impossible task now seemed 
possible: "So I will sail my vessel/till the river runs dry .... " 

The girl snap's out of her daze and leans forward to jump off 
the stool. She walks to the edge of the porch and watches. The 
little boy, in all of his excitement, trips over a rock and falls. She 
watches as her son gets onto his knees, sticks his bottom up· in the 
air, and carefully stands up again. He is just beginning to discover 
himself, and she vows to be there for him throughout his journey. 
Waddling from left to right, the little boy giggles and opens his arms 
towards his mommy. Her arms stretch out to greet him with a 
sweet embrace. At that moment she knows what she has accom
plished. The circle is complete. She has faced a situation, taken a 
chance on herself, and achieved her goals with faith. In giving herself 
to her son, she had found her own self. 

already, and so did I. I don't know who left firs t , me or the police. I just know that it took forever to get home. 
The drive home had always been long. You see , my pride would not have allowed me to work at a gas station near my 

home. What if someone saw me? 
On this night though, the drive was extra l ong. I turned on the radio hoping to distract myself. I hardly noticed 

what song was playing. I was too consumed by the f ear that in one of the cars around me could have been the robbers. It 

seems so irrational now, but I feared they might follow me horne. As !watched the windshield wipers move indif
ferently back and forth, I asked mysel f why this had happe ne d. Over and over, I asked myself, never really 
having an answer. The only answer I c a n t h ink of now is s omething about desperate times and desperate measures. 



by Andrea Toki 
----------------------------

---============~'l~==t'f~IC!~l4+:J:.'ii:rr.l drfis Of Change 
It was coming. No one knew of course. 

Except for the weatnerman, or whoever tracks 
these things down. It strengthened throughout 
the night, from a "warning" to a "watch." But it's 
not like we would just sit back and relax as if 
you're "watching" television. No, it was far from 
relaxing. It was far more than just a "watch." It 
was "a sharp, piercing wind." In Hawaiian, it was 
named 'lniki. 

Hurricane 'lniki steered its way across the 
Pacific, plotting out its path of destruction. I, on 
the other hand, was at home reciting my lines for 
a drama club audition for school: the most 
important thing in the world to me at that time. 
It was reported on the news that we were on a 
hurricane watch on the eleventh day of Septem
ber 1992. My mother and I prepared our house 
for the worst, but I thought to myself, "What 
harm could a little wind do?" I thought of it as a 
joke. Now that I think about it, I was very naive 
and ignorant about the world and about life. But 
it all was about to change. The turning point of 
my life had started with the wind. 

Needless to say, the joke was on me. At 
approximately 9:30 a.m., the 130 to 200 miles 
per hour winds of the hurricane moved its way 
north to Kaua'i. Huddled in the hallway of our 
Kapa'a home, my mother and I prayed for the 
protection of God, while my cat clung onto me 
and stared up at the ceiling. And then, it hit. 

At 2:30 p.m. chaos and destruction was 
pounding at our front door like an uninvited 
guest. The deafening sound of the wind ripping 
through everything in its path swirled around us. 
Looking through a nearby window, the lychee 
tree that I've climbed, took photographs next to, 
and loved for twelve years uprooted. That was 
the reality that I needed to tell me how powerful 
and real this hurricane was. 

Outside the living room window I could 
see The Sleeping Giant (Nounou Mountain). Its 
profile unclear due to tree branches, pieces of 
houses, and whatnot flying by. I thought of the 
Hawaiian legend. I knew it by heart. The 
menehunes had once thrown rocks into the 
bully's mouth while it slept peacefully after 
destroying their village. Throughout the storm, I 
wondered if the giant would rise from his bed of 
soil and awake to the -disorder-. - But it slept-with 
tranquillity. Not like the bully that was destroy
ing our village. I knew that rocks would not 
cease it. 

'lniki did anything but cease. The last · 
hour had been a piece of hell, but it was far from 
over. The second half of the hurricane pushed 
against our house like a rushing bull. Windows 
shattered and exploded around us. We ran into 
the bathroom and pressed our backs against the 
door. And then, the unthinkable happened. The 

Just Smile 
by Charlene Anne Rico 

I remember when I was a kid I was pretty 
psycho. I wasn't ever really afraid of anything 
and tended to find laughter in everything. There 
was one incident in particular that comes to 
mind. I was ten years old and my best friend 
Jessica and her family had come camping with 
me and my family in the woods of Pinecrest, 
California. Our families had been friends for 
years-our moms were in the same Lamaze class, 
and all five of us kids were born in the same 
hospital. That summer was the first time that 
our parents ever let Jessica and me ride our 
bikes alone, without the boys, to the public 
library next to Pinecrest Lake. We were very 
excited and felt so grown up. 

As we were riding towards the library, I 
was staring at the back of Jessica's bright red 
ponytail flapping in the wind. It was th.e middle 
of summer and the sun was out, the birds were 
chirping, and my heart was soaring because 
school wasn't going to st.art for another two months or 
so. As we coasted down the hill along the highway, I 
looked towards the horizon and could see the shim
mering blindness of the bright blue lake. I tugged on 
my bathing suit beneath my kid-sized T-shirt and 
yelled to Jess, "Hey! After the library, let's go swim
ming!" 

She turned her head, and I caught a 
glimpse of her freckled face and sparkling light 
brown eyes. She smiled and yelled 
back, "OK!" 

I looked at her and smiled. She had been my 
best friend for as long as I could 
remember. I had always been f~scinated 
with her flaming red hair and freckled 
face. Her mom once told me that God 
had kissed her when she was a baby and 

house slowly moved off its foundation and tipped 
to one side with a groan of creaking wooden 
boards and bending metal pipes. I screamed in 
horror. My worst nightmare had finally come 
true. 

After another hour or two 'of terror, my 
mother and I heard voices outside. Our neighbor 
next door called for us to come to the house 
across the driveway where they had a basement. 
My mother, my cat, and I made our way across 
the mangled back steps and up the driveway 
scattered with branches, debris, and a few live 
wires. 

When we arrived at the basement, I saw 
that five other families were there. The scent of 
candles and kerosene stung my nostrils. The 
best thing all of us could do was get some rest~ 
Extra pillows and blankets were given to us, and 
we fell asleep on the floor. It was a physically 
and emotionally tiring day. A day that would 
haunt me for the rest of my life. I fell asleep to 
the sound· of the howling wind. 

The next morning, I arose to the smell of 
coffee. The adults had gotten up early and 
huddled around the dining room table with coffee 
mugs. At 6:00a.m., just as the sun started to 
rise, we crept quietly outside to see what the 
storm had done. 

There was an eerie silence. Daybreak was 
calm having no breeze at all. There was an 
orange tint to the morning sky. The destruction 
was devastating. Houses that stood before were 
no more than a big pile of wood. Water mains 
were broken resulting with no water for many. 
Neighbors went back into-their houses to save 
what was left of the damage. 

Meanwhile, my mother and I went back to 
the house we lived in for as long as I can remem
ber. The house where I grew up and shared my 
most precious memories with was a mess. Not 
like a mess that a two-year-old could make. It 
was a mess of shattered glass and splintered 
wood, and everything was water-logged. It 
seemed too impossible to clean. Our living room 
curtains were torn out of the windows and cast 
onto the driveway. Our car was damaged from 
flying debris. Our whole house was tilted off its 
foundation like an exhausted boxer who had lost 
a mateh;- I knew 1-woulcl-never be-able te live 
there ever again. 

During the next two weeks, our family 
and relatives camoed out in tents in backvards of 
friends and family. I remember the sound of 
generators and the smell of lighter fluid. Be
cause of the lack of electricity and water, the 
armed services were sent to help. C-rations and 
bags of ice were distributed throughout the day. 
Hundreds of people stood in unbelievably long 
lines to get them. Friends and neighbors alike 

her freckles were the traces of the 
kisses He had left behind. I had al
ways wanted freckles, but I never got 
any. My dark brown hair always seemed 
so dull in comparison, but whenever I 
told Jess this, she'd just laugh and 
tell me that she loved me. She used to 
tell me that we were sisters separated 
at birth and that we'd always be sis
ters as long as we believed . I loved 
her with all my heart back then, just 
as I do today. 

As my ten-year-old mind pondered our 
lifelong friendship, I suddenly felt something 
tugging on my hair from above. This did not feel 
good-AT ALL. I let go of one of my handle bars to 
shoo away whatever it was that was on my head. It 
started digging into my scalp, and that's when I 
started to scream. 

"AUGH!!! JESSICA!!!" 
She turned around to see me waving my 

arms like a mad man. Her eyes were as big as 
saucers, and she started to laugh hysterically. 

"JESSICA!! STOP LAUGHING AND GET IT 
OFF!!" 

I was not a happy camper. She tried to 
smothen her laugh when all of a sudden her bike 
hit a hole in the rode and she went flying. I 
remember seeing arms and legs, wheels and 
handlebars flying through the air and hitting the 
pavement. I could see blue feathers falling down 
around me as I tried to swerve and avoid her, but the 
busy highway loomed to my left and I had no choice. 
Before I knew it, I hit her heap and 
went flying through the air as well. 
The next thing I knew I was lying on my 
back, staring up at the sky and laugh
ing. Whatever had been on my head was 
gone, but it was still throbbing a 
little, my head that is. I sat up and 
looked for Jessica. She was lying on 
my right in a tumble of bushes, on her 
back laughing. 

helped each other out with camping equipment 
and coolers. It's a wonder how a natural disaster 
can bring a sense of harmony to a little island. 

On September 22, 1992, my mother and 
I decided it was time to leave, not just leave our 
house but leave the whole island and family and 
friends behind. We were to move to O'ahu with 
my uncle and his family in Honolulu. Picking up 
what we could save from our broken house, I 
found myself saying, "I hate this house!" I felt so 
much anger and resentment to the whole idea of 
staying in Kaua'i. I don't exactly know what 
came over me. All I know is that something in 
me changed. And a drastic change from the 
country to the city would be hard. 

Actually, it was more than hard. I think I 
was in a state of depression for about a year. I 
missed my family the most. I cried myself to 
sleep every night. School in the city was very 
hard for a pre-teen, "country-jack." My grades 
fell, I hardly went to school, and I had arguments 
every day with my cousins whom I was living 
with. 

Finally, we moved into our own apart
ment. I started coping with the change and the 
absence of my family and old friends. It was 
time for me to live a new life. It was very hard 
to go on with my life knowing that my family was 
a hundred miles away. Each Christmas and 
birthday, mom and I took a trip to Kaua'i. Each 
plane ride there I felt that I've escaped. I was in 
conflict with myself and torn between two 
worlds . . 

On the way home from Kaua'i, I would cry 
each time . . Staring out the window with the view 
of the island slowly getting farther and farther 
away hurt me. I felt like a part of my heart was 
missing. Even now, when family and relatives 
come up to O'ahu to visit, nothing hurts me 
more than dropping them off at the airport. A 
song, a scent, even a simple thing as an airplane, 
triggers my memory of Kaua'i. 

Memories are all I have left of the lifestyle 
I once lived. The hurricane symbolizes a transi
tion in my life. A change for the better or worst, 
I can't say. But by experiencing this natural 
disaster, I've come to realize how fragile life is. 

Our world is filled with so much material 
things that we forget about what's r~ally impor
tant: life. To live and make every se'cond of the 
day count~ Everything. became clear, . focused, 
and real. Life wasn't about how much money 
you can make or how high you get on the status 
pole. To live is what life is all about. To run 
through every obstacle of life, regardless of how 
painful it is. To cry through every casualty and 
emotional hardship. To laugh through every 
hilarious absurdity. 

To stand against the changing wind. 

"Are you ok?" I asked her. 
"Of course. Are you?" 
I touched my tender head and said, "I think 

so. By the way, what the heck was on my head 
anyway?" . 

She started laughing so hysterically that she 
could barely talk. 

"C'mon1 Jess!" I ctied. Sure, I thought it was 
funny, too, but I didn't know what had happened. At 
ten years old, when people laugh .at you, even your 
best friend, it pretty much sucks. 

"I'm sorry," she said. "It's just that if you 
could've seen yourself, you would be laughing too. 
There you were, riding your bike, waving your arms 
like a mad man, with this blue jay on top of your head, 
ripping your hair out! He flew off with this huge chunk 
of hair-it was the funniest thing I have ever seen!" 

I started to giggle and pretty soon, we were 
laughing hysterically. We fell back on the ground and 
dissolved in endless childhood laughter. Cars were 
driving by and people were staring at us, but we didn't 
care. It was hilarious, and we were loving every 
minute of it. Eventually, we got back up and dusted 
each other off. She took my hand and let me feel the 
bald spot where the bird had robbed me of my hair. 
We almost started to laugh again but got back on our 
bikes instead and began to head for the library. 

"You still want to go swimming?" I shouted. 
"DEFINITELY!!" 
Through all this chaos and turmoil that my 

young spirit had to face, I learned a valuable lesson 
and made a childhood memory that will 
last me a lifetime. I learned that even 
in the worst and most disastrous events, 
the best remedy is laughter because 
later on in life, you'll have a great 
story to tell at barbecues. 

di 
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The Big 
On 8a Russell by 

I am luckv. Lucky to have had some 
good childhood memories. My most cher
ished memory, by far, is when I went fishing. 
I started fishing at an early age. When I was 
five years old, I was scolded for not letting 
my younger brother touch my new fishing 
pole. I was told to share. The truth of tne 
matter is, I didn't want to share. I was 
selfish with my fishing pole then, and I'm still 
selfish with my fishing pole now. Don't get 
me wron~: I love· fishing with my family. 
Just don t touch my fishing pole! 

Going fishing is a wonderful pastime. 
Nothing can compare to having the warm 
sun on my shoulders, seeing tne clear, green 
(sometimes blue) ocean, and knowing that 
even if I don't catch anything, I'll still have 
fun. 

I love fishing not only because of the 
relaxing effect that it has on me, but be
cause of all the warm memories I have. 
While growing up, my step-father took me 
fishing all the time. He would make it a 
father-daughter outing. Somehow he would 
always mal<e it seem like we were going on a 
great big adventure. He would start the 
adventure by bragging about how he was 
going to catch a bigger fish than I. Then he 
woula make it a game to see who could get 
all the fishing gear into the car before my 
mother fauna out. Some days we got away 
scott-free. Other days we got caught. Mom 
was always asking my step-father to fix 
something around the house. He would 
rather spend his free time fishing or going to 
the beach. 

We usually went fishing at my favorite 
spot, which was a couple of miles from my 
house on Guam. The coconut trees lined the 
beach. The crystal clean water beckoned me 
to swim. The warm soft sand shifted 
through my feet as I walked to where my 
favorite rock stood. This is where most of 
my fishing took place. I found this spot 
quite by accident. We were having a picnic 
one day( and I decided to try fishing there. 
I'm so gad that I did. It was meant to be
this fisning spot and me. I caught so many 
fish that day that I never wanted to go 
anywhere else. 

Fishing requires a tremendous amount 
of patience. I learn something new all the 
time-how to bait the hook, now and where 
to throw in the line. Oftentimes, I can fish 
all day and not even feel a nibble on the line. 

When I was eight years old, my step
father and I went fisning at my favonte spot. 
I really didn't expect to catch anything 

and a special 
thanks to the · 

MENTS following KCC 
~S!NOWLE faculty for their 

support: 
Jane Calfee 
Leigh Dooley 
Mavis Hara 
Gail Harada 

because we arrived later than usual. My 
step-father had made me a fishing pole out 
of bamboo wood, and I wanted to try it out. 
It was small enough for me to hold but 
sturdy enough for fishing. I baited the hook 
and threw it in the water. I sat down prepar
ing for a long wait. Ten minutes flew by, 
then twenty. I decided to check if the bait 
was still on the hook. (Sometimes the little 
fish like to nibble the bait off, and I'm stuck 
with just the hook in the water.) As I was 
pulling the line in, I felt a strong tug on the 
line. I almost fell in the water. My step
father noticed and held on to my arms. I 
tried to reel the fish in but soon tired out. 
My step-father took the pole out of my 
hands and started reeling it in. What I saw 
made my skin crawl with fear 

Excitement made me jump up and 
down. I had only seen one on TV. I never 
expected to catch one. Oh, what a beauty. 
It was about three feet long (to an eight 
year old it seemed at least six feet in 
length), and boy, was it fighting. The sight 
of its dull-gray color and its smooth skin 
became my reward for all the long hours of 
waiting for a "big one" to hook itself on my 
line. A shark! Never did I imagine catching a 
reef shark! 

As I grew older I spent my summers 
at my grandmother's house in Palau. The 
electricity was only on from six in the 
evening to six in the morning. We didn't 
have a television set. What we did have was 
a radio, but the only tapes around were my 
grandparents' old Japanese songs. My 
brothers and I had to find somethin~ to 
occupy our time so that we wouldn t go out 
of our minds with boredom. Fishing literally 
saved our lives. We would leave the house 
early in the morning and come home right 
before sunset. There were so many good 
fishing spots that we didn't have any trouble 
catch1ng fish. Summers there reinforced my 
love for the sport of fishing. 

Because I spent time with my step
father as a child doing something that I love, 
I believe that I am a oetter person today. I 
had a hobby which I could lose myself in. I 
didn't have excess time on my hands so that 
I could get into trouble like so many of the 
kids in my neighborhood did. Unfortunate\y 
my brothers didn't feel as passionately 
about fishing as I did. 

Today I don't go fishing as much as I 
would like to. Being an adult comes with 
more responsibilities and obligations than 
when I was a child. When I do go fishing, 
however, I savor the moment. Sometimes I 
get so caught up in my busy life that I for
get how it feels being that excited eight 
year old catching her first shark. Everyone 
needs something in their lives to remind 
them how it feels to have the warm sun on 
their shoulders, to see the clear green 
ocean, and to know that even if fife doesn't 
go according to plan, at least they had fun. 
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