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translation of 'ka'imiloa' would be the 'the seeker of knowl-
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This painting was done as an assignment for a painting class. The concept of the painting was based on the axolotl, 
a type of salamander. A lthough the axolotl is a unique and interesting animal by itself, I wanted to portrait it in a wa] 

that is out of this world It was surprising that I was able to do so by simply projecting honey bee behaviors onto it. 
I decided to title this painting "Simple Syrup "because I like the idea that there are sweetness in simplicit:y: 
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"WHAT, only a ten percent tip? Haven't 
these people lived in America long enough to 
know better than that? What planet are they 
from?" I say to myself as I close the black 
checkbook. 

Having been a waitress in various restau
rants for the past nine years, I've noticed 
some alarming and downright blatantly rude 
tendencies sweep through the restaurant 
industry. Diners don't seem to understand 
the trials and tribulations of working in a 
restaurant. 

When diners, friends, or families go to 
a restaurant and sit at a table, they're-- in 
a sense-- renting out a space to eat. The 
longer you sit in a server's section, the more 
money you are costing the worker. 

Customers who overstay their welcome 
are known as squatters or campers. I've 

had campers sit in my section and order just 
a slice of cake and cups of coffee, conduct 
meetings where people come in and out, and 
then leave a $3 tip after five hours. This in
considerate table reduced my turnover rate, 
decreasing my earnings in tips. 

The majority of the establishments within 
the food industry pay its servers minimum 
wage. The rest of our earnings are from 
gratuities. I feel that if the server gets her 
job done efficiently and in a timely manner, 
she deserves a minimum 15 percent base 
tip . In order for a server to earn this, he or 
she should take your order, get your food 
and drinks, and deliver the check when the 
guests are finished. If the server exceeds her 
expectations by being funny, nice, caring, ap
proachable, engaging, honest, and mindful of 
your children, she deserves more. 

Working in the restaurant industry prohib
its me from tipping no less than 20 percent 
no matter how poor the service, and leaving 
alO percent tip is just unacceptable. 

Also, as a server, I hate the question, "Is it 
GOOD?" 

Seriously, what do you expect me to say? 
" I'm sorry but truthfully, our chicken salad 

is four days old and is beginning to taste 
pretty gamy, but if you get it now at least it 
will be fresher than ordering it tomorrow!" 

Yeah right! I'm going to try to up-sell you 
the pricier items on the menu so your check 
total is higher. Large checks usually mean 
larger tips. Usually. 

Food servers as well as sales people are 
judgmental as soon as you enter the estab
lishment. We're able to tell at first glance or 
impression what type of customer you' re 
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probably going to be. 
After a Japanese couple ate and were 

ready to cash out, they handed me the 
checkbook and replied in broken English, 
"Miss, please keep change!" I thought in my 
mind how odd it was for these tourists to say 
that because I was prepared for the ultimate 
"stiff." I opened the black book and counted 
the money inside with excitement and curi
osity. Low and behold, a whopping 14 cents 
on a $24 tab! Fantastic! 

"It's the thought that counts and at least 
they tried," I mumbled to myself. 

If you are a Japanese tourist or look like 
you are from Australia or Canada, we will 
probably give you the bare minimum service 
because we know it is not customary for you 
to tip. We would rather pay attention to our 
other tables and try to hustle for tips there. 
We know we'll get "stiffed" from you anyway. 

There are speed eaters who are by far 
my, along with every other server, favorite 
type of guests. These are usually business 
customers during the lunch rush who come 
in for a quick bite and need to leave in a 
timely manner. Typical behavior of a speed 
eater is to order their food, then as soon as it 
is dropped, ask me for their check. They get 

in and out quickly, I get my tip, and someone 
else can be seated. 

Restaurants also get oblivious diners. 
These guests have absolutely no clue what 
they want or feel like eating. No matter what 
you suggest to them, they can't figure out 
how to satisfy their cravings. These diners 
take forever to put their order in, and when 
it comes out, their food is not what they had 
envisioned. Oblivious diners most times ask 
a million and one questions and hold you up 
when they are trying to decide. Remember, 
time is money people! 

Then there are your problematic tables 
that need your services every other second. 

Once, while working the crazy busy lunch 
shift, my coworker Virginia yells, "Jesus Christ 
man, table 6 is flagging again for the 594 
time today." 

"What do they want now?" I asked Vir
ginia. 

"Shit I don't know, probably for me to 
wipe their mouth for them while I pick 
up the fork on the ground that they just 
dropped," Virginia said. 

A server is not your personal slave or your 
"bitch!" 

We are here to take your order and 

deliver your food so you can have a pleas
ant dining experience. Servers hate when 
guests "flag" or wave their hands in the air 
frantically because they need something. 
We also dislike when you stand up and get 
things yourself even though it may seem you 
just want to help. If you just politely get our 
attention we will be happy to give you what 
you need. 

If you still constantly annoy and bother us 
throughout your visit, some servers will com
pensate for the extra work you make us do. 

It was a slow morning when we opened 
for brunch last Saturday, when my coworker 
Sherry told me, "Table 14 ordered, wants 
his bread toasted and is making like I forgot! 
What the fuck is up with that?!" 

Sherry, upset with being accused goes in 
the kitchen, licks her customer's wheat bread 
and throws it in the toaster. 

"I'll give him his stupid toasted bread" she 
replies to the cooks in the back. 

Did you ever hear of the saying "Don't 
mess with the people who serve you food?" 

People should understand how much 
power a server has in regards to what you 
will be putting in your body. We can "hook 
you up" if you know what I mean. If it is 



our mistake we apologize. We are human 
just like you, so cut us some slack. I person
ally feel what goes around comes around 
so I have never "hooked up" anyone, but I 
have seen my co-workers lick bread, spit in 
food, and throw food on the floor then plate 
it. But the worst was "cracking their straw" 
by flossing a straw up and down their butt 
crack, then gingerly placing it in your drink. 
The list can go on and on about how we can 
customize your food orders, so we ask for 
you to be kind to us. 

Then there is another kind of hookup. 
These are your favorite guests and regular 
customers who brighten up your day. Major
ity of my regulars are older couples who like 
telling me about their families or what they 
did that day. 

Rita and Josh are a prime example of 
why some customers make my day. I have 
become so close with some that it seems I 
know their life stories. Rita is always in and 
out of the hospital because of hip and leg 
problems, and looks forward to visiting the 
cafe when she recovers. When this adorable 
elderly couple dine-in, they get so excited 
to tell me new ventures about Rita's doc
tors checkups and Josh's newest apple pie 

creation . 
I've met many wonderful people and learned 
a lot about them. Hookup tables are also 
customers who tip over 20 every time. We 
remember these customers, and the next 
time they come in, we take care of them as 
best we can. Hookups aren't just judged by 

the monetary value you leave. We may just 
enjoy your company and hearing what you 
have to say. 

So now that you have an insight on food 
service, the next time you dine in a restau
rant, try to be more mindful and considerate 
of your server. We hold the power! 



SAI~MI~k This project was a character and scene creation using vector 
imagery in Adobe Illustrator. We had to write a brief scenario/story 
that created a character and scenefrom our imagination. .. much like a 
children s book. The outcome of the project was to create a scene that 
was drawn solely in Illustrator. I decided to make apoem about my 
character as my overall story. .. 
Character and Scene Creation: 

Character: Saint Milk 
Location: Dairyland 
Personality: I-lappy, I-loly, Caring~ Loving~ Compassionate, Whole

some, Pure, Saint 
Synopsis: 

Saint Jl1ilk is an Angel & Saint to I-loly Cow (Creator ofWorld). He 
was sent by Holy Cow to help create all things deliciously divine in a 
heavenly world known as ''Dairyland". 
Story: 

In the beginning . .. 
. . . l-Ioly Cow said, ''Let there be Milk, 
So that all things may flourish with great taste and health". 
And thus, Saint Milk, an angel who shined, 
Was sent from above to make all things divine. 
With his salubrious nature, so wholesome and pure, 
He sought out to share itfor all to endure. 
He envisioned a tasty, delectable land, 
Where homes made of cheeses in all shapes would stand. 
Bushes of cream cakes lusciously grew, 
While the gold skies were fiRed with yogurts thatflew. 
As the warmth of the Cinnamon Sun swirled up above, 
l-Ioly Cow and Saint Milk nourished Dairyland with love. 



Cigarette smoking is a culture like any 
other culture there is in the world. Smokers 
follow certain rules and worship a higher 
power; which in this case is the brand of 
cigarettes a smoker smokes. The dos and 
don'ts of cigarette smoking are followed by 
all smokers in this culture, but they are not 
to be asked about. Consequently, no one will 
tell you when you are breaking a rule. The 
guidelines are simple to follow. These are my 
top five rules. Smokers read carefully 

1. Don't be a scavenger. 

Cigarettes are not cheap and smokers do 
not appreciate it when someone constantly 
bums off cigarettes. We might give a scaven
ger one, but when a scavenger asks for more, 
he/she becomes irritating. 

If asked, I will usually give someone a ciga
rette. Look at the phrase "a cigarette." I know 
it's Hell when I don't have a cigarette and 
I'm dying to get my daily dose of nicotine. 
I've been there. Heck, all smokers have been 
there. But does that mean a scavenger can 
smoke half of my pack? Hell No! No one gets 
away with that, not even little old ladies. 

Once, when I was smoking near the KCC 
cafeteria, an older lady asked if she could 
bum a cigarette from me. I'm not a rude 
person so of course I gave her one. Not want
ing to grab and go, she decided to talk story 
with me and my friends. I personally don't 
like this. Take it and go is all I want from a 
scavenger. When she finished my cigarette, 
she asked for one more. Again, I didn't want 
to seem rude. I opened my pack and from 
the corner of my eye I could see her digging 

through her tattered leather coin purse. 
After handing her cigarette number two, she 
offered me some loose change. What the 
hell was I going to do with pocket change, I 
thought? 

"No thanks," I said to the lady. 
She then looked down at her palm filled 

with coins and said "Oh, I was wondering if I 
could get three or four more ." 

That was it. My body went into defensive 
mode. I stepped back from the lady and 
shook my head with frustration. I slowly 
dropped my pack to my right side and closed 
the box top. I hoped that she didn't see how 
many cigarettes I had left. 

"Sorry, but I only got a couple left. You 
know how that goes," I said to her. 

She took the cigarette and went on her 
merry way. My friends and I watched her 
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walk away and we began to laugh when 
we saw her approach the next group of kids 
smoking. 

2 Forgotten lighters are up for 
• grabs. 

Lighters get lost and stolen. It happens. 
Any lighter that's forgotten or left unattend
ed is fair game. 

Lighters come and go; even the good 
ones disappear with no trace. Doesn't mat
ter if the lighter is junk, old, new, pretty or 
expensive. If you leave it unattended, the 
damn thing is going to be swiped by another 
smoker. I have many lighters that sprout up 
from nowhere, and many of my lighters have 
been stolen. Smokers always know what 
their lighters look like down to the last detail: 
color, sticker location, scratches, chips, and 
flame height. 

My BiC is smaller then the normal lighter. 
I prefer to call it baby BiC since it's so small. 
It's bright orange with the BiC sticker on the 
very top in the middle. My safety guard was 
ripped off and the bottom is all chipped from 
my friends using it as a beer opener. The 
flame is small, like really small, but it gets the 
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job done. This lighter was my prize posses
sion. It never failed when I tried to light my 
cigarette. So, I was devastated when I found 
out that baby BiC had vanished. This misfor
tune happened at a night club. I, being drunk 
as I was, either dropped it or it got stolen. 
I did not care about how I got home and in 
my pajamas or why there were Zippy's food 
containers next to my bed. Alii cared about 
was my missing lighter. 

3 Smoking is a must after eating a 
• meal. 

Smokers know that taking long drags after 
they just finished a big breakfast, lunch, or 
dinner is like a having desert, but less filling. 

For me and my friends, smoking a 
cigarette after a meal is like icing on a cake. 
Inhaling the nicotine deep into our lungs and 
then exhaling the cloud of smoke relaxes us 
and puts our minds at rest. A cigarette not 
only relaxes smokers, but it also helps with 
bloating. I usually eat without listening to my 
stomach. I will eat everything, even if I'm full, 
till no morsel is left on my plate. This causes 
bad bloating and the urge to shit everything 
out starts to kick in. A cigarette will always 

solve this problem. 

ALWAYS carry an extra pack of 
4. cigarettes when going out drink

ing. 

Cigarettes and alcohol go together like 
Sonny and Cher, strawberries and chocolate, 
Angelina Jolie and adoption agencies ... Get 
the picture? 

Smokers never want to run out of ciga
rettes when they are drinking and believe me 
they always will. 

When I go drinking, I always make sure 
my pack is full or if it isn't then I go out and 
buy another one. When I drink alcohol I tend 
to become a chimney and smoke non-stop. 
Alcohol brings out the urge to smoke so I 
either run out or become belligerently drunk 
and lose the whole pack. Smoking cigarettes 
keeps my buzz and running out of smokes 
equates to a buzz kill. 

This I learned from experience: I went to a 
house party with five cigarettes. I was na·lve 
to think that would have been enough. Chain 
smoking for the first hour left me cigarette
less and the party didn't even start yet. 

"You have got to be kidding me?" I said 



as I looked with disgust at my empty pack. 
Everyone at the party was pretty buzzed 
and street parking was a bitch to get, which 
meant no cigarette run for me. 

In the end, I suffered and sobered up 
pretty quickly. So keep in mind, that smok
ing and drinking is an automatic reflex that 
smokers don't know that they're doing, so 
it's always good to have an ample amount of 
cigarettes. 

5 Perfume/ cologne and gum are 
• essential accessories. 

Smoking leaves a distinct scent that non
smokers can't bear to smell. Have consid
eration for these types of people and learn 
good hygiene. No one likes to be around a 
talking ashtray. 

I have two sets of Victoria Secret sprays 
and a pack of Eclipse gum. One goes into my 
school bag and the other set is in my Gucci 
purse. I don't like smelling like an ashtray so 
I always spray myself and pop gum into my 
mouth after I am done enjoying my cigarette. 

This routine is a must before I go to work. 
I work with children and for some reason 
they have a heightened sense of smell like 

hunting dogs. They can tell when parents 
are smokers. There's this one parent who 
picks up her daughter and always smells like 
cigarette smoke. The after school care fifth 
graders run to the farthest corner from this 
parent with their noses tightly held yelling: 
"Ms. Chantel, someone's smoking and it 
stinks." 

I never really took notice, but then again 
it's probably because I'm immune to the 
smell. Like I mentioned earlier, non-smokers 
of all ages hate the smell of a walking ash
tray. 

Well there they are, the top five unspoken 

rules of cigarette smoking. These rules are all 
learned from experiences that I, as a smoker, 
went through. 

Now excuse me while I go outside and 
smoke a cigarette. 



~ MAI(JA kANA/ 
Honorable mention: Kanai is the winner of the 2010 KCC Journal Award for Student Writing for Ka'imiloa. 

The apartment had magical lavender 
bushes and a very perilous staircase. 

I was fairly sure there were fairies or a 
tiny civilization of some sort living in those 
lavender bushes. Every time we passed them 
on our way out, my mother stopped and 
smelled them, taking in deep breaths and 
smiling faintly. I pretended to also like the 
smell, but in reality, it just made my nose 
itch. But they were full of life, despite having 
purple, strange looking blossoms that didn't 
have petals and leaves that didn't look like 
real leaves. I tried to peer through them 
once, and I swear I caught sight of a shadow 
of a small figure ducking behind a stem. I am 
telling the complete truth; I saw wings on the 
creature . Sadly enough, I never saw it again . 

That staircase was always an adventure. 
Every time we went up that rickety stair
case with those frightfully open spaces in 
between each rusty stair, I imagined what 
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would happen if my feet missed a step and 
felt deliciously excited in a thrilling sort of 
way. It was all fine when you started at the 
bottom, but once you were near the top, you 
could see the ground below, and it was so 
very far. It often sent my imagination spin
ning in wild adventures, in which I always 
saved my mother and me from the evil Old 
Man living downstairs. 

Oh, he wasn't really evil. He was very 
wrinkly, with splotches on his face and a 
gap-toothed smile. His eyes were dark and 
crinkled like walnuts, and his hair was incred
ibly white and seemed to be growing in defi
ance to nature, since it stood up on his head. 
There were too many lines on his face, so it 
was difficult to tell whether he was smiling 
or scowling very fiercely. He was extremely 
skinny, and he seemed much too fragile to be 
always walking around that house, tending to 
the plants and walking his dog Alex. The dog 

stank and couldn't bark. 
We had neighbors 

next door, a lady and 
her son, who lived 
exactly five steps away 
from us. I saw them 
almost every day, since 
my mother was friends 
with the lady and 
we went to church 
together. The lady 
was pretty, but not 
in the way my mother 
was pretty. She was 
pretty like one of those 
people on TV telling the 
news, and she talked like 
them too. She spoke very 
clearly, and enunciated 
each word like she was 
tasting them in her mouth 



and savoring each syllable. Her name was 
Mrs. Sugiyama, and her son Tsuneo and I 
would play for hours and hours. He was very 
tall, had large feet, and a snarky sense of hu
mor, but he was fairly alright. Whenever our 
mothers were discussing something serious 
in quiet tones outside the apartment, Tsuneo 
and I would go mad, playing an insane, 
one-sided tag around the narrow pathway 
around the apartment. I was always the one 
chasing him. We'd pelt down the gravel and 
I'd get so frustrated at his insults that I'd start 
hurling pebbles at him. It was great fun, even 
though my knee has a discolored scar from 
one particular fall. He was a very good sport 
for a ten-year-old. Most ten-year-olds look 
down on you and laugh about how they are 
now a double-digit age, and you are only a 
single-digit. They think they're cool, but they 
really aren't; they aren't even teenagers yet. 
Tsuneo was a good friend though, despite 
being a boy and being ten. He acted differ
ently at school, but when it was just the two 
of us, he wasn't bad. 

One evening, after church, our mothers 
were once again in serious discussion in the 
garage. Tsuneo and I sat nearby, not really 
interested in what they were talking about 

because it was probably about the sermon 
or about something that had happened in 
school. It was only when their voices got 
really quiet when we would have to try re
ally hard to listen, since it would probably 
be about us. As it was, the two of us were 
engaged in our own serious discussion. 

"I don't think you would make a good 
Luke Skywalker," I declared bluntly. 

He looked a little miffed. "How come?" 
he raised a stick he had gotten from the park 
nearby. "I can handle a lightsaber. Luke has 
to be someone cool." 

"I think Ashley is Luke, and maybe you are 
that fat one." 

He squinted behind his glasses and raised 
his skinny arms. "What fat one?" 

"The ... bad fat one. Jabba !" I was a hor
rible child . 

He brushed some gravel towards my 
shoes. "I am not Jabba. And Ashley's a girl," 
he said roughly, and I could tell he was going 
to get sulky again. Ashley was a girl in school 
who was same age as he was but did every
thing a lot better. She was my best friend, 
and I thought Tsuneo was just jealous. 

"We can create a battle arena!" I ex
claimed, in an effort to make him happier. 

"Heh." 
The garage was not transforming fast 

enough, with Tsuneo souring it up with his 
moods. I was quiet and picked up some 
gravel before throwing it around. I liked it 
when he really got into the game, because 
between the two of us, we could turn our 
garage into anything we wanted. Once, we 
even got our apartment to become a castle. 

See, our garage and apartment were sim
ple enough to become anything we wanted. 
I once overheard my mother describing our 
home as a place that may have some wear, 
but it was cozy, pleasant, and well-kept. It 
was smaller than some of my friend's houses, 
but it was where I lived, and I loved every 
single inch of it. 

The garage too, was very small, and the 
best thing about it was that it was outdoors. 
Neither of us had cars, and only guests 
parked there. Come to think of it, it shouldn't 
even be called a garage since there were 
rarely any cars. It should be called ... 

"Let's name this place!" I was changing 
the game. 

Tsuneo scowled . "What place." 
"The garage!" 
"It's already called a garage." 



"It can be anything we want it to be," I 
adored naming things, "It can be the Land 
of ... of ... " 

He threw his stick away. "Let's go back to 
our first game. I'm Luke." 

I scowled at him. His mom was nearby, 
so he wouldn't stamp my foot like he did 
at school. But I was having fun, and I didn't 
want him to be mad at me. 

I scrambled to my feet and went over to 
get the stick. He could be Luke Skywalker if 
he wanted to be. I didn't mind, since I always 
got to be Leia. I picked up the stick, and I was 
just about to rush back to my spot, when I 
noticed that there was a boy on the street. 

I recognized him instantly as the kid who 
lived in the huge, beautiful mansion nearby. 
He looked like he was around my age, and he 
had a big mouth, hair that was glued onto a 
small head, and he had very round eyes. He 
was snootily riding his bicycle around and 
around. I decided I didn't like him, espe
cially since I still didn't know how to ride my 
bicycle. I turned to go to Tsuneo, when the 
boy got off the bicycle and then stuck his 
tongue out at me while pulling down one eye 
disgustingly. 

I stared. In my short life, I had never felt 

so angry! 
I glared back, and I gave him the look 

my mother always spanked me for. He kept 
sticking his tongue out and making the most 
horrendous faces. I glared and glared and 
wondered whether Tsuneo was noticing 
this. But no, he was just sprawled out on the 
ground, looking moody. 

I was just considering throwing the stick 
at this nameless boy who lived next door, 
when he said quite clearly: "You don't have 
a daddy!" 

This time, Tsuneo looked up too. Since he 
was older and bigger than this mean boy, the 
boy got on his bicycle and rode away, sticking 
his tongue out one last time at me. 

I had never really thought about daddies 
or dads or fathers. I had never noticed the 
lack of one, and honestly speaking, I never 
saw the point in having one. It had always 
been just my mother and me, and I didn't 
understand what role a father would play in 
our family. I had seen fathers in other fami
lies, but they weren't necessary. So I didn't 
feel hurt at all by the boy's comment and 
would have shrugged it off to plot revenge 
instead, but then I noticed that Tsuneo was 
no longer in a mood. He was now in a Mood, 

with a capitai'M'. I remembered he didn't 
have a daddy either. 

Silence. I gave him the stick, and we sat 
there. There was a strange awkwardness in 
the muggy summer air, and I didn't know 
what to do. It was obvious that though I 
may not have been bothered by the boy's 
mocking words, Tsuneo was. This bothered 
me. My initial reaction was to go straight 
back to the game, but somehow I didn't have 
the courage to bring up Star Wars again. 
Especially since he wasn't even looking at 
me anymore. Instead, he was concentrating 
on breaking apart the stick into four, decisive 
pieces. 

"Don't tell anyone," he finally said, looking 
serious. 

I frowned. "About what?" 
"About what just happened, dummy. 

Especially don't tell your mother." 
My brow furrowed in confusion, and I 

said, "But wouldn't-" 
"Sh!" 
I rolled my eyes and glanced over to our 

talking mothers. Then I said in a whisper, 
"But wouldn't they want to know? Maybe 
they can talk to that mean boy's parents or 
something." 
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teps two at a time. 
Mother was very tall, and al 

half oft e 5owl when she wasn't ooking. 
Then I realized that I was hiding yet another 
thing from her, and it bothered me so much 
with a sUdden ferocious intensity, that I 
quickly ate the assigned rice. 

It -didh't taste 1good at all. 



chopsticks again. 
I chewed my lip nervously. The mere 

thought of telling her made me want to run 
out of the room. I was sure she would scold 
me somehow. Tsuneo would also get mad at 
me, and I hated that. 

Our dinner, usually filled with funny 
stories, some scoldings, and the promise of a 
movie afterwards, passed in silence that dug 
deeper into that strange hole like a gaping 
cave in my stomach. It kept feeling worse 
and worse, until I finally couldn't even drink 
water. Mother, on the other hand, was eat
ing quietly to herself, calmly separating the 
bones of the fish and putting it in her rice. 

I swallowed hard. Maybe I could do this 
the roundabout way. "Are we strange?" I 
mumbled incoherently. 

Mother didn't look surprised, which was 
weird. She looked ready to listen. "Strange?" 

I traced a smiley mark on the glass of my 
cup and muttered, "I mean, because it's just 
the two of us? Do people think it's strange?" 

She looked surprised now. "What made 
you think that? Did Tsuneo say something?" 

"No, nobody said anything," I replied. 
"Really?" 
Something in her voice made me look 
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up. She already looked like she was about 
to scold me; her lips made a tight, hard line 
and her usual smile was gone from her eyes. 
I closed my own mouth and looked down 
again. I realized that it would definitely not 
be a good idea to bring up the boy next door. 

"I was just thinking," I suddenly felt the 
urge to cry. "Is it wrong?" 

She looked at me sternly, "If you're hiding 
something from me, it's wrong." 

I wanted to tell her, really I did. 
But, I figured, she didn't answer my ques

tion, so I didn't answer hers. 
Do you have any idea how hard it is to 

sleep when you feel like there is a heavy 
weight resting on your stomach? As though 
someone huge was sitting on you, and 
wouldn't get off. 

It also feels like you're dunking your head 
underwater in an awfully hot onsen, but you 
can't bring it up again to breathe in. 

I stared at the dark ceiling, very much 
aware of the little line of light on the tatami 
under cracks of the sliding doors. My mother 
was still up, reading her Bible with her 
glasses on. I rubbed my favorite blanket out 
of habit and thought about everything that 
had happened. I thought again and again 

about why I was keeping that boy's mean 
words a secret. 

Because I had promised Tsuneo! 
(But why did Tsuneo want it to be a 

secret?) 
Because Mother would scold me! 
(But a scolding would be better than stay

ing up all night.) 
I tried to close my eyes and go to sleep, 

but I was wide awake. My mind kept go-
ing around and around in things, or maybe 
things were going around and around my 
mind. Mother hadn't answered my ques
tion about whether it was strange about us 
not having a daddy. But is that because she 
wanted to get to the heart of the matter? Or 
maybe she really didn't want to answer? 

It made me angry somehow. She must be 
avoiding the subject. She didn't want to tell 
me, because she probably thought I was a 
blabbermouth. I couldn't think of any other 
reason why she hadn't answered my ques
tion. 

There was a hard, ugly knot taking over 
that horrible feeling inside. Or maybe it 
was the feeling that was turning itself into a 
knot. I was upset, and I scarcely knew why. 
I shifted to lie on my side and stared at the 



wall. 
Why did that mean boy get to have a 

daddy, and I didn't? Why didn't Takeshi have 
one, either? Were our daddies friends? Or 
did they not know each other? Were they 
nice? Were daddies as nice as mothers? 

I racked my brain for more information. 
I remember Mother had told me a long 
time ago, when the subject had once been 
brought up by an innocent question, that I 
had a father, two sisters, and a brother. Or 
was it a sister and two brothers? I didn't 
remember. But either way, they were there. I 
knew that mean boy next door had an older 
sister. That was one thing we had in com
mon. I wasn't a complete freak then. 

I had visions suddenly, of my sneaking out 
of the house tonight, and going on a search 
for my family, just like a heroine in a story. 
Maybe Tsuneo would come and help me 
too, and we'll find his daddy on the way. My 
adventures would take me to far off lands, 
where there were princes and princesses. I 
would sail the seas on my own ship, and then 
maybe discover that my daddy was a king. 

A daddy had to be really tall and strong, 
like my friend Ashley's daddy. He would be 
very handsome, and funny, and give me rides 

on his shoulders. Or maybe he was young 
and wore glasses, like Christine's daddy. The 
more I attached faces to my imaginary daddy, 
the more mixed up the face became, and the 
less sleepy I was getting. 

Then I saw the little crack of light at the 
door shift. I shut my eyes and threw the blan
ket over my face. I tried to breathe evenly, to 
seem as though I was already asleep. 

The door didn't open though. I slowly 
shifted my blanket down my face and lis
tened carefully for telltale sounds of foot
steps. 

Instead, I heard a soft sigh. Then a quiet 
sob. And a sniff. I sat up, my eyes widening. 
There came another sniff followed by two 
sobs. Mother was crying, and it sounded 
like she was really sad. I had seen her cry 
before but never like this. My own eyes were 
welling up at the sound, and I felt horrible all 
over again. 

Of course, it didn't take a genius to figure 
out it was my fault. She was sad because I 
had lied to her. She was sad I was keeping 
secrets from her and not being truthful. She 
was probably angry at me too. 

I looked at the clock on the drawer next 
to me and put it closer to the crack of light 

under the doors. It was already ten! I needed 
to go to bed. 

Mother was still crying. 
I sat there uncomfortably in the dark. 

Should I go? Would I be bothering her? 
I swung my feet over and tiptoed across 

the tatami floor. I peered through the cracks 
of the sliding doors and saw her at the dinner 
table. Her Bible was opened halfway, and her 
head was bowed down as though everything 
that was bad in the world was on top of her. 
She was holding something in her hands, but 
I couldn't see what it was. 

I stood there for about three seconds, 
wondering if I should go in. 

Oh, what was I thinking? Of course I had 
to go. And this time, I would tell her, and 
then she would stop crying. 

Without thinking any more, I slid the door 
open, and she straightened, turning her head 
to look at me. Her nose was slightly red, and 
her cheeks were wet. She looked tired, and I 
wished she would go to bed too. 

"What are you doing up so late?" She was 
still wearing her apron, and she must have 
been doing the dishes. I walked tentatively 
over and sat down at the table. She was 
holding a letter. It looked old, as though she 



had received it years ago. She reached 
over and opened a drawer, put the letter in
side, and then pushed the drawer back. Then 
she faced me, and I thought she was going to 
tell me to go back to bed. Or that she would 
pretend she hadn't been crying. But instead, 
she just looked sadder than before. 

I gripped my blanket. "Are you okay?" 
Mother wiped her face with one hand and 

heaved a sigh . ''I'm alright," she smiled at me 
though, her smile warm despite the fact that 
her eyes were still watery, "I'm just thinking 
about some things. Thank you for worrying." 

"I'm sorry! ls ... is it because of what I said 
during dinner?" I inwardly begged her to say 
no. 

Instead, she did the worst thing possible. 
She didn't answer for a good five seconds. 

One. (Words were pushing themselves 
up my throat, and then I kept telling myself 
about how I had promised, how I would get 
in trouble and get spanked, how it wasn't 
that important anyway, and how it really was 
my mother's fault for not telling me anything 
during dinner.) 

Two. (I suppose it didn't make sense at 
all.) 

Three. (I noticed my mother had stopped 

crying. She looked like she had never been 
crying.) 

Four. (I still felt like crying.) 
Five. (I hated that boy.) 
Then the five seconds passed, and Mother 

said softly. "No, it's not because of dinner, 
Maria. It's just something that I was remind
ed of." 

"You mean the daddy thing?" 
Another five seconds passed. Then finally 

she said, "Yes." 
I stared, recognizing again that despite my 

getting up and making her stop crying, she 
was still not telling me anything. I bit my lip 
and asked, "So we are strange then." 

"No," she said sharply. She looked at me 
straight in the eye. "We are not strange. 
Nobody thinks that, and I don't want you 
thinking that either. We are a perfectly nor
mal family." 

I couldn't bite my lip any harder or it 
would simply bleed. Perfectly normal family? 
What did that even mean? Why then did 
Takeshi look so angry? Why was she crying? 
I swallowed hard, and then finally exploded, 
"Then why did that boy make fun of us?" 
And to my horror, I promptly burst into tears. 

It took a while to explain, what with the 

incoherent sobbing and the illogical spilling 
of words. I didn't know why I was crying. 
Probably because I was sure she would scold 
me, and I was crying because of the mess 
I had made for myself by not telling her. I 
should have just told her the moment we got 
home and not try to keep it to myself. 

She was listening, and to both my indig
nation and relief, I thought I saw her lips 
quirk upwards, as though she was about to 
smile. But then she covered her mouth, and 
I figured it must have been a yawn. By the 
time I was done (it felt as though it had taken 
days to tell the story), there was nothing like 
amusement in her eyes, and instead, they 
were very hard and stern. 

"Why did he do that to you?" she asked, 
and her eyes were hard and stern. "Did you 
say something that made him make faces?" 

I shook my head earnestly. "He just made 
fun of me even though I didn't say anything! 
But why?" 

Mother smiled unexpectedly. "Because 
he's jealous you have such a wonderful 
mother." 

That was one of the things I loved about 
her. She could joke in such a horribly tragic 
time such as this, and she could make me 



laugh no matter what. I giggled through my 
tears and felt that ugly, angry knot inside 
give. 

She reached over and got the letter she 
had been holding before I had come into the 
room. {{Do you see this?" she opened it and 
laid it down on the table. I still wasn't able 
to read Japanese kanji very well, so I looked 
at her expectantly. {{It's a letter from your 
father. It's a very angry letter that he sent 

after I left with you from our home in Tokyo." 
I frowned. "Why was he angry?" 
She took off her glasses, and I knew she 

was going to tell me something important. 
I sat up straighter and knew this was one of 
those rare instances where she was going to 
tell adult things. "Because I had to go away," 
she said simply. "And I left with you. But it 
wasn't a nice home anymore, and if I let you 
grow up there, you would not have been 
happy." 

I considered this. I looked at the let-
ter, with lopsided, messy handwriting, and 
abnormally dirty kanji compared to my 
mother's usual clean kanji. It didn't look like 
it belonged to a very nice hand. I sat there, 
swinging my legs absently under the table, 
and thought and thought. 

I knew the Old Man downstairs had a 
son. I had seen him once, and he was old 
too, just not as old as the Old Man. But 
they didn't really seem to be very happy 
at all. The son always parked the car 
too close to the lavender bushes, and 
he always seemed to be arguing with 
the Old Man. He complained about 
his smoking, and he complained 
about the dog that couldn't bark. 

I thought then of the mean boy. He had 
a father. He hit his father a lot. He screamed 
and cried almost every day, and we could 
hear him. He hit his mother too. He didn't 
seem happy. If Mother hadn't left with me, 
would I have become like him? The thought 
made me feel like throwing up. 

And me? I don't know. I looked at her, 
noticing how calm she was despite the fact 
that she had been so sad. 

Mother was always there. We did ev
erything together. She was really strict, but 
when we watched Star Wars she'd always 
dance at the end with me. She'd watch other 
movies with me too, even though she was 
busy. When we went to the store up the hill, 
she almost always bought me ice cream. 
She was nicer than other mothers, because 
she was funny. She sang songs all the time, 
and she let me play games on her computer. 
She borrowed books from the church library 
for me, and she let me read as much as I 
wanted, even if it meant she had to borrow 
more books the next day. 

I was happy, and it was all because of her. 
"Okay," I finally said and sheepishly smiled 

at her. "I feel better now." 
She gave me a mock scowl. "No more 



secrets from me. I can always tell. Now, 
get to bed." 

I got up from the table and gave her a 
tight hug. I asked quietly, "Mother, are you 
happy too?" 

She gave me one of her special, wide 
smiles. It was the soft-ish one, the one that 
she saved only for the very important occa
sions, to let me know that I had done some
thing very good. "Yes, very much, because I 
have you." 

It was the sort of sappy comment all 
mothers say, but somehow this time it meant 
a lot more to me. She had given up a lot, and 
sacrificed enough to make me happy, and 
that made her happy. I gave her a kiss on the 
cheek, and then went back to bed, holding 
my worn-out blanket tightly to myself. 

After closing the slide doors, I peered in 
the darkness through the cracks between 
them again. Mother was folding the letter 
and then looked like she was about to put it 
away again. Then, she seemed to change her 
mind and tossed it neatly into the trash can. 
I felt a surge of pride, and then suddenly, I 
had an epiphany! A marvelous idea! I knew 
exactly what would make her smile again! 

As quietly as I could, I walked to the closet 

and found my tiny flashlight on top of one 
of the shelves. I turned it on, and picked out 
two scrap papers, coloring pencils, and tape. 
Then I went to the other side of the room 
and took the Peter Rabbit figurine that deco
rated her cabinet. She loved Peter Rabbit a 
lot, and I knew she wanted more. I put down 
the flashlight on the floor and sat down next 
to it. I carefully wrapped the pretty figurine 
using one of the papers, taped the loose 
ends together, and tried to make it look as 
pretty as possible. I got out my coloring pen
cil and picked out her favorite color green, 
and wrote on the other sheet of paper, "To: 
Mother, I Love You!, From: Maria," in my 
cleanest handwriting. 

I looked at my wrapped gift and letter 
with pride. It was pretty good, considering I 
had not used glue, and also I had been work
ing in the dark with the use of a very small 
flashlight. I grinned, and put the letter down 
near the doors, and the gift on top of it. She 

would see it first thing when she came in 
to go to sleep. I stifled a giggle, and wrapped 
my arms around myself, thinking about what 
a surprise it would be. 

I made sure it was close enough to the 
door that she wouldn't walk right past it. 

From the dim light peeking under the door, it 
looked deliciously mysterious in the dark. It 
was wrinkly and misshapen but that just add
ed to the intrigue of it. If I had something like 
that waiting for me, I would immediately itch 
to open it. I grinned again and congratulated 
myself. Now, the only 
thing left to do was 
to wait for her to 
come in. I jumped 
into bed and threw 
the covers over my 
head, determined 
to stay awake. 

After a couple 
of minutes, I was 
fast asleep. 



11 Waimea Canon 11 is based 
off a photograph I took of my 
boyfriend doing a back di(Je 
offWaimea rock. l-Ie is jump
ing backwards into a Canon 
lens depicting his lo(Je of 
photography and profession 
as a wedding photographer in 
Hawaii. The monarch butter
flies on the left of the painting 
were placed specifically to tie 
the piece together in a mes
sage to: Jly into your dreams/ 
passions/profession 11

, and also 
a personal reminder of our 
hikes together at Kahana Val
ley where I spotted Monarch 
butterflies on the way up. 
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Images of dancing cupcakes overpower my brain. 
Must eat food. 

Dozens of empty wrappers later 
All the guilt makes me feel disgusted with myself. 

Must eat food. 
Feed this wild beast. 

All the guilt makes me feel disgusted with myself. 
Why can't I stop? 

Feed this wild beast. 
Can never get enough. 

Why can't I stop? 
This is not okay. 

Can never get enough 
Feeling sick to my stomach 

This is not okay 
I have hit rock bottom. 



I was one of generations who grew up under 
Indonesian occupation. I was forced to enroll 

in Indonesian school which was the only op
tion for me to take. Back then no one would 
dare fight against the Indonesian military for 
they were strong occupiers and we were too 
weak to fight them back. As everyone in my 
age started to go to school, I was registered 

to begin elementary school. 
All my memories of school and my child

hood are still vivid as if it were yesterday. 
Alii know is that as a child I did not have 
the same opportunities as other children in 
many western societies. Since I was six years 
old, I had been burdened with adult tasks 
and responsibilities such as looking after my 
younger brothers and sister, cooking, wash
ing, collecting fire wood and water. All these 
tasks in my daily routine were expected from 
our parents to help them around the house. 

However, I was also expected to study hard, 
and I got good grades in all given subjects. 

Education has always been the most im
portant benefit for me and my family. I was 
brought up in a family that was centered on 
education . My grandparents, my mother and 
all of her siblings are teachers. More than 
twenty years ago in East Timor we did not 
have preschool for children . For that reason, 
my mother started to teach each of us at 
home until we reached the eligible age to 
enter elementary school. By that time, I was 
old enough to really understand things; she 
had stressed how important it was to be edu
cated. So growing up I found education to be 
a truly important part of my life. My family, 
just like many other families, had always 
supported East Timor's independence move
ment. Supporting East Timor's independence 
movement was not a simple role that my 

family took upon them. Basically, everyone 
was ready to pay a high price such as torture, 
rape, killing, imprisonment, or disappearance 
if our actions were caught by the Indonesian 
military. Everyone without exception had 
to face such consequences and eventually 
accepted this as a normal life. There was 
no place to turn to for help or escape. This 
situation forced everyone to be more vigilant 
to what they had done or said. I understand 
that education helps me to develop. It al
lows me to survive and hang on to life. With 
little option that we had, most Timorese 
my age were made to believe that the only 
way to fight the Indonesian occupation was 
to master everything that they taught us at 
school. Consequently, I grew up speaking 
the language of my occupier. I learned all 
their culture and history, but secretly I was 
involved in an underground movement to 



learn my language, history and struggle. 
Life under heavy military occupation had 
forced me to become an adult at a very 
young age. I knew how to act accordingly, 
what to say, and which identity I must show 
and to whom. People in the western world 
might think this kind of life could turn us into 
great actors, or even pretenders, but to be 
clear, our skills were not skills we learned for 
a movie. Our skills were skills to survive. 

Back home we have an old proverb: "Edu
cation will open many doors and windows 
for success." My education is my guidance 
that continues to allow me to be who I am 
today. Education for most people is the key 
for a better life. Like everyone else, I also 
believe that education is an important ele
ment for me to develop and to achieve my 
goals and objectives in life. My Indonesian 
education gave me few chances to be able 
to read, write and understand some basic 
mathematics. Apart from that, I was only 
allowed to memorize all subjects, and I gave 
back exactly what I was taught. Students 
were considered as objects; meanwhile, 
teachers were highly regarded as the root of 
knowledge and knew everything. Students 
were expected to get good grades and more 

importantly to obey all the rules. In order for 
the rules to be followed, teachers without 
hesitation used physical and psychological 
punishment and harshly punished students 
who did not follow the rules. It was com
mon for teachers to beat up students until 
they bathed in blood, force students to stand 
under the sun for hours, stand in the front of 
the classroom so classmates would pick on 
them, kick students out of the classroom for 
as long as teachers decided to, or refuse to 
pass the students even though their grades 
were high. In many cases, schools allied 
with military forces to enter classrooms to 
force the infection of sterilization and Depo
Provera on young girls. I was one of the 
victims of such action. Every Monday early 
in the morning, we were forced to take part 
in the flag ceremony. Those who missed the 
ceremony would be punished and accused 
of being anti-Indonesian. Apart from that, I 
was still fortunate to be able to be active in 
the underground movement. I had a strong 
educational foundation within our indepen
dence movement. Therefore, I had a great 
chance to learn about the history of other 
struggles such as South Africa, Tibet, Nica
ragua and many others. I also learned some 

organization and leadership skills during my 
years of serving the movement which I am 
still thankful for. 

Looking back at those years I had spent in 
school made me realize that education is an 
ongoing process which will never come to an 
end. The more people learn the more they 
realize that our surroundings are full of a lot 
of things that we do not know about. My 
education during the Indonesian occupation 
was totally different from education in places 
like Australia, China or the US. Besides all 
that happened, I consider myself a quick 
learner, particularly, if I am shown how to do 
things. For instance, the first time I learned 
how to use a computer from a friend of mine 
who had only about ten minutes to lead me 
through all the steps. I found it hard in the 
beginning, but after just a few minutes of try
ing, I was able to follow her instructions by 
myself. I would easily pick up my lessons and 
continue to learn. 

Another example, I was chosen to be a 
trainer for women groups to teach women 
how to deal with domestic violence. I had 
no choice but to take up the role by quickly 
asking a friend to teach me some games and 
ways to deliver the topic in order to meet 



their needs. It took me about two hours 
to master everything she taught me, and 
I presented the next day. Looking back at 
that time, I am proud and satisfied with the 
overall process. 

In 1990, I started attending a university 
majoring in education. During those years 
of studying, the political situation on the 
ground was getting worse and worse which 
made it impossible for me to concentrate on 
studies. After two years of studying, I decid
ed to drop out and take up the struggle with 
my fellow Timorese to liberate East Timor. 

I was intensively involved in the struggle 
and at the same time learned to be a good 
leader. Most young people like me left our 
formal education to support our freedom 
fighters on the mountains and organized the 
people in the cities to strengthen our nation
al objective to free East Timor. Through those 
years of struggling, I became open minded 
about many things within my country and 
had a strong ownership toward the struggle. 
My focus, time and energy were all for the 
struggle. Every time I moved, I was also 
aware of all the consequences I might face if 
I was caught. Considering my strong person
ality and ambition to free East Timor, I went 

through each day with more confidence. I 
personally believe that education played a 
very important role in my adolescence and 
adulthood development. Like many Timorese 
I view my Indonesian education as a backup 

source which helps us to find a better un
derstanding of life and a proper education 
elsewhere. 

After 24 years of occupation, East 
Timor was finally given the chance to have 



a referendum in 1999 which resulted in 
its independence on May 20, 2002. That 
moment was also the turning point of my 
life. I wanted to continue my education like 
everyone else; I have a dream to have a suc
cessful career as a psychologist. While work
ing, I searched for chances to get a scholar
ship in order to study abroad. I was tirelessly 
looking at all the chances until I finally got 
one to come to Hawaii a year ago. My goal 
is set; however, I also realize that to achieve 
my goal I must work hard and complete all 
the requirements in order to reach my final 
dream of being a psychologist. At KCC, I 
learned a lot about the educational system 
which is required for every student to know 
to be successful in pursuing an education. 
This semester is going to be my last one here 
at KCC. I will transfer to UH at Manoa in the 
fall semester. 

In conclusion, as I look back on all 
those years of struggling and years of learn
ing, I realize that the moment to obtain a 
formal education has arrived. Even though 
I have come all the way from East Timor 
with very little background knowledge of 
the world, I am strongly confident that East 
Timor will be developed and will be in line 

with the rest of the world soon. Education 
from our oppressor will continue to encour
age young Timorese to move forward and 
enhance our knowledge. The time has come 
and chances have been granted for every
one to develop. I am majoring in psychology 
because I want to become a psychologist in 
order to help the people of East Timor who 
are still suffering physically and psychologi
cally from our past years of brutal occupation 
by the Indonesian military. My experience 
represents the many untold experiences 
of others. As we move forward, education 
remains the key. East Timor is free however 
the people of East Timor still need to be free. 
Therefore, myself and many others are will
ing to leave home to pursue our education 
and return home after. 



The piece was a reproduc
tion of a photograph taken 
from an issue of National 
Geographic Magazine. The 
photograph was taken in 
Medellin, Columbia on rlal
loween. A brother and sister 
are seen in their Halloween 
costumes on the street. Medel
lin was once known as one 
of the most (Jiolent cities on 
earth, but there was still hope 
in their eyes and I wanted to 
capture that in charcoal. 
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I remember the day we met like it was 
yesterday. It was a sunny day, like most 
others in the sleepy little town on the Big 
Island of Hawaii. I was waiting in line at the 
local coffee shop, head down, looking at my 
cell phone. There was nothing interesting 
happening on the phone I just pretended 
that there was so I could avoid having to talk 
to people. I often did this, sometimes even 
calling my voicemail so people would assume 
that I was a very busy man and leave me in 
silence . I was twenty-seven years old and 
standing still while life was happening all 
around me. I had no ambition and I thought 
that I had complete control over my life but 
nothing could have been further from the 
truth. On that sunny day, control slipped 
out of my hands and shattered like one of 
the novelty mugs that lined the coffee shop 

shelves. As I approached the counter to 
place my order I heard a voice behind me say 
something I'll never forget, "Try the chai, it's 
heavenly." 

Although her voice was beautiful, I still 
felt a tinge of annoyance thinking that this 
was yet another stranger attempting to feel 
normal by engaging me with meaningless 
conversation . I put my fake smile on and 
turned to face my opponent. As my eyes 
focused to the sunlight that beamed from 
the open door behind her, my smile quickly 
turned authentic. Words failed me as I 
stared blankly at the most beautiful creation 
this world had to offer. I could hear the 
barista behind me asking what I would like 
to order but her voice seemed distant like 
an echo from a deep canyon . The beautiful 
woman tilted her head to one side to look 

past me and said, "He'll take the chai." 
"Hi, thanks, I love the chai," I managed to 

mumble, never having had chai tea in my life . 
"Kathryn," she said as she offered her 

hand. 
"James," I replied extending my own, now 

sweating palm. I grabbed her hand gently 
letting all her fingers slide over mine as I let 
go. I turned to the barista and told her to 
make it two chai teas but was met with an 
interesting response from Kathryn. 

"I'll have coffee, black," she said to my 
surprise. 

"I thought you said the chai was heaven
ly," I said with a perplexed look on my face. 

"So I've heard," was all she replied, which 
I choose to accept with no further interroga
tion, and that was how it all started . We sat 
in that coffee shop for the better part of the 



afternoon, talking about meaningless things 
and for the first time in my life I felt like I was 
truly alive. We agreed to meet again the 
next day and ended up meeting each day 
after until we became inseparable. 

Our relationship took the natural progres
sions and we were happy. We lived off the 
meager wages we made waiting tables at 

night and spent most of the days lying under 
the sun on the secluded beaches of Hawaii's 
west coast. Kathryn often told me stories 
about her travels abroad, friends she had 
made in various countries around the world, 
and I always listened intently. I told her how 
I wished that I could do the same some day 
and she would always reply with a simple, 

"you can." It was hard to imagine life before 
her, each new day had become a treasured 
gift. I would wake up every morning, look 
at her while she was still asleep and wonder 
how my once pointless life was now filled 
with meaning. I wanted nothing more in life 
than to be next to her every time I opened 
my eyes but what I did not realize was that 
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this dream was about to come crashing 
down. 

One morning I woke up to find that Kath
ryn was not in bed next to me. I rolled over 
and saw her staring blankly out the window 
with a troubled look on her face. She sat 
motionless in the bay window with her knees 
pressed tightly against her chest. I had seen 
that look before when she talked about 
having to leave her life abroad. She had 
mentioned to me how she did not choose to 
leave her life overseas, but rather was forced 
to leave due to visa issues. On that first day 
in the coffee shop she had told me that she 
did not plan on staying in Hawaii but I had 
always assumed that after that day she had 
changed her mind. That morning I knew that 
our life together was about to end without 
ever exchanging a single word. Although she 
did try to ask me what I thought she should 
do, I stopped her before the words made it 
out and just put my arms around her. Some
how I always knew this day would come, I 
just wish I had prepared myself as well as 
Kathryn had. 

I watched the plane ascend into the 
clouds and I pictured Kathryn 's face looking 
out one of those tiny fuselage windows and 

wondered if she was as numb as I was. I 
thought back to the coffee shop and asked 
myself why we had met that day. I never 
regretted that meeting but I often thought 
that things may have been easier if it never 
happened. How much could I have accom-

plished in the time I'd spent day dreaming 
about the countless romantic endings that 
played out in my head like old black and 
white movies? I felt like my life was some 
sick cosmic joke. 

I went back to the apartment where we 



had spent so many hours just lying there 
with our arms around each other. It's funny 
how the place that had been the source of so 
many happy days could look like a torturous 
cell. I was afraid to go inside knowing that 
when I did every square inch of the place 
would try to tell me one of the stories that 
Kathryn and I had written together. I stood 
at the door for what seemed like an eternity 
then pushed the door open and waited for 
the flood of emotions to wash me away. I 
walked across the room like a defeated child 
and fell face first onto the bed. I could smell 
her on the pillows and I tried to breathe in 
every last drop of her, afraid that it would be 
lost to the atmosphere unless I got to it first. 
As I drifted off, I wondered how long this 
emotional coma would last and if I would 
ever even wake up from it. 

Weeks went by but I eventually gathered 
the courage to move out of that apartment 
and leave the tormenting memories behind. 
The night before the move I was having 
the same dream that I had so many times 
before. It was always the same, me chasing 
Kathryn through the crowded streets, she 
was always so close but just outside of my 
grasp. On all previous nights, right before 

I got to her, I would fall into a hole and be 
thrust awake, dripping in sweat. But on that 
night, I stopped running after her. In the 
dream I just stood there as her silhouette 
grew smaller and smaller in the distance. 
Moments before she was about to disappear 
completely she stopped running, turned 
around and smiled . It was in that smile that 
I saw all the answers to questions that had 
plagued me since she had left, and I finally 
understood why Kathryn and I had met. 

It has been six years since I last saw Kath
ryn. I graduated from college and found a 
job that allows me to travel the world writing 
travel guides. Although Kathryn and I tried 
to stay in contact, we lost touch after we 
both moved so many times. When I think 
back to the time before Kathryn and I met, 
the memories seem like someone else's. 
The answers that came to me in the dream 
made me realize that life is not always in our 
hands. I had spent so much time trying to 
avoid life that I disillusioned myself with the 
notion that I had control of the uncontrolla
ble. The things that happen and the people 
I meet are not ordained by some cosmic 
force but rather a product of an open mind. 
Sometimes you just need to try the chai tea. 



The sun beats down 
as I swim in a pool of salt. 

It burns at my skin 
and I turn a shade of red. 

As I swim in a pool of salt 
mid-day at a sandy desert. 
And I turn a shade of red 
like a rose in full bloom. 

Mid-day at a sandy beach 
I feel the coarse sand between my toes. 

Like a rose in full bloom, 
my skin turns. 

I feel the coarse sand between my toes 
and the hot sun beaming against my face. 

My skin turns. 
It aches of pain. 

The hot sun beaming against my face 
I close my eyes. 
It aches of pain. 

I am blind. 

I close my eyes -
the brightness overwhelming. 

I am blind 
a I pia in the ocean. 

The brightness overwhelming -
it burns my skin 

as I play in the ocean. 
The sun beats down. 



My heart felt like it was going to leap 
right out of my chest. It purred and flut
tered more and more intensely as I fingered 
the plastic casing of the packaged lip gloss. 
Who cares? I told myself. Who cares about 
a $2.99 crappy cosmetic? I hovered it over 
the hungry jaws of my oversized, unzipped 
tote bag and scanned the convenient store 
for a witness. The only person in sight was 
a cashier in a dingy maroon smock staring 
off into space. Oh, I simply must have it. I 
must! As I loosened my grip, the treasure 
fell in slow motion to the cushioned belly 
of my eco friendly go green shopping bag. 
could barely contain my excitement. It was 
practically orgasmic. I forced myself not to 
skip down the rest of the aisle as I continued 
to scope out the merchandise. 

I stopped and pretended to check out my 

fishbowl lens reflection in the bubbled mirror 
situated in the Kahala Longs drugstore's far 
upper left corner. I picked my teeth, adjusted 
my fun house cleavage and re-parted my 
brunette locks. Who's in there? Can you see 
me? Are you a worthy opponent? This was 
just getting better and better. 

My Mary Jane style ballet flats made a 
smooth pivot on the freshly buffed tile and 
I glided towards the checkout counter for 
a basket. This was absolutely the most fun 
I'd ever had and I was not about to leave on 
account of a probably unmanned security 
camera. I tossed a generic smile to the bored 
clerk and continued on with my errands. 

I swung the basket playfully and hummed 
to myself. I filled the decoy container with 
cookies and treats from aisle nine. I must've 
looked like a modern day Red Riding Hood in 

my crimson hoodie. 
I zigzagged through school supplies and 

stationary without much of a craving but 
when I got to the pharmacy it was too much 
to bear. My mouth watered at the glow-
ing bottle of Nyquil. I yearned for it. It took 
every ounce of restraint not to tear it open 
with my teeth and chug the whole thing right 
there in the florescent spotlight. I slipped it 
into my tote and almost collapsed in delight. 

"Excuse me," a deep manly bass 
of a voice boomed from dangerously close 
behind me. I froze clutching my precious col
lection under my sleeved wing. "Excuse me. 
Miss." 

I slowly spun around to face the 
voice. I could still run ... 

"Miss. Have you seen a little boy? 
He's about this high." The giant must've been 



7 feet tall. He had to fold himself in half 
and bend his knees to get his hand to the lost 
boy's measly height. 

"Um, no," I surprised myself as I 
managed to squeak out a reply. I realized 
I hadn't taken a breath since the monster 
interrupted my shopping. "Sorry, I haven't." 

"Oh, well, thanks anyway. No wor
ries. I'm sure he's in the toy aisle." The ogre 
stomped away calling for his son. 

Oooh. The toy aisle. No. Too danger
ous. Frankendad and spawn of Frankendad 
are bound to be there. I mustn't push my 
luck. I decided the drugstore was becoming 
stale and headed for the checkout counter. 
Miserable Mary, or whatever her name was, 
scanned my snacks and told me in a mono
tone voice that my total was $4.23. I could 
see my little gems sparkling in my purse as 
I carefully pulled out my wallet to pay the 
chump change. 

"I don't need a bag," I told De
pressed Debbie. "They're so bad for the en
vironment, you know?" I layered the cookies 
on top of the real sweet treats and practically 
tap danced out of the store. Ahhh. This is 
the life! 

I fished my gold plated Coach key-

chain out of my sweatshirt's wooly pocket 
and unlocked my Audi with the automatic 
button. The steamy leather seats were a 
cozy contrast to the store's frigid air condi
tioning. I shimmied and wiggled my toes as 
I put on my seatbelt and started the engine. 
Home base. 

The Beatles' "I Wanna Hold Your 
Hand" paraded joyfully out of my speak-
ers. I snapped my fingers to the cheery 
background beat using my palms to steer. 
sang at the top of my lungs as I only do when 
I'm alone in the car. I wonder what that lip 
gloss looks like on me? I dumped out the 
contents of my satchel onto the passenger 
seat and sifted blindly for the makeup while 
concentrating on the road. Snack bar. No. 
Medicine. No. I tossed a few rejected items 
into the backseat and they mingled with the 
unopened and unworn trophies from my pre
vious conquests. Aha! Lip gloss. 

I used one hand and my teeth to tear 
open the package and unscrew the twist off 
cap. I applied the shimmery goo to my lips 
and examined my pucker in the rear-view 
mirror. Perfection. 

That's when it happened. WOOP.WOOP. 
I moved the rear view mirror back to its 

proper position and saw the blue lights 
spinning. I pulled off to the side of the road 
and waited for the officer to walk up to my 
window. I waited till he got right up to the 
window and knocked before I put an ounce 
of pressure from my manicured nails on the 
down button. 

"Hello, officer," I oozed charm. "Is there a 
problem?"! batted my eyes and poofed out 
my breasts. 

"Yes ma'am," he replied matter-of-factly. 
Ma'am? Maybe this lip gloss isn't as good 

as I thought. His gut was at my eye level 
and it jiggled as he spoke. His hairy flesh 
peeked out at me through the spaces on his 
shirt between buttons. Those poor buttons. 
They tried to hold him in but didn't stand a 
chance. His sweaty, blue HPD uniform clung 
to his belly like saran wrap and hung over his 
waistband. He looked like a walking cupcake. 

"You were all over the road back there. 
Swerving and speeding. License and regis
tration please." 

Fine. If he wants to go through this rigma
role I'll play. I'm sure I'll get off with a warn
ing. I pulled my ID card out from my wallet 
and stroked his chubby hand ever so slightly 
as I handed it to him. I then leaned over to 



the glove compartment and opened it. A 
flood of unpaid tickets and lifted cosmetics 
rushed out of the broken dam. 

Shit. I forgot about those. I frantically 
rummaged through the paper items until 
I found the pink registration form. "Here 

you go/' I said in a voice so sweet it almost 
sounded southern. 

"Ma'am." 
There he goes with that ma'am crap again. 
"Is that a street sign in your backseat?" 
I twisted my neck and looked toward the 

backseat as if I had no idea what he could 
be talking about. Feigning being puzzled, I 
answered meekly, "I don't believe so." 

"Ma'am. Please step out of the vehicle." 
In a most graceful fashion, I stepped out 

of the car and leaned on its shiny finish. A 



man in an old Ford pick up truck drove by 
and honked at me. I waved back and blew 
him a kiss. 

Tweedle Dumb opened the door to my 
back seat and wedged his front half inside. 

His rotund bottom protruded from the car as 
he began digging around. When he finally 
emerged his hands were full. "What is all 
this stuff?" He asked, fanning the items out 
in his hands like cards. He listed them off 

one by one, "a dress with a sensor on it?" 
He held it in front of me and said the 

words slowly like he was learning a foreign 
language. "Medical supplies?" 

"I got that dress as a birthday gift and was 
on my way to Macy's to have that sensor 
removed. It's a lovely dress, no?" 

"Do you have a receipt?" 
"No, like I said, it was a gift. The tags are 

still on it." 
"And this! Pupu Street?" He threw the 

other items back in the car and held the 
green street sign up in front of my face. 
"Why do you have this?" 

Because Pupu is about the funniest street 
name in all the world. If I found a sign that 
read Doodoo Lane I would have taken that 
too. Of course I couldn't tell him that. I 
stared innocently at him and explained that 
it had sentimental value. "I grew up on that 
street," I lied. "It's where I had the best 
times of my life, until my mother passed 
away last year." I laid it on thick. "I just 
wanted something to remind me of my child
hood home and the good ol' days." If I could 
have forced a tear, I would have. 

"Uh-huh." He squinted his eyes and 
looked me up and down not sure how to feel 



about me. "You know that it's a crime to 
deface public property, ma'am?" 

"Please, call me Wendi, officer-" I leaned 
into him to get a good look at the name on 
his shiny badge, then seductively read it back 
to him, "Officer Jones." 

He blushed a little then regained his 
composure by looking away and placing his 
hand on his gun. "Wait here where I can see 
you. I'm going to run your information on 
my computer, then I'll be right back." 

"Yes sir. Officer Jones." I clicked my 
heels, saluted him then winked. 

His stocky overweight frame 
waddled like a penguin back to the patrol car 
with my registration and I D. I watched him 
call in the numbers on a walkie-talkie. I was 
beginning to get nervous and the hot sun 
was beating down on me. I began to sweat. 
What is taking him so long? Was the dead 
mother thing too much? I got into the back 
seat for shade then rummaged for a distrac
tion. Ooooh. Nyquil. I drank the whole 
bottle then tossed the useless container onto 
the road. It bounced out onto the bumpy 
asphalt. I burped a medicine belch and lit a 
cigarette . The first puff of nicotine acted like 
a catalyst for the cough syrup. Ahhh. That's 

nice. A warm calming wave ran through my 
muscles. I felt like I was getting a massage 
from a ghost. I turned to face the cop only 
to find him in the same position and still on 
his walkie-talkie. Could this really be the 
end? Would he actually cuff me and take me 
to jail? My limbs felt calm and cool but my 
heart and brain raced with anxiety. I threw 
the cigarette butt out onto the road and 
cracked my knuckles. 

I heard the patrol car's door close 
and I knew Officer Jones was on his way back 
with my fate. The anticipation was almost 
too much to bear. I took a deep breath. I 
could hear his heavy footsteps on the road, 
kicking my litter out of his way. He was jog
ging toward me, talking into the radio near 
his shoulder. Calling for backup? The radio 
was talking back and as he neared I could 
make out what it was saying. "Suspects are 
armed and dangerous. All units, I repeat all 
units ... " 

It seemed to take the fat man an 
eternity to run from his car to mine. When 
he reached me he handed me my license and 
registration then announced out of breath, 
"This is your lucky day, miss." 

Miss. That's more like it. 

"There's a bank robbery in prog
ress," he panted . "I have bigger fish to fry. 
I'm letting you off with a warning. I don't 
want to see you ever again." 

Believe me the feeling is mutual. "Yes sir, 
Officer Jones!" My fingers wiggled delicately 

in his direction. "Farewell Officer Jones. 
Have a nice day." With both hands I mimed, 
twisting an invisible crank clockwise on the 
cop's backside. He hustled back to his car, 
teeter-tottering like a wind up toy. 

I got in my vehicle and turned the key. 
The radio was still turned up to the maxi
mum and Jane's Addiction's "Jane Says" 
came blasting through the speakers. I sang 
with pure joy as I peeled out onto the pave
ment, drowning out the squad car's awful 
siren. "Oooh. La dada dadadada ... " I applied 
one last glossy layer of the sticky lip gloss, 
kissed it goodbye and then tossed it out the 
window. Hmmmm. I wonder what it would 
be like to rob a bank? 





While in my Junior year of high school, 
one cold, rainy Seattle weekend I was search
ing for something to spice up my Saturday 
night. My cousin who lived a couple cit-
ies away called me around 10:00 p.m. and 
exclaimed, "Hey! Brian's parents are out of 
town and he's having a party at his house in 
North Bend, want to go?" 

"Sure!" I declared. I knew at that moment 
that I would have to sneak out of the house, 
my parents thinking I was already asleep. 
After hurriedly getting ready, I climbed on 
my dresser drawer, jumped out the window 
and quietly closed it behind me. As I tiptoed 
through the grass, while looking to see that 
my parents' room light was out, I found 
myself fast approaching the street pavement, 
silently opening my 1991 Ford, Tempo, coast
ing down the cul-de-sac in neutral with the 

lights off. Finally I had reached a point in the 
road where I could turn on my car and start it 
up to take off. 

I arrived urgently at my cousin's house, 
both of us sneaking out of our house, off 
for a fun-filled night! We were having a 
great time, catching up, laughing, joking and 
enjoying every moment of our one and a half 
hour late night road trip. Brian had given my 
cousin step-by-step directions to his immacu
late, country, North Bend home. My cousin 
and I were born and raised in a wealthy city 
suburb, now off to venture to a town, deep 
into the country. 

After driving for an interminable amount 
of time, we noticed our exit, "North Bend." 
As we turned off our desolate exit, follow
ing directions to the left, the streets were 
suddenly darker than our normal lit-up city 

lights. The town was very bleak, with one 
lone gas station in sight. After taking a left, 
continuing to drive straight, the handwritten 
directions notified us to take our third right 
down a gravel road. We found this suspi
cious, as we drove down this dark, deeply 
filled, gravel road, that this would be our 
destination, but my cousin was convinced we 
were following the directions perfectly. We 
continued down this long, dark, gravel road 
with pure blackness in the distance and my 
car headlights peering out in front of us. As 
we drove straight for five lengthy minutes, 
we came to a fork in the road. We rounded 
to the left and drove further down this slip
pery gravel road and stopped abruptly as a 
white, wooden board with sloppy, red hand
writing peered in front of us and read, "No 
Trespassing." This raised our suspicions 
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again, but we decided to confidently drive 
forward believing our directions could not be 
mistaken. As we crept cautiously, traveling 
fifteen m.p.h., it started to occur to us that 
this was not where we were meant to end 
up. To our right was an isolated house that 
appeared to be abandoned, completely worn 
down and pitch black. We knew instantly, we 
needed to turn around. As we maneuvered 
our way around a creepy roundabout, we 
jokingly but nervously commented how this 
moment felt like a scene from Texas Chain
saw Massacre. We nervously locked our 
doors and tightened our windows shut. As 
we winded around the tree, we started head
ing back in the direction we came and slowly 
drove by the shack in the woods. Suddenly, 
my cousin said to me, "Look! Did you notice 
that car there before?" Its headlights were 
shining brightly in our direction peering from 
our left. 

I replied, "No!" We both had a queasy 
feeling, as my cousin encouraged me to 
speed up. I went from fifteen m.p.h. to 
twenty, then to twenty-five and to my dread 
I noticed the car behind me keeping pace, as 
I accelerated. As I went thirty, they matched 
my speed, moving up to forty, they began 

to tailgate us. Before I knew it, heart pound
ing, body numb, I was going as fast as my car 
could travel on a gravel road. Rocks kicking 
up sporadically, I was doing whatever I could 
to get out of there. At that moment I knew 
we were in danger. Thoughts raced through 
my mind, We didn't tell anyone where we 
were, no one will be able to find us! What if 
they attack us? What if they rape us? Do they 
have guns? How many of them are there in 
the car? With two of us, how will we defend 
ourselves? 

With every second of increasing speed, 
I was suddenly forced to come to a halt, as 
we were faced with a 'T' in the road, forced 
to turn left or right. My head was spinning so 
fast, my body was numb like I was on drugs, 
my heart was racing. I couldn't think clearly, 
so as I skidded to a stop and took a second 
to think about which way we came, the 
unidentified car tried toT-bone ours. It didn't 
make a 'T' but yet, more of a sideways '1'. My 
only option was to turn right. I knew at that 
instant that it was the opposite direction we 
came from, but I had no choice. I had to keep 
heading in any direction to find an escape. 
At this point, I had a gut feeling they might 
shoot through our window, so I ducked down 

while driving as fast as I could to avoid any 
shots, attempting to call 9-1-1. It occurred to 
me that I had no idea where I was, thoughts 
of dying and not being discovered for days, 
or being raped and tortured raced through 
my mind. 9-1-1 answered as I was continuing 
to drive down a winding, narrow road, with 
my cousin screaming in the background to 
turn the car around. 

9-1-1 asked, "What's your emergency?" 
I told them we were being chased down 

and I didn't know where we were. They 
asked me to calm down so that they could 
understand what I was saying, but I was 
in such a panic, that I could hardly get the 
words out clearly. 

As we continued to go further and further 
into nowhere, with their car tailgating and 
flashing their bright lights, my cousin urged 
me to turn around in the right direction. I 
finally mustered up enough courage to turn 
around after 9-1-11et us know they weren't 
able to track our cell phones and get our lo
cation. I knew we had to help ourselves and 
made a swift, abrupt U-turn. They tried to 
T-bone us again! I was in shock but was able 
to maneuver around them. Now, I was on the 
right track and was hauling full-force with 



the car following us every inch of the way. 
Finally, after what seemed like an eternity of 
ninety m.p.h. driving, we saw an empty truck 
stop and the familiar lone gas station we first 

saw while exiting off the freeway. Our hearts 
sank with relief knowing that we found at 
least one person who might offer us some 
protection. 

As we cautiously rushed to the gas station 
but slowly pulled up to park, fearing the 
worse, a gruff, cracked-out, seventy-year-old 
woman, pulled up to the right of us, opened 



her car door and yelled, "What were you 
doing on my property!" while holding a large 
shot gun in her hand. 

We were so frightened that all my cousin 
could say was "You better leave now, we are 
calling the police!" (She slammed the door 
shut and began to speed off.) 

We quickly called Brian and asked him to 
drive over and lead us to his house. He was 
there within fifteen minutes. After wiping 
our tears and knowing we were safe, we 
sped off to his house for the party and had a 
great time. 

This memory is so etched in my mind that 
to this day, I will not go back to North Bend. 
Although it is good to embrace spontaneity 
and adventure, it's also in ones best interest 
to consider the whole picture, while weigh
ing the circumstances of our actions. In a 
moment your life can be taken away, for one 
ill decision. While it would be ideal to have 
this kind of insight at an earlier age, it is 
these very experiences that cultivate the wis
dom one gains through maturity and growth. 
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I decided to base mx Se(f.Portrait on recent realizations J'(Je disco(Jered about rt7J~self Let me start bY'.first introducing myself Mx name is Cas
sandra Song~ butxou can call me Cassy I graduatedfromRoose(Jelt 1-figh School in 1997 and attended one semester at HCC immediately following 
mx graduation After that brief semester at _HCC, I dropped out of college to work full time. Fastforward to 12 xears later, and here I am . .. a xoung 
woman in her early 30's, uncertain of what she wants to do in life. 

J'(Je ne(Jer been one of those people who knew what thq wanted to do in life ... and recent6~ it got to the point where it began to wonJ~ and 
frustrate me. I truly wish 1 were one of those people who knew at a wxoung age what thq wanted to be when thq grew up. I en(JY' those who ha(Je a 
strongpassionfor one thing and stri(Jefor it ... I don't think J'(Je e(Jer had that kind o.fpassion before. Aside from not knowing what I want to do, I 
also suffer from a fear of failure ... I suppose !lack se(fconfidence at times and am unaware of an_y potential and capabilities [max ha(Je. These fears, 
uncertainties and self-doubt had repressed me from going back to school all those xears. 

Four months ago, 1 decided to kick~ fears to the curb and enrolled into KCC for Fall2009 Semester. My goal is to try· to get into the New ktedia 
Arts Program for Interface Design, as I am current6~ taking the required prerequisites. Upon recei(Jing myKCC acceptance letter in the mail, I decid
ed to look for my old HCC report card in a .file cabinet where~ mother has stored documents and memorabilia (most useful, informati(Je & nostalgt:c; 
some absurd & completely embarrassing) that pertain to me dating back as far as 30 years. T!Vhile shuffling through all those old artifacts from my 
childhood, I came across my grade school report cards with notes and progress reports from my teachers. There were two progress reports that real6~ 
caught mx attention ... one from ~2nd grade teache1; J11rs. Alcinalca, and the other from my 5th grade teacher, Mrs. Miyahara. 

Mrs. Akinaka (2nd grade teacher) wrote: "f'(Je e,y·o.red working with Cass,y She's an eager learner. 1 like her positi(Je attitude & sensiti(Jity tooth
ers. I'd like to see her take more "risks" in doing things & be more independent. Encourage these beha(Jiors whene(Jer possible. " 

JY!rs. J11"ljtahara (5th grade teacher) wrote: "Cassy is a serious child and tries hard to succeed. She is capable of doing good work but is held back by 
tenseness. She needs to take "risks" and de(Jelop more confidence in her abilities." 

Reading these comments about myself from lrt_Y grade school teachers was such an eye-opening experience. I can't say why I'(Je always been_fi:caful 
and ha(Je held bade ... but reading these progress reports made me realize that I ha(Je been that way since childhood, and it's helped me understand 
why 1 am the way 1 am toda_y: !n a strange sort of way, it made me feel a little better knowing that it's something I had struggled with since an early· 
age and not something that J had acquired recently ... it was an unusual sense of relief 

Since being back in school, lrt_Y_fi:ars are slowly but surely diminishing; and 1 am de(Jeloping more confidence in myself I also like the fact that I am 
Lapping back into my imaginati(Je and creati(Je side, which had been dormant in my mindforfar too long. 

I remember lo(Jing to draw when I was a kid ... constantly slcetdzing and creating characters, but that came to an end, as !got olda 1 often wonder 
why- 1 stopped drawing or ne(Jer lOok an art class in high school. .. I may ne(Jerknow why, but an interesting section in our Visual Arts textbook helped 

. . 
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