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Hartley Ito

Glass Marbles and Bare Feet (Fiction)
From ENG 273C Fiction and Poetry

I don’t know why I remember playing marbles in the dirt at school. 
I was going to Koror Elementary School in Palau. It is a large public 
school of concrete buildings with tin roofs, and windows that did 
nothing to help release the heat of the midday sun. I was 7 then, 
barefoot and dirty me and my friends flicked tiny glass beads back 
and forth hoping to knock another person’s marble out of the circle. 
We played in the shade beneath a large tree. The sun beat down on the 
world around us. The sweltering heat formed ripples in the air. The 
breeze itself was heavy and thick, it seems to scorch the skin and leave 
it raw. Nevertheless, we raved and shouted and jumped in boyhood 
innocence and bliss that could only be found in the few minutes of 
recess we were given. 

The small pouch where I kept my marbles was empty. I had but 
one in the palm of my hand. It was a small white bead, like a perfectly 
formed pearl. I clutched it tightly and tossed it into the air and into 
the circle before me. I held my breath and silently promised myself 
victory. With this, the final game began. It was the tournament of 
tournaments. Muscles tensed as competitors sized each other up. 
Suddenly, the bell rang, calling us back to our prison of mathematical 
symbols and numbers.
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David Wade

Encyclopedia, What?
From ENG 100 Composition I

I can candidly say I developed a sense of literacy around the age 
of eight. In our culture, it is commonplace to be told that literacy is 
important, although many of us do not truly understand the reason 
why. Like many things I was told at the time, this ideal may have 
gone in one ear and subsequently out the other. Being brought up by 
a single mother in the 1980’s, I had found that I could get away with 
a fair amount of mischief and I had established a strong personal 
self-reliance. My mother worked three jobs and she had only so much 
energy to handle my younger brother and me. Four jobs if we are to 
count raising us little hellions. At the time, we just started living in a 
two story furnished house in Auburn, Washington, and for the first time 
I had my very own room. No more shared bed with my brother? The 
concept baffled me and my mind could hardly contain the excitement 
of this personal luxury! 

The grand and other-worldly house had an accompanying massive 
bee-infested plum tree in the backyard. Needless to say, during spring 
and summer, our backyard was out of the question for playtime. It 
would literally turn into a warzone of relentless dive-bombing insects. 
The “United Bee Air Force” was quite formidable, and to a child of 
eight also absolutely terrifying. During the first of these particular 
summers, I was sitting bored and confined in the house while my 
mom was napping. My incarceration was not due to unruly behavior, 
but of limited options. On this forgotten date, I stumbled across a 
near complete encyclopedia set in our living room. This was quite 
amazing to me seeing as how I had never noticed them until we had 
already lived there for six months. Of course, their sudden appearance 
was some sort of black magic to my young and impressionable mind. 
Looking back now, I believe I never actually questioned my mother as 
to how those books manifested on this makeshift bookshelf of board 
planks and concrete blocks. 

Maybe because I was becoming more advanced at reading in 
school (earning “gold star” awards), I was unable to close those books 
once I had opened the first one in the set. I could not pinpoint the 
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reason for my obsession; was it a search for knowledge, a moment of 
self pride from my recently received awards, or was it just the damn 
pictures that drew me in? Whatever the reason, when I had gone 
halfway through book “A,” I already wanted to know what knowledge 
“B” contained within its pages. To this day I still have childhood-based 
anger about the entire “W” book missing from the set. 

There was one particularly warm day when my mother was 
searching for me and discovered me reading in the one place a 
prepubescent boy would never go under their own volition -- the 
bathtub. Mind you, the tub was empty of water. I felt this was a 
pleasantly cool mini-haven for me while mom was taking a rest on 
the couch and my brother was sleeping in his playpen next to her. 
To couple with this very memorable event I had recently found 
out about dinosaurs, so of course I needed every quiet moment to 
myself! My brain couldn’t read fast enough and my mouth couldn’t 
talk to others quickly enough about my discovery. The rest of the 
world was unimportant and only the realm of giant lizards meant 
anything to me. My Mom stumbled across this ultra-secret hideout 
by following my voice from reading aloud. Upon Mom’s discovery, 
I was asked in an angelic laughing tone what I was doing in such an 
uncommon place. With my squeaky young voice, I simply responded, 
“Learning.” Through one of the biggest and most loving smiles I have 
ever seen, she simply asked if I would like a glass of Kool-Aid and a 
sandwich without the crust while I was reading. At that time, I did not 
understand the importance of my actions and what they meant for my 
future; all I understood was that beaming smile. That was enough for 
me to comprehend I was doing something outstanding.

Considering that I was just starting out with only a very childish 
and basic understanding of the topics, I later on found that literacy 
is not confined to a particular age or environment. While yes, I had 
stumbled upon mine by accident, many people purposefully seek 
knowledge when beginning a road of insight. The end resulted 
in a personal realization of a world beyond my scope and I truly 
didn’t know of the doors opening up to me. Through literacy and 
perceptiveness, I began to recognize a world I had never known 
existed. Although my life experience and accomplishments may differ 
from others, we can all understand the tremendous importance of 
learning.
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Steve Miraglio

The Ceramics Studio
From ENG 273N Creative Nonfiction

I never fail to recall with the fondest memories this ceramics studio, 
the place where I met my wife. Rows of pottery wheels strike your 
eyes as you first enter the high ceiling ceramic studio, two glass walls 
allowing late evening light to stream in. Floor to ceiling windows 
make for a bright and welcoming environment. There are two rows 
of traditional kick wheels with wooden heads that have deep wear 
marks from years of spinning under the hands of pottery students and 
two rows of electric wheels whose dull grey aluminum heads show 
hardly a mark. The back wall has large glass doors opening onto a 
patio which is surrounded by Japanese maple trees whose leaves are a 
multitude of colors at this time of year; greens fading to yellow, reds 
so dark they seem purple, and orange leaves luminescing with the 
setting sun. This area is much frequented as evidenced by picnic tables 
whose tops are covered in graffiti and wooden benches showing signs 
of significant wear from many people who have sat on these benches 
while enjoying a meal with friends.

The teacher is sitting at a large work table covered with art books, 
bags of clay, and projects in preparation for the upcoming semester. 
Behind him is a shared office, illuminated by a soft orange glow from 
an incandescent light on the desk. He rarely occupies this space.

The studio is divided into many areas for the different tasks 
involved in ceramic work. A wedging table made of white plaster 
of paris has been scoured, its edges have been sanded and painted, 
waiting for the many pounds of clay that will be prepared on its 
surface. Sturdy work tables that have been in use for a long time are 
covered with heavy-duty muslin cloth yellowed with age. These tables 
are able to easily seat four students around the perimeter with room for 
large projects. At one of the tables, a woman sits in anticipation of the 
class starting.

The glazing area is quiet and well lit in anticipation of projects 
that will be coated with glaze. Sitting covered are large tubs of glaze. 
If you were to lift the lids, the surface you would see is a clear layer 
of water that has separated from the solids like the edge of a quiet, 
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undisturbed pond. The shelves in this area are arranged with many 
bags, bottles, and apothecary jars, some whose labeling is barely 
legible, containing chemicals needed to mix glazes that turn each 
project into a unique work of art.

Metal storage lockers, the color of blanched almonds, line two 
walls. These lockers have not seen new paint since they were installed, 
possibly when Nixon was president. This room is still very clean after 
a final scrubbing last semester. Clay dust, globs of clay, and dried glaze 
that will eventually coat every surface are not yet present.

Through a heavy metal door next to one wall of lockers is the 
entrance to the damp room. This chamber is cool and dim; the lighting 
is quite subdued and does not encourage lingering. A slightly musty 
and dank odor will only become more intense as the tall deep wooden 
racks fill with pots and sculptures waiting to dry.

A raku kiln is located outside the main gas kilns and is under a 
high cover to keep rain off yet allow smoke and flames to be released 
into the atmosphere. During firings, garbage cans and other containers 
will be spread around this area, but are now stacked neatly near a 
wall pendant with metal hooks holding other tools: tongs, gloves, and 
fire extinguishers necessary for a raku firing. The main kiln room is 
harsh, grey, and foreboding. Three large blackened gas kilns sit with 
their doors slightly ajar waiting to be fed student’s work. The lighting 
is from bare fluorescent tubes and is harsh and bright to provide clear 
illumination for kiln loading. This room will become a place of heat 
and fire as the kilns do their work of turning fragile greenware into 
useful and functional objects of beauty.
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Kohta Nishitani / Focus
From ART 207 Intermediate Photography
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Juli Burden

What Specialty Coffee IS
From ENG 200 Composition II

It has been a particularly quiet morning in Kaimuki, a small 
neighborhood in Honolulu. The sun hasn’t come up yet, Wai’alae 
Avenue is silent, and everyone is still asleep. It’s 6:35 am when my first 
customer walks in. He orders a cappuccino and sits at the bar while I 
fumble around still only half-awake. I’ve already had a double espresso 
and half of a cup of coffee, but some mornings I just can’t wake up. 
I remove the portafilter from the espresso machine and grind some 
coffee into its steel basket. The fragrance of the coffee fills this little 
shoebox of a shop, and I instantly feel some clarity. I tediously weigh 
out 18 grams of the fresh grinds, tamp down the espresso into the 
portafilter with exactly 30 pounds of pressure. As the shot of espresso 
is extracting, I steam the milk, incorporating air, making little precise 
additions until the milk is “blood temperature.” I continue to heat the 
milk until the pitcher is almost too hot to the touch, about one hundred 
and thirty degrees. One hundred and thirty degrees is important because 
this is the temperature where the lactose tastes its sweetest. The 
espresso shot weighs out at 32 grams and takes 27 seconds to extract. 
When I extract espresso I’m always looking for the proper amount 
of extraction for each coffee particle based on the amount of soluble 
contents in the coffee. Over-extracted tannins overpower sugars and 
acids if the amount of water becomes too great. If the proper amount 
is achieved, the sweet milky micro-foam will play with the espresso, 
creating a sweet and perfectly crafted beverage. I smile and hand off 
the cappuccino to the customer. 

Traditionally cappuccinos come with a little glass of ice water and 
a little spoon. Before the third-wave of specialty coffee, the spoon was 
used for incorporating denser foam into the espresso. Now customers 
have a non-cognitive habit to arbitrarily stir, but the spoon should just 
be used for checking if the proper amount of foam found its way into 
the beverage. My customer takes his cappuccino and turns around to 
gaze out of the window, quietly sipping his cappuccino and watching 
the older Japanese men do tai chi in the basketball court across the 
street. A few minutes later he turns back around, looks directly at me, 
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and says, “I think I just had a religious experience. That was the best 
cappuccino I’ve had in my life.” These are the moments I strive for; I 
think this experience truly encompasses what specialty coffee is.

I’ve been working in specialty coffee for over ten years, initially 
starting at a local coffee roasting company just out of high school in 
Gainesville, Florida. I was enchanted with the cause of Fair Trade and 
organically grown coffee. At the time, I was a food activist donating a 
lot of my time to running the local chapter of Food Not Bombs. I would 
zip around on my bike with a BOB trailer attached picking up discarded 
Panera Bread in the evenings or cruising the local health food store 
dumpsters for bruised fruit and vegetables. Being concerned with my 
own individual impact on the environment, I was vegan, intentionally 
car-less and spent most of my time working in the Supplements 
department of the aforementioned health food store. 

I was initially drawn to the idea of promoting the organic and Fair 
Trade coffee, Gainesville’s new and only alternative to the commodity 
coffee currently being sold. The coffee industry was new to me then, 
and at the time I was mostly concerned with the social aspects of the 
trade, never really caring for the beverage that much. 

Coffee as a beverage is something that grew on me over time. Most 
people who work in coffee will tell you about the cup that changed 

A cup of cappuccino (Photo: J. Burden)
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what their perception of what coffee could be, a specialty beverage. 
I remember my moment: I was labeling bags for a particularly large 
retail coffee order. Feeling exhausted I thought to pour myself a cup 
of coffee from the tasting room in the front of the roastery. The coffee 
brewed for the morning was a Colombian coffee, organically grown in 
Mesa de Los Santos, the Don Telmo Reserva. I took my mug back to 
my labeling counter with me to sip as I worked. I set it down, forgot 
about it for a little bit, and then once it was drinking temperature I took 
a small sip. I can recall the sweetness and subtle notes of Bing cherry, 
the soft molasses body followed with an aftertaste of hazelnut and milk 
chocolate. It was the first cup of black coffee that completely changed 
my expectations of what coffee could be.

It’s been a non-stop ride ever since. I stayed with that company 
for the majority of my career, at first just labeling bags, then bagging 
coffee and delivering it. Eventually, as I learned more and became more 
comfortable with the industry, I started leading coffee roastery tours 
and coffee tastings. After a while I stayed later, listened more intently, 
asked all the right questions and eventually was given the opportunity 
to learn how to roast from arguably one of the most talented and 
knowledgeable coffee roasters in the industry. After a number of years 
there, however, I realized I needed to learn more, and I might have 
reached somewhat of a glass ceiling in the factory. 

My first trip to the Philippines opened my eyes to what I wanted to 
do with coffee. After the trip, I wanted to dedicate my life to creating 
specialty coffee from the Philippines.

I took a leap and derailed my life to go to there with my best friend 
Lary. He is a conservation biologist and always invites people to the 
exotic places he visits. Of course, everyone wants to go but few end 
up accompanying him. He invited me on this particular trip and I felt a 
gearshift. “Yeah, I’m going.” At the time I wasn’t really too sure why I 
wanted to go so badly. It just felt right, and I had nothing really going 
for me. I was living in Chattanooga, Tennessee, worked full-time at a 
local pizza place, and went bouldering whenever I had a free moment.

Getting everything arranged before I left for the Philippines was 
anything but smooth. I applied for a replacement passport, which 
takes a little over a month, then immediately sent it to the Filipino 
Embassy to get a three-month visa. It got back to me three days before 
my departure. Lary had already bought my ticket, but everything felt 
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like a haze, like it wasn’t really going to happen. I scrambled to get all 
of my camera equipment together, as the trip photographer. This was 
the only valid reason I had to go in the first place. Lary requested that 
I document our trip and his conservation biology lectures at the local 
colleges.

I drove from Chattanooga, Tennessee, to Gainesville, Florida, for 
a “Bon Voyage” party, and believe me it was essential. On the way 
down I was pulled over by a bored police officer in Alachua, Florida, 
a tiny town just fifteen minutes from the city of Gainesville. I watched 
closely as he ran my plates. As it turned out I had a ticket I never paid, 
and my license was suspended. At that point he informed me that he 
could just arrest me, but he’d let me park my truck and call a friend to 
come pick me up. It was three in the morning. The next morning my 
truck broke down entirely, leaving me both license-less and vehicle-
less; in that moment I realized I had forty-eight hours before I needed 
to be in Atlanta to catch my flight, but of course I made it. Against all 
the odds my friends made it happen. The feeling I had as I walked up 
to the check-in counter was nothing short of surreal. Was this actually 
happening?

The following weeks that passed in the Philippines were 
unimaginably beautiful, hilarious, mildly frustrating, and mostly 
life-changing. First stop was a visit to Donsol, in southern Luzon. We 

Lary teaching children about local butterflies (Photo: J. Burden)
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attempted to swim with whale sharks, but failed due to poor weather 
conditions. Instead we found another eco-tourism highlight of the 
region: We went on a night-time boat ride to find fireflies. What we 
found was unimaginably beautiful. As we silently glided though the 
river’s waters I was reminded of a scene out of Avatar, as thousands 
upon thousands of fireflies bobbed in and out of the darkness. 

A few days later we had a welcome party waiting for us in on the 
island of Negros in the Vasayas, in a tiny town called Kabankalan. 
The majority of Lary’s extended family was all waiting for us, close 
to a hundred people when we pulled into the driveway. At 6:00 am the 
next morning fireworks went off to celebrate the starting of Sinulog, a 
cultural celebration of the Filipino’s acceptance of Christianity. 

In a place where I have never felt more foreign, I have never 
felt more at home. As the days unfolded so did the experiences. We 
celebrated at Sinulog, where an all-out charcoal “war” in the streets had 
started. The idea was to dip your hand into a bowl of charcoal mix and 
rub it on the faces and bodies of any strangers that passed by.

The next evening we went to a local show. As the night rolled 
on the band played a Reel Big Fish song. Lary and I became friends 
because of ska music, and he drunkenly screamed in my ears, “WHAT 
IF THEY KNOW LESS THAN JAKE SONGS.” Less Than Jake is 
local Gainesville punk/ska band, one of the bands Lary and I bonded 

A dancer during the Sinulog festival (Photo: J. Burden)
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over as adolescents. A few minutes later we ended up on stage 
drunkenly screaming along to half a dozen Less Than Jake songs. The 
day after we were dragged out of bed, going to a “surprise” location 
for a picnic. Hung-over, and still half-asleep, we piled as many people 
as possible into an eight-passenger van. The trip was anything but 
comfortable, the road pot-holed, quickly stealing all of the bubbles out 
of my soda. We arrived at a 50-foot waterfall called Mag Aso, with 
heart-piercingly turquoise waters. Once I was in the water my hangover 
instantly disappeared, and we spent the rest of the day swimming and 
hiking around, exploring the flora and fauna.

One day halfway through the trip Lary, a few of his cousins, 
and I trekked back up a mountain he had been to the previous day to 
investigate an active beehive. We all tumbled out of the eight-passenger 
van; I stretched my legs and took a deep breath. I immediately noticed 
the smell of the air. There was sweetness, a distinct smell I’d never 
smelled before. And somehow it was familiar, comforting. Lary 
announced, “Oh yeah, and we get to walk through this pseudo-coffee 
farm on the way to the beehive.” The coffee flowers were in full bloom, 
and the smell was nothing short of magical. After all the years I spent 
tirelessly packing, roasting, sampling and selling coffee, it was my first 
time seeing this incredible plant growing in the wild. The field glowed 
a vibrant spring green; as I walked through the rows of young coffee 

Mag Aso (Photo: J. Burden)
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trees, snapping off some photos, a feeling washed over me, a feeling 
I didn’t even know I could feel. The feeling set itself straight into my 
bones, and I knew in my heart that this, this was it, the purpose of the 
trip. 

Lary and I had separate flights back to Florida. My flight home took 
place on Valentine’s Day. Before Lary and I parted ways in Manila we 
both admitted we felt a little heartbroken leaving Negros.

As soon as I got back to the states I imminently started working 
again in coffee, at the same roastery I left off at. I worked hard to make 
up for lost time and frugally pinched every penny I could. Eventually I 
paid for and passed a certification to become a Q-Grader for the Coffee 
Quality Institute. This certification allows me to evaluate coffee’s 
monetary value on the market.

My next move was to Honolulu to enroll at University of Hawaii, 
where the agricultural college focuses on tropical crops, including 
coffee.

I’ll use my education to benefit farmers in the Philippines. The 
biodiversity rate in the Philippines is one of the highest in the world, 
but species are becoming extinct faster than we can discover them. 
Two of the largest contributors to the decline are the logging industry 
and the agricultural industry. Coffee, specifically specialty coffee, is 

Coffee cherries in different stages of ripeness (Photo: J. Burden)
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a lucrative annual crop that can easily be an essential element in a 
well-developed Agroforestry farm. I want to give farmers financial 
incentives to farm responsibly. By giving Filipino farmers access to 
free education and some proper planning, I believe it can be done. The 
goal is to set up a 5-hectare demonstration farm on Negros on Lary’s 
grandmother’s land. It will include as many native and endangered 
plants as possible without reducing the overall revenue of the farm. If 
done correctly, the land will be an incubation habitat for endangered 
native flora and fauna while remaining a profitable farm. This location 
will be used as a platform to educate and encourage other local farmers 
in the area how to do the same. My goal is to grow healthy food, 
specialty coffee, and prove that it is possible to make healthy living 
sustainable.

While pursuing a degree in Tropical Plant and Soil Sciences, I work 
part-time as a barista at an independent local café called The Curb. 

When I started working in specialty coffee it was still a relatively 
new concept. The Specialty Coffee Association of America, founded in 
1982, was just over twenty years old.

Since then, it has been changing the way people think about their 
morning brew. Americans have a disconnection with this beverage, 
though it is perceived as American. The vast majority of Americans still 
think paying over $1.75 for a cup of coffee is outrageous.

One of the major tasks of my job is to at least try to give each 
customer the cup that will change his or her perception of what coffee 
can and should be. Whether I’m behind the counter or interacting 
socially, it is my responsibility to educate people about specialty coffee. 
In an interview in The Independent, Carlo Petrini, founder of the Slow 
Food movement, states, “An agricultural society has become a post-
industrial society.” This has brought about double thinking: “I eat, but 
I don’t know what I’m eating. I don’t know how it was made or where 
it has come from.” This is also a core problem in specialty coffee, as 
most consumers have no idea how much work goes into coffee before it 
reaches the brewer or even their lips.
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Julianne Castillo / Kalia
(ART 113 Introduction to Drawing)
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Henry Fradley / Ebb and Flow
(ART 107 Introduction to Photography)

Henry Fradley / Lines
(ART 107 Introduction to Photography)
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Volha Douban / Filtering Life
(ART 107 Introduction to Photography)

Joshua Clements / Worldly Possessions
(ART 107 Introduction to Photography)
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Jane Paik / Golden Spirit
(ART 197P Relief Printmaking)

Alexander Fraser / Ol’ Willie
(ART 213 Intermediate Drawing)
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Charles Joseph Patterson

Silver Wing
From ENG 100 Composition I

I first saw the motorcycle that would change my life, a 1982 Honda 
Silver Wing road cruiser, one day in early June when Ehren, a spirited 
young man from northern Idaho, rode it into the Sawtooth Botanical 
Gardens, where we were to spend the summer working together as 
gardeners. 

Ehren and I became fast friends that summer. He had an easy way 
about him and I was fascinated by his many stories, which he told 
often and well. The motorcycle was his vehicle and his talisman. I 
always wanted to know about what it was like to own the Silver Wing 
and how it was to ride it, coaxing him to share his anecdotes about life 
on the open road. 

The Silver Wing was a little worse for wear and several of its parts 
were held together by oil stained duct tape. The sidings were brilliant 
maroon, but scratched by sand and rocks and who knows what else. 
For me, these flaws added to its appeal. They were like the scars that 
represent great stories from forays into the wild. The bike screamed 
freedom and classy spontaneity and I wanted to know all about its 
scars.

I gained some motorcycle experience over that summer when, on 
particularly hot days of gardening, Ehren would let me ride behind him 
into town to grab drinks and burgers. These short trips down the road 
were exhilarating and always left me wanting more. One day Ehren 
took me along for a trip to the nearby town of Twin Falls. The trip was 
to let Ehren meet a man who was selling a used pick up. He wanted 
me along so that if he decided to buy the truck I could drive it back 
while he rode the bike. Ehren and I played hooky from gardening that 
day, and decked out in dirty goggles and shiny helmets, took off down 
the road on the back of the Silver Wing tearing through 75 miles of the 
gaping southern Idaho desert. 

I became hypnotized by the scenery rushing by. Riding a 
motorcycle down a desert road on a summer day was completely new 
sensory experience. There was nothing between the road and me. 
There were no windows to block out the smells of roasting sagebrush 
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and manure filled cattle farms. All the bugs I normally wouldn’t have 
noticed ended up in my mouth and eyeballs. Every groove and bump 
in the street was rocking my skeleton like a pile of wind chimes 
on a trampoline. Cars passing by created a temporary vacuum that 
rocked me precariously to and fro on my seat, and when a semi truck 
passed it was like a whale swallowed and then vomited me up, all in a 
nanosecond. 

“If I buy the truck,” Ehren screamed out into the blur of rushing 
wind and desert heat, “do you want to buy my bike?”

“What?” I screamed back. I hadn’t heard a thing he said. The 
combination of wind rushing past my face and the roaring of the motor 
was like nothing I had ever heard.

“I will take eight hundred dollars for the bike.” Ehren yelled out, 
turning his head slightly to the left so I could catch the words flying 
by, “If you want it.”

I thought about it for about two seconds before I yelled out, “Yes!” 
I would never have expected it, but over the next two years the 

bike became a lawn ornament. I could blame the fact that the bike was 
in need of repair and that a motorcycle endorsement required both time 
and money; but time and money I had, and I know the real reason the 
bike remained stationary for so long was because I was scared of it. It 
seems like from the moment I bought the bike people began relating 
stories about motorcycle accidents to me. Anybody who knew I owned 
the bike and had speaking abilities seemed to know about “this one 
guy” who got decapitated or “some dude” whose leg got completely 
skinned from crashing on his or her bike. If the bike was a symbol of 
freedom and uninhibited exploration when Ehren owned it, it became 
the opposite after I bought it. It was a weight on my mind, and I 
started looking for potential buyers to get it off my hands. 

I came pretty close to selling the bike a few times. Prospective 
buyers would come over to see the great lug propped up in my 
driveway, collecting rust and spider webs. One of these was a young 
man my age. He asked if he could drive it around the block. I hadn’t 
ridden the bike since buying it and wasn’t even sure if it worked 
anymore; but it did, and I heard the old familiar roar of the engine 
firing up. I watched as this young man flew fearlessly down my 
driveway to circle the block, and just like that I was transfixed by 
my motorcycle fantasy again. I saw myself riding down the road and 
off into the wide world. My desire to ride overrode my fear of the 
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unknown and I made up my mind that I would learn to ride my bike. 
My first ride was up Trail Creek Road. It’s a nice four-mile stretch 

of a two-lane blacktop with very little traffic and a fabulous view of 
the ascending mountain valley. My blood was boiling and my nerves 
felt like television static with the volume turned all the way up. I 
made my way through back streets to the open road in Trail Creek. 
Too afraid to confront traffic, I would pull off the road and wait for 
oncoming vehicles to pass. That first day I went up and down the 
lonely stretch of Trail Creek Rd. about ten times. After that I was 
hooked. 

I spent the majority of that summer on the back of my Silver Wing. 
My confidence increased as I explored road after scenic back road of 
the majestic Sawtooth Mountains. I spent every free opportunity I had 
tearing through desert expanses, stopping for cheeseburgers at little 
known road stops, and finding secluded napping spots by the pristine 
mountain lakes I frequented. I learned the secret greeting that fellow 
cyclists exchange when passing one another on the road. I started to 
feel like a part of an elite society, existing only to ride and riding to 
exist. 

That fall I took my bike seven hundred miles across Oregon to the 
Pacific Coast. I spent a weekend in a town called, Seaside, Oregon. 
By day, I explored breathtaking coastal highways and visited Oregon’s 
sleeping oceanfront towns. At night I ate ribs and shrimp, sitting in the 
sand by the sea and basking in my adventurous accomplishments. 

The bike ended up dying on that trip. A very small piece in the 
bottom of the motor needed to be replaced. Due to how old the bike 
was, the part plus labor to replace it would cost more than the bike was 
worth. It was also more than I had to spend. I sold the bike and used 
the cash to get back home. 

Losing the bike left me feeling empty. Back in my hometown, I 
muddled grudgingly through my daily routine. I missed the day trips 
and riding terribly. To this day, whenever I hear a motorcycle pass by 
I feel that want to be riding. But my depression over losing the bike 
was short lived. I was soon looking for my next great adventure. The 
bike was a talisman, and remains a talisman in my mind. However, the 
real magic wasn’t the thing I purchased; it was the adventure I took 
because of it, and the fear that I learned to conquer so I could access 
the adventure.
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Joshua Clements / The Lighter Side
(ART 107 Introduction to Photography)
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Ellen Ercegovich

From ENG 273C Fiction and Poetry

Trust

Biking,
city traffic
shaves my legs.

Numb-nation

Elevators,
cramped space, 
touching, but not.

Ego

Trophies,
Child-hood trophies,
senior-years atrophies.

Note: The three poems are in a poetic form called hay(na)ku, invented 
by Filipino American poets in the late 20th century. The form consists 
of three lines, with one word in the first line, two words in the second, 
and three in the third, with no other restrictions.
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Kristina Fox 

Not Every Old Man is Stinky
From ENG 100 Composition I

He looked up with a stare like a blank TV and replied, “I’m waiting 
for Time to pass.” He wiped his brow then blew his nose in his hand; 
he looked around to see where he could wipe his hand and chose to use 
his pant leg. Looking back up, he waited for me to reply, and realizing 
I had nothing to say, he spoke again, “What are you doing talking to 
me? I have no money and I don’t smoke. What do you want?”

“I want nothing. I was worried about you because it’s so hot; I 
was wondering if maybe you needed help to the shade under the trees. 
This cement collects heat, you must be miserable. Would you like help 
to the shade?” I was worried I offended him and yet I was already 
looking for a place where he could sit in the park nearby, when he 
replied.

“No I’m alright, just waiting for Time to pass. Thank you young 
lady, it’s rare someone will say something to me, except when I’m 
ticketed for loitering.” He said this quickly with an

attitude of hurry up and get the hell out of here. He looked back 
down at his shoes, playing with the holes in them from being worn so 
long.

I was curious what he meant by his statement and asked, “I’m not 
trying to bother you but I can’t help it, what do you mean, ‘waiting 
for Time to pass?’ Can I join you?” Without waiting for his response, 
I made myself comfortable beside him, not caring about how hot 
it was. I could smell stale Vodka and definitely urine; I thought he 
hadn’t bathed in at least a week by the look of the crusted dirt under 
his fingernails, let alone the leftovers surrounding his mouth. Then he 
spoke with the sound of disgust.

“Time ... there’s too much time. I didn’t plan on being here this 
long. I didn’t plan on a lot of things. Now I just wait for the food-line 
to start, that’ll be in about four hours, it’s just up the street.” He 
said this with a smile and his eyes began to glisten, glad that he had 
someone to talk to. There was no telling how long he’d been living 
alone. Then he said, “I know I stink, so you gotta be lonely too. Don’t 
you got somewhere to be?” He spoke this with a look, of rejection; I 
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could see he wanted company.
“Yes, but I’m not in a rush,” I lied. For some reason, this old man 

pulled my attention and that’s unusual for someone like me. While I 
listened, I was overwhelmed by the softness in his voice and at the 
same time there was so much strength and confidence in the secrets he 
was telling me. I sat there and listened to his stories, all his triumphs 
and defeats, but most of all his disappointment in life, on how he 
turned out to be. He kept giving me warnings about mistakes he made, 
in the hope that I wouldn’t do the same and always apologized for 
lecturing. He tried to explain he wanted the best for me even though 
he didn’t know me. I never forgot his last comment—it stays with me 
even to this day.

 “Young lady I don’t warm up to strangers, but you are different. 
Be careful—you might out live your Warranty in life. Live for your 
hopes and dreams and don’t let anyone tell you different, it might be 
the greatest mistake in your life. Sometimes you gotta roll a hard six 
and let it be.” He said this with a seriousness that struck me to the core 
and I’ll never forget the look of compassion in his eyes. You know, 
the look of approval that makes you want to reach out, just to confirm 
what you experienced is real.

Finally, it was my time to leave came and we said our goodbyes, 
and as I walked away, I realized that could be me. I can’t help but 
wonder about the Power of one individual, how that one can make or 
break you with words alone. Now, whenever I see an old man sitting 
alone I still wonder what happened to him... that event happened ten 
years ago.
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Fortune Delaney-McClung

The Dinner Date (A Short Short Story)
From ENG 273C Fiction and Poetry

I want to know why my dad is such a drama queen. The man is 
turning 61. He was in the Navy. I sit and watch. My hand is in front of 
my face, almost blocking my view of the show going on. He is sitting 
across from me complaining. He pokes at the perfectly fine lobster 
with his fork as if it personally offended his grandmother and spat on 
her grave. He waves his hand at it flippantly for extra emphasis on his 
reasoning as to why it’s so terrible. 

He wasn’t going to pay for it anyways. It was his birthday soon 
and I decided to take him out early for a fine dinner. It had taken me 
over a month to get this reservation. The high class restaurant had an 
enormous list of patrons who wished to dine there. Instead of enjoying 
my dinner I sit here trying to look apologetic at the blonde waitress. 
Her perfect attire contrasts with the look she is giving my father. A 
fake smile plastered on her face, a nod I know very well from being in 
retail for over a year. The “I’m very sorry sir I’ll do whatever it is so I 
don’t get fired but you’re being ridiculous” look. 

I glance back at my father as he drops his fork to the table with 
a resonating clatter. Seemingly done with his loud and overly wordy 
explanation as to how uncooked it is, that it’s “Practically going to 
get up and start walking off my plate,” he looks at the waitress as if 
he expects her to have a new lobster dinner magically appear in her 
clenched hands. She takes his dish and heads back towards the kitchen 
to do whatever it is they have to do with the food customers are too 
picky about. 

Sitting back in my chair I look at my father. My ears slowly 
re-adjust to the din of the restaurant and I blow out a long breath of 
air I had been saving for some time. My father leans forward on the 
table, elbows rested and arms crossed completely relaxed with the 
commotion he just caused and says to me: 

“So she was pretty hot. Do you think I can get her number?”
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Ka‘imina‘auao Cambern

Ku‘u Tutu
From ENG 100 Composition I

My Tutu never said much. She was a woman who avoided 
meaningless small talk and mingling. When she did speak her words 
were deliberate and extremely necessary. As a child I feared her and 
worshipped her all at the same time, for Tutu had eyes soft and supple 
with a smile to complement their honesty, but the depth of her eyes 
seemed to reach into a void of time that I was so out of touch with. 
Victoria Leinani Flood was a woman who gave me perspective I never 
thought existed, and she did so with few words. I always loved her 
eyes, wild but beautiful like a freshly strung mokihana lei entwined 
with the maile of the uplands.  

“So what you going make for dinner?” was a phrase that Tutu 
would frequently say in our morning coffee and CNN sessions. “Well, 
what do you feel like eating, Grams?” Tutu always pondered this 
question for a few moments to be as deliberate as possible.  She put 
the newspaper down on her lap and pulled her gaze towards the carpet 
in a contemplative way, and then as if she were surprised by her own 
thought, exclaimed, “You know what you do, go to Foodland and just 
pick up one bag poi and the chicken thigh value pack!” I always had to 
grin when she said this because it meant she wanted chicken long rice.

 Long rice and poi was her favorite, and when she ate she would 
take her time eating, savoring the gingery broth and chicken bone of 
the long rice, in harmony with the sour twang of her poi. Tutu was 
a woman who enjoyed the simple pleasures life gave, like her food, 
especially her food, her animals, and her ‘ohana. “Ka‘imi, when you 
cook keep it simple, no need be fancy. Simple is always better.” I 
struggled with this concept for a long time. In my attempts to impress 
Tutu with my cooking abilities I always went over the top. “It’s ok,” 
she would say, “next time make something simple.” That was her 
way of saying, what the hell did she just eat? I learned the meaning 
of simplicity through our dinners. I was plagued by the complexity 
of simplicity.  Tutu taught me how to recognize the difference and to 
appreciate the pleasure of simplicity.

I did not know much about Tutu’s early life on the island of 
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Kaua‘i. She was orphaned at age 11 when her mother died of 
tuberculosis. While her mother was sick at a hospital in Kapa‘a, Tutu 
would walk miles every day to visit her mother. Tutu told me, “I 
loved my mother; she always took care of us even when we never had 
money.” When we talked about her mother, Tutu had a fond distant 
look that seemed to resonate from her eyes. “Grams, what was she 
like?” Tutu thought about this question for a while as she gently laid 
her hands on her lap. “My mother was a singer; she would go around 
Kaua‘i singing for the rich folks hopeful for a tip.” I stayed quiet 
because I could see a thought taking form on the tip of her tongue. 
“She would come home with plenty of food, from the kind rich 
people, and sometimes she would bring home ten cents for a bottle of 
okolehau. You know what okolehau is?” she asked with a slight crease 
of her brow. “Isn’t it an alcohol?” I asked with a curious tension in my 
voice. “Yep, the Chinese family down the street used to make it and 
my mother would go down with her ten cents and buy a small paper 
bag of tobacco and a little bottle of okolehau. My mother would come 
home and roll her cigarette, drink and play Hawaiian music. Ka‘imi, 
your mother is a lot like how my mother was, a free spirit.”

 I tried to envision my great grandmother sitting on her front 
porch with her hair tied up, the image came slowly but crept on into 
a silhouette of a lady with a ukulele perched in her lap, bottle by her 
feet and a cigarette in hand. Then the image morphed into a memory 
of my mother doing the same exact thing. Mom used to sit on the 
front porch of our Mānoa tin hut with a bottle of Budweiser and a 
fresh cigarette in between the strings of her fret board. My mother was 
a great musician, and she could sit outside for hours on end playing 
slack key guitar till she was so drunk, she fell asleep in her evening 
dew dampened chair.

Tutu’s voice suddenly pulled me out of my trance and where I was 
standing in my mind on the foothills of Konahuanui in Mānoa Valley; 
her voice rippled through like thunder drawing near but still in the 
distance. “Did you feed your mother?” she asked sternly, her supple 
eyes grew piercing and on edge. “No, not yet I was sitting here and 
talking to you.” Without hesitation she elongated her pointer finger at 
me with a grace of a time long ago and shook her head. “Always take 
care of your mother; never ever let her go hungry.” I was perplexed 
at the stern grip she had on my heart when she questioned my 
responsibility to my mother. I grew angry and defensive because the 



33     Lē‘ahi ❧ Creative Arts Journal

conversation had fallen to an ambience of blame and guilt. “Well, why 
should I even give her anything? The woman is a drunk and an invalid. 
She sits in her wheel chair demanding beer when I can’t give her that, 
requesting my service like the fucking Queen of England.”

 I was shocked at what I said. I instantly wanted to take this back 
but it was too late. Tutu’s eyes started to water and she looked lonely 
and tired. She calmly shook her head and said, “No matter what she 
does to you, she is you mother, and she is alive.  Care for her, don’t 
ever turn your back on her. I know I did not raise you to speak about 
your mother like that; shame on you.” The shame I felt permeated 
through my bones like the inescapable ocean undercurrent called 
Kea‘au‘ili‘ili. I felt the offshore current pull my legs deeper into the 
abyss and further away from Tutu. My tears welled up as I put my 
head down, for I never meant to make Tutu cry. She stood up hastily 
and walked to the kitchen with her coffee mug and pastry plate in hand 
shakily setting them down on the counter. I could see she was thinking 
of something painful as her misty eyes stared out of the kitchen 
window. She drew in a deep breath and exhaled her forgiveness. From 
the kitchen counter, she softly whispered in my direction, “I only 
remember the good times.” 

Tutu passed away January 25, 2015 at 89 years old. She was a 
woman of pure Hawaiian blood, with a modesty and integrity just as 
pure. Tutu was a fine woman sculpted out of the grit that came with 
her hard upbringing. I never got to know everything her beautiful eyes 
had to teach, but what I learned from her was golden, and necessary. 
A woman of simple recipes, who possessed the logic of aloha, was 
all I ever needed to know about her. I do not regret a single moment 
with her, even when I tried her patience, for it seemed that what Tutu 
had the most of was patience. I write as I am pondering my existence 
in the legacy of Victoria Leinani Flood. As I reflect, I am reaching an 
understanding that I am the receiver of her patience.  I wear her lei of 
love and beauty around my neck, a leinani if you will, as a reminder 
that sometimes saying too much can damage, and that the greatest 
lessons in life and love can be shared with few words. Aloha wau ‘ia 
‘oe ku‘u Tutu.
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Keonaona Mahi

Paradise Reflected
From ENG 273C Fiction and Poetry

The warm, 
tranquil waters 

refresh you. 
The breathtaking

natural beauty  renews you. 

The people of Hawaii would like to share their islands with you.

P       U       L       U       K       E       K       E

Muddy water and rubbish 
Float

into the ocean

Storm water with medical waste and other debris 
wash through the landfill into the ocean; 

polluting the West Oahu shore line.
Sewage sludge accumulation… 

Hawai’i tourism renewed with momentum

There is no place on earth like Hawaii.
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Samantha Feyen

Piece of Paper
From ENG 273C Fiction and Poetry

I’ve never wanted an A
or a B
or C
or D
or F 
or a grade to sum up my intelligence
on a piece of paper
filling in a bubble
on a piece of paper
sending in a piece of paper
getting a piece of paper
to tell me that my piece of paper
was the best piece of paper
I’ve never wanted a piece of paper
to tell me where my place will be in society
to trade a piece of paper
to make a piece of paper.
Which seat I’ll take in an office
Which limbs I’ll have to trade
to pay back 
the amount of someone telling me
us, students, everyone
how smart they are for 700 pieces of paper a class
working hard for a piece of paper
called a degree
this piece of paper will let me earn
green pieces of paper
currency
these green pieces of paper will allow me
to write a piece of paper
with my life’s name on it.
On this fucking piece of paper.
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Tori Ishikawa / Lost
(ART 207 Intermediate Photography)
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Keonaona Mahi

Along for the Night
From ENG 273C Fiction and Poetry

That night, I followed you to the car and tucked myself in the 
backseat, dear brother. In a flurry of birthday cake, celebrations, 
presents we had missed our promised hug and goodbye. Quietly, a 
strange breeze whisked me out ahead of you in hopes of holding on. 
The breeze gently laid me to rest on the backseat of the vehicle. As I 
crouched behind the soft warmth of the driver’s seat the door to the 
crisp white Oldsmobile clicked and creaked open. I held my breath as 
the ignition softly purred to life.

Where are we going dear brother? These streetlights and warm, 
sweet plumeria scented breeze betrays our distance from our cold 
country home. Stop. Turn around. I yell, but go unheard. Escaping 
home in a white chariot touched by rosemary and thyme. Melodies of a 
cable car drift into my mind and an unwelcome tear drops to my thigh 
as I curl into a ball behind your seat. It’s warmer here dear brother. 

Why have we stopped in the dead of night before this dark 
unfamiliar house? That loving smile upon your strong face strokes the 
embers of my ebbing fear. Your departure from our Oldsmobile reveals 
the cold truth of this metal tomb. These soft blue seats feel scratchy 
on my skin. The inky night sky dulls to gray and the crunch of gravel 
beneath your shoes became my salvation. Your presence clearly 
announced by a teary yawn and a flowery musk clinging to warm skin.

The engine crawls slowly to life with a tired rumble and my heart 
lightens as you turned toward home. I sense and breathe it in the winds 
that howl through the open window. My heart slows to a crawl when 
an approaching light before us coupled with a blaring horn crowds our 
escape. I feel our vessel veer sharp left off the road and am revealed as 
I try to grip you. Sway you from danger. Did it hurt, dear brother? That 
final slumber with your world inverted.
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Yeana Jo / Embellishment
(ART 107 Introduction to Photography)
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Katrina Guillermo / Cacophobia
(ART 107 Introduction to Photography)

Lissa Hardbarger / Paralysis
(ART 207 Intermediate Photography)
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Myunghoon Kim / Self-portrait
(ART 213 Intermediate Drawing)
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Brad Quiocho / Mien
(ART 207 Intermediate Photography)
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Kayla Leong / Cover up
(ART 213 Intermediate Drawing)
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Suhyun Baek / Thinker
(ART 213 Intermediate Drawing)
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Thalia Rosemary Casady / The Wait
{ART 107 Introduction to Photography)
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About Lē‘ahi
Nani Lē‘ahi, he maka no Kahiki.

Beautiful Lē‘ahi, object of the eyes from Kahiki. (Diamond Head, always 
observed with interest by visitors from foreign lands.) Mary Kawena Pu-
kui, ‘Ōlelo Noe‘au 2277.

Lē’ahi is the name of the highest peak on the volcanic crater overlooking 
Waikīkī beach. Kapi’olani Community College sits on her mauka slope, in the 
‘ili of Kapahulu.

The crater was called Diamond Head by visitors who thought crystals found 
in the crater were diamonds. The original name is Lae‘ahi: Lae, a headland or 
promontory and also a forehead, suggesting wisdom; ‘ahi is the yellow-fin tuna. 
Hi‘iaka (Pele’s sister) is said to have compared the profile of the headland to 
the brow of an ‘ahi. The name also suggests that offshore was an ‘ahi fishing 
ground.

Lē‘ahi appears in “The Fire Chant for King Kalākaua,” by David Malo II, 
composed to honor the newly-elected King upon his return to Honolulu from 
his first royal tour of the islands, in March-April, 1874.

Ho‘oluehu i luna ke ahi o Lē‘ahi.
Lē‘ahi’s fires scatters to the stars.

The chant alludes to a bonfire set on Lē’ahi to welcome Kalākaua back to 
O‘ahu. (The Echo of Our Song: Chants and Poems of the Hawaiians, 134-144).


