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Welina me ke aloha, 
During the opening ceremony of the 2004 International Festival, over seventy 
students and Malama Hawai'i staff and faculty gathered on the great lawn 
of Kapi'olani Community College and, under the direction of Kumu Kawika 
Napoleon, performed "lpo Lei Manu." According to Lehua Kalima of Na Leo 
Pilimihana, the mele, also known as "He Mana'o He Aloha," was composed by 
Queen Julia Kapi'olani Napela-kapu-o-kaka'e for her then ill husband King David 
Kalakaua after he left Hawai'i to receive medical attention on the US Continent 
in November of 1890. In the mele, Queen Kapi'olani compares her husband to 
the 'i'wi, the scarlet honeycreeper, whose feathers were used for highly valued 
'ahu'ula, feather capes worn by ali'i. Tragically, the last line in the mele, "no 
kalani heleloa" or "my chief is gone forever," describes the tragic outcome of the 
king's journey. King Kalakaua, who passed away on Jaunary 20, 1891 in San 
Francisco, never heard the mele (Huapala.com). 

Queen Kapi'olani's mele and the 2004 International Festival performance are the 
inspiration for the title of this journal, Ka 'l'iwi P61ena. The title was also inspired 
by the lyrics 'l'iwi o uka/ p61ena i ka ua, which means "Honeycreeper of the 
uplands/ appears yellow in the rain." In Hawaiian poetry, 'i'iwi is also a metaphor 
for sweetheart or something treasured and of rare value. The combined efforts 
of Kapi'olani Community College's students and faculty have created a journal of 
great value for it contains prose, poetry, and art that speaks of na mea Hawai'i. 

Mahalo nui loa to KCC's Board of Student Publications, Malama Hawai'i, and all 
of the kumu and haumana who have contributed their support, art, and writings 
to this journal. 

Rebekah Saito and Lisa Kanae- Design 
Solomon Enos - Art 
Rebekah Saito - Editor and Photography 
Lisa Linn Kapualokelani Kanae - Faculty Advisor 
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He puke mo'olelo a he puke hana no'eau 'o Ka 'l'iwi Polena i kakau 'ia e na 
haumana a me na kumu o Ke Kula Nui Kaiaulu 'o Kapi'olani. Pili keia hana: a'o 
loko Hawai'i, mo'aukala Hawai'i, na mea hana lima Hawai'i, ka 'olelo Hawai'i a 
me ka mo'okalaleo palapala Hawai'i, na polotika Hawai'i, ka 'aina, ke kai, a me 
ka wao akua Hawai'i. 'Ae 'ia na hana i kakau 'ia i ka 'olelo Hawai'i, 'olelo Pa'i'ai, 
me ka 'olelo Haole. 

Ka 'l'iwi Polena accepts essays, short stories, art and poetry about Hawaiian 
identity, history, arts & crafts, language & literature, cultural practices, politics, 
land, water, and wild life. Ka 'l'iwi Polena accepts work written in Hawaiian, 
Hawai'i Creole English/pidgin, and Standard English. Please send submissions 
to lkanae@hawai i.edu or Kapio@hawaii.edu or call Lisa Kanae at 734-9412 for 
information. 
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Remember, 
You~re a Kainoa 

Amber Kalua 

Remember. you're a Kainoa. 
That's all I hear. 
What does that mean? 
I have to live life like 
My grandma, 
My mom. 
Musician, 
Hula dancer. 
Full on make-up. 
No more eyebrows. 
The famous Wong's, 
Back in the day. 
So many expectations. 
I sing like screeching cats 
Cause I try to sing falsetto. 
I try to dance hula 
To make them happy, 
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But kinda hard when 
My hands are going one way 
And my feet are going the other way. 
I cannot be like them, 
But at least I got eyebrows. 
We're too different. 
I don't like to put on a show. 
I like to be myself. 
I want people to like me 
For who I am 
And not the show I put on. 
Like the song 
"Crystal Chandeliers," says, 
"All I have to offer you is me." 
If they don't like it, 
That's their tough luck 
Because I'm not just a Kainoa 
I'm Kainoa Ill 
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NO Mo~olelo o 
Kaho~olawe: 

The Stories of 
Kaho~olawe 

Kahala Martin 

We had to be on the boat by 2 am, so we decided to spend the night at 
the designated pick-up spot. The group thought that it would be at the dock in 
the harbor, but we were sadly mistaken. Only after we were in for the long haul 
was I told where it was going to be. "Makena landing?" I yelled in disbelief, "No 
way! " . 

I was one of the few to know that it was a beach landing. No dock, only sand. 
I also knew that there was no way the boat could come in that far because the 
reef was too high. I was extremely lucky to even be going on this trip so I didn't 
complain out loud. I was wondering when the rest of the group would be told 
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that they had to swim out to the boat at 2 'o clock in the morning. I wasn't 
sure how they would take it, but like most young kids, they were usually up 
for the adventure. We all decided to hang out on the beach, eat good food, 
play 'ukulele, and just kani ka pila. This spiritual invitation we most graciously 
accepted would be to the secluded island of Kaho'olawe. 

As a teenager, I was an alaka'i (leader) in the Na Pua No'eau program for 
gifted and talented Hawaiian children. This is the reason I was among the 60 
people let on the island at any given time. 

While we waited, we reflected on the several months prior we had spent 
preparing for this physically and spiritually grueling adventure. To be eligible, 
we practiced swimming and treading water for long periods of time. It was also 
mandatory to learn all the chants needed to go on our journey. Hawaiians, being 
very conscientious people, must respect protocol. A chant is needed asking to 
come to the island, welcoming onto the island, and leaving the island. There are 
different chants for every specific event in a Hawaiian's life. 

At 2 am we stood in a circle and held hands. We all chanted. When 
permission was granted by the man on the boat, and the last vowel of his chant 
reached our ears, we went for it. Everyone grabbed the identical black trash 
bags, which were our waterproof suitcases, and jumped into the water. We not 
only packed our clothes for the five day stay, but our food and water were to be 
swum out to the boat as well. There is only a small catchment system on the 
island so it was up to us to bring everything we needed. 

I was the leader of my modern story-telling (video production) group, "Na 
Mo'olelo." It was my academic purpose to take footage of the island and make 
a documentary. All the equipment needed was also packed and duct taped to 
prevent water leakage. After getting everyone onto the boat, we were off into 
the dark cold morning. After freezing half to death on the choppy sea, we saw a 
little rock pop up on the horizon. It was our final destination, Kaho'olawe. 

We were later informed that the waves were too big and the tide was too 
low for the boat. For us, this meant exposed reef and a long swim. As we 
got closer, a man on a zodiac approached us. He was one of the attending 
caretakers. The chant flowed from our lips as strong and fluid as the powerful 
ocean itself. We were given permission and assurance that we belonged there 
on the island that day. The plan was to get as many people as we could into the 
zodiac with all the bags. The inflatable zodiac could still only go so far. In the 
water, we created an assembly line. Floating like buoys, we handed down one 
bag after another until they all reached the shore. With all the helping hands, our 
mission was soon completed, and everyone had arrived safely. 
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I stepped onto shore and all I could see were the line of keawe trees and 
the beach. I took a few more steps while reciting my mo'okO'auhau (family 
genealogy) for all to hear. I wanted everyone on the island to know whose family 
I belonged to. It felt as if we had gone back in time and we were in ancient 
Hawai'i. We cleaned ourselves in the ocean and for five days made due without 
electricity and running water. Everyone helped to cook and prepare our shelter. 
This was a reminder of how island culture was, and how it should be. 

For the documentary, I interviewed many distinguished people in the 
Hawaiian community and got to know very much about the island. The PKO, 
Protect Kaho'olawe 'Ohana, made it possible for us to be there. I focused on 
their purpose and feelings concerning the island. There are many angry feelings 
among the Hawaiian people toward the previous military use of the island. There 
are still many live ordinances left by the Navy after using the island as target 
practice. In the five days we were on the island, we helped to protect, clean, 
restore, and regain Kaho'olawe. We planted plants to help establish the foliage 
that would thrive, and helped to eliminate trash and military garbage. 

In addition to my group, Na Mo'olelo, I also recorded the events and projects 
of the kanaka lawai 'a (fisherman) class. They traveled along the island's 
untouched shores using ancient Hawaiian fishing methods and traditionally 
made tools. After being able to personally connect with the land and energy of 
the island, it was time to return home. We were enjoying our once in a lifetime 
experience so much we didn't want to leave. 

After packing everything up, we all stood on the beach to say a few words. 
The mana encompassed within this chain of people was strong enough to raise 
all the hairs on my body. Saying our last words, we chanted to help release us of 
the yearning we all felt in our hearts. I smiled inside when reminded that I would 
soon have a tape, in addition to my memories, which will help preserve this 
forever. 

In the boat on our way home, no one talked. We were already remembering. 
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Calling All 
Hawaiians 

Alohalani Brown 

Calling all Hawaiians 
Yes, dat means you! 
Calling all locals, anykine race too! 
I no care if you no get kanaka blood 
You know you local if you can read dis 
(Wit'out askin' help from one 'oiwi.) 
Nice eh, live Hawai'i nei? 
Time to pay da price for 
Enjoying da beauty of dis land. 
Bumbye your keiki 
And your keiki 's keiki 
Dey goin' be living in concrete paradise 
Golf course Eden 
Where da only Hawaiian words you hear 
Comes from da mouts of ABC store employees. 
Aloha, Mahala! 
Das wot chu want? 
For realz? 
Tink about it, cuz. 
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Get small kine tings you can do 
Foa help us malama da 'aina 
Foa help preserve our culture. 
Take one Hawaiian language class. 
Every word you learn, my braddah, my tita 
Is one moa step for keeping the 'olelo maoli alive. 
Das not too much foa ask, no? 
We get plenny aloha foa you, 
You get aloha foa us? 
Learn da language, 
Pick up da 'opala when you go beach, 
Even if it's not yours. 
No big ting, my braddah, my tita 
Try read one book, Iii bit at a time 
About da lives of our kupuna, 
Open up dem eyeballs 
T.V. not goin' anywea cuz! 
Kokua da 'aina 
And da 'aina goin' kokua you. 
Try talk story wit one kupuna 
Ho, das da bes' way foa learn. 
Until den, my braddah, my tita 
Whatevah race you is, 
If you can read dis 
You one of us! 
No forget, da 'aina is our oldah braddah 
Our kOpuna, dere 'iwi talk to us 
Find your kuleana 
And just do it! 
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How Mokopu~u 
Saved M4 Life 

Torie McKeague 

There was a time during high school when my life wasn't going the 
way I wanted. My grades were suffering, and my life at home wasn't that healthy. 
My mom and I would constantly argue about school and cutting class. 

I had tried to commit suicide many times but never really had the guts to go 
all the way. Cutting my arms and wrists seemed like the only way of calming 
myself down when I was mad or depressed. But I would never cut too deep. I 
guess I was too scared. I even tried to overdose on Tylenol, but I didn't take 
enough to OD. I just took enough to knock myself out until the next day. 

My life in general seemed pointless. No matter how hard I tried, I always felt 
like an outsider. I felt like I didn't belong anywhere. I thought I was either too 
tall, too fat, or just ugly. I couldn't do good in school, and I couldn't be good at 
home so what else was there left for me to do? I felt that if I were to die, no one 
would care. They would probably be better off without me. These thoughts ran 
through my head every single day. 
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One night, I argued with my mother for over two hours about school. She 
said I had a very bad attitude, so I drove to Makapu'u. I decided that I wanted to 
jump off the top of the lookout. It felt like it was the right thing to do since my life 
seemed so hopeless. I felt unwanted and unloved. The only thing I could think 
of doing was killing myself to make everything better. I was there for almost four 
hours contemplating and grieving in my misery. Then I remembered about my 
Kumu Hauoli Akaka and how he told our Hawaiian class the story of Makapu'u. 

Makapu'u means "bulging eyes". According to the story, the Goddess 
Makapu'u had eight eyes and would sit at the cliff to watch for the traveling uhu. 
When Hi 'iaka and her companions brought their canoes on shore, they were 

frightened when they saw the many eyes on the head of Makapu'u. They jumped 
back in their canoes and paddled away. Makapu'u couldn't understand why they 
were frightened of her. She felt like the ugly duckling because she had eight 
eyes. From then on, she would cover her head so no one could see her eight 
eyes. 

Remembering that story made me realize that God made everyone for a 
reason. I thought to myself that God must had given Makapu'u eight eyes for a 
good reason. God gave her eight eyes so that she could watch for the uhu so 
that she could get food for her family to eat. 

The story of Makapu'u saved my life. For a moment I felt like I was Makapu'u. 
I couldn't understand how to make things better in my life. I thought long and 
hard about jumping off that cliff. But I came to realize that I was there for reason. 
I wanted to live out my purpose in life the way that God had planned. I didn't 
want to be that girl who was bad and always cut school. I wanted more out of life 
and having that fortunate experience made everything clear for me. 

Nothing and nobody could have saved me that night. I never would have 
thought that something as little as a story that I had learned just two weeks prior 
would change my life forever. It was fate that made me choose not to skip my 
Hawaiian class so that I could learn about the story of Makapu'u. God made 
me learn that story for a reason. He knew that things weren't going so good in 
my life and that I might do something stupid to try and solve my problems. He 
wanted to make sure that I reflected on that story about the girl who even though 
wasn't that fabulous looking, could turn out to be someone great. 
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Rebekah Saito 
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-
MOiomo Ko ~Aino 
Felicita Garrido 

I have many questions. 
It's the truth I'd like to know. 
No more Hawaiian birds. Why aren't trees allowed to grow? 
The birds I see in pictures, but not in the sky. 
Because the world needs paper, many trees have to die. 

The ocean is polluted. The air I breathe is not safe, 
all this because of a human rat race. 
And what's this thing called money. People will kill for it. 
Too many cars. Maybe we need a limit 

We are na keiki of this land. 
Hawai'i 's future is in our hand. 
It's time to heal what's been done. 
Malama ka 'aina before everything is gone! 

Something is not right, for my heart tells me so. 
The destruction has to stop, God is watching don't you know. 
Explain to me how th is all happened. 
Wasn't anyone thinking of future children. 
I'm only one chi ld on behalf of us all. 
Aloha 'aina kakou, is our urgent call. 

We are na keiki of this land. 
Hawai'i's future is in our hand 
It's time to heal what's been done. 
Malama ka 'aina before everything is gone! 
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Poi Dog 

Alohalani Brown 

A hand snakes out from beneath a mountain of bed covers, 
fumbles around on the nightstand, knocks over an empty glass, finds the 
clamoring alarm clock, and smacks the snooze button. Ten minutes later the 
hand darts out, zeros in on the snooze button yet again, then retreats. Another 
ten minutes pass, the alarm goes off once more, and a woman erupts from 
beneath the mountain of covers. Covers, pillows, books, papers, and the cat fly 
everywhere. She apologizes to the cat and grabs the alarm clock to check the 
time. 

Oh man, I'm late. Okay, the email said to buy the t-shirt, and to wear red if we 
don't buy one. What am I going to wear? Hmm, red . . .red, what do I have that 
is red? 

She opens a chest of drawers and pulls out a red t-shirt with the slogan, 
"Boys are Stupid, Throw rocks at them." Nope, not appropriate for a Native 
Hawaiian Justice March. 

The woman continues her search and pulls out a plain red ribbed cotton tank 
top. She closes the drawer and slides open the closet door, scolding the cat that 
darts in and refuses to come out. 

Damn cat, always wanting to hide in the closets. 
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She pulls a pair of white linen drawstring pants off a clothes hanger, grabs the 
cat, and slides the closet door shut. She jumps in the shower, jumps back out, 
dries off, and gets dressed. In front of the mirror she pulls a hair pick through her 
wild mass of long curly sun-bleached hair. 

Yup, that's the only thing about me that looks Hawaiian, my wild ehu hair, the 
rest is all Haole. 

The woman stares at her reflection and sighs. The woman is of Hawaiian, 
Chinese, and Caucasian ancestry, but ask what ethnicity she is, and she 
responds, "Hawaiian." Her female Hawaiian ancestors managed to pass on 
some Hawaiian values albeit they tended to marry outside their race. At least as 
much as was possible considering the systematic attempt to squelch Hawaiian 
culture beginning with the ban of Hawaiian in schools and public office in 1896, 
a law that was abrogated in the 1980's. The woman thinks of this injustice and 
feels pain well up in her heart. 

I don't mind so much being so Haole looking, but why couldn't 'Puna 
be rebellious like other kupuna and speak to us in Hawaiian? She read her 
bible in Hawaiian. I should know. She gave it to me. Damn, she even spoke 
Cantonese. What a waste. And why are the schools and streets still named 
for the people that overthrew our Monarchy? McKinley High School, Dole 
Elementary. Thurston Street! Fricking people! What were my kupuna thinking? 

The woman runs downstairs and starts up her red moped. As she exits the 
garage of her condominium, she can see the cars lined up on Kalakaua. She 
weaves in and out of traffic, making sure the custom surfboard racks on her 
moped don't scratch the cars, and after a while finally catches up with the tail
end of the parade, twelve blocks from her apartment building. The policemen 
still have the portion of Kalakaua from the Waikiki Sheraton to Kapi'olani Park 
blocked off. 

The woman asks a policeman how she can get her moped down Kalakaua. 
He tells her to just go ahead and walk her moped on the sidewalk. As she walks 
her moped, she hears someone call out to her. 

"Eh, Hawaiian, you think you get enough red on, or what?" An older Hawaiian 
man with a long gray beard smiles at her. "What you doing walking on the 
sidewalk? Come march with us." 

"Mahala, Uncle," she says and joins the other marchers. 

She feels ridiculously proud that he recognized her as being Hawaiian 
but then chides herself for her insecurity. While she marches, she observes 
everyone around her. Most of the marchers are wearing red shirts with the 
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slogan "Justice for Hawaiians," the shirt she didn't buy because she woke up 
late. She sees marchers of all ages, entire families with all their children. Some 
are pushing baby strollers. She smiles at how they interact with each other. 
Directly in front of her are two young men wearing red malo holding up a red 
banner. Just in front of the red banner is a small group pushing a stone ki'i on a 
wagon. When some tourists try to cross the street by cutting through the parade, 
she hears an auntie tell them to walk around. The tourists hurriedly pull back 
and go the other way. 

"I didn't know there were people in Hawai'i who don't think they are part of the 
United States," comments a tourist. The woman hears this and cringes. 
This is why we have to speak out. This is why we need more people publishing 
books, articles, and stories. This is why we have to work together, rather than 
against each other. So many factions arguing. Shame! This is why we have to 
educate our children and educate ourselves. 

She hears someone call out her name and sees the Healani canoe club 
novice B coach waving at her. She waves back and calls out a greeting. A few 
minutes later she hears someone else call out her name. She turns and sees 
someone she grew up with walking towards her. 

"You late too, eh?" She leans the moped on its kickstand, and hugs Kawika, 
the man who taught her how to work with bees when she was fifteen. An eon 
ago, she thinks. She looks at his face and sees the beauty of Hawai 'i in his 
features. He is pure Hawaiian. He's aged well. U'i 'oia. 

"Had plenty traffic," says Kawika. "Wow, how you been , Ka'onohi? I haven't 
seen you in, what, three years?" 

"Yeah, I left Makaha and moved into town. I'm in my sophomore year at KCC. 
I'm going for a double major once I get to U.H. Anthropology and Hawaiian 
Studies. I want to be an ethnohistorian .. . At least I am going to try. If I think 
of Mary Kawena Pukui, the Hawaiian ethnohistorian for antonomasia I get 
discouraged. But maybe, in some way I can make a difference. I just hope I can 
make it all the way to a Ph.D." 

"Good for you, sistah." Kawika smiles at her. "I'm teaching the old way of 
fishing to kids. Just trying to pass on da knowledge." 

Ka'onohi nods and smiles, but inside cringes. 

I don't have anything to pass on yet. So much I don't know. 

They walk for a while in silence. When the marchers pause to pay homage to 
the statue of Prince Kuhio, she sees three elegantly dressed kupuna seated 
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in chairs in front of the statue and wonders who they are, but is too shy to ask 
anyone. On either sides of the bronze statue are two distinguished Hawaiian 
men dressed in black suits with sashes around their waist, hands clasped in front 
of them. Ka'onohi notes that when a Caucasian tourist tries to walk through the 
narrow space between the three kupuna and the statue they firmly, but politely 
indicate that the tourist pass behind the statue. 

Finally the marchers reach their destination and Ka'onohi and Kawika go their 
separate ways after exchanging phone numbers. The majority of the marchers 
congregate at the Waikiki Shell for the after march celebration that includes 
a concert. Ka'onohi wanders around the information booths and gathers up 
pamphlets before deciding which petitions she will sign. 

She buys a plate of Hawaiian food and goes to eat it in the shade of a 
coconut tree. She looks up at the tree and remembers when they started 
pruning them back in the seventies. She thinks she remembers a child being 
killed, or seriously injured, by a falling coconut. 

I wonder if my legs and arms are strong enough to climb that tree. I wonder 
if the coconut trees pre-European contact were even this tall. I wonder if the 
women were allowed to climb the trees because they were kapu to KO. I wonder 
if it was also forbidden to drink the coconut's milk? 

Ka'onohi laughs to herself and eats her poi. 

I wonder if all kinds of kala were forbidden to women, or just some kinds. 
wonder if the women could eat poi, or was that considered kapu as well since it 
was made out of kala? 

She has an epiphany and suddenly freezes with the spoon of poi in her 
mouth. Poi is kala in another form. It is cooked, beaten and mixed with water, 
but poi is still kala. You can't change what it is. Just like me. I am Hawaiian. I 
may be half Caucasian, but I am Hawaiian, just watered down. I don't have to 
make excuses for my light-skin, or the fact that I'm not fluent in my language. I 
don't have to explain why I feel Hawaiian. I just am. 

"Excuse me. Are you Hawaiian? Can you tell me why everyone marched 
today?" asks a woman. "And what do the Hawaiian words on some of those red 
shirts say?" 

Ka'onohi smiles at the woman, and replies, "Yes, I am Hawaiian, and yes I'd 
be happy to tell you why we are here today. How much time you folks have?" 
Ka'onohi pats the grass next to her and motions for them to sit down. "Well let's 
see ... It all kinda started back in ... " 
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HOioo-noko~ HOioo; 
Our Brothers 

Margo Howlett 

Keola and Kimo started their day in the lo'i (taro patch). Their feet 
were buried in the mud and as they pulled out the weeds with their hands, they 
could feel the mana (power) of the land flowing through their fingers and toes. 
Keola said, "Every time I come into this lo'i, I feel good." "Me too," said Kimo, 
"when I was little, my kupuna wahine (grandma) told me that the kalo plant is our 
oldest brother. She said that we must ho'ihi (respect) and malama ka 'aina (care 
for the land) and if we do that the 'aina (land) will take care of us." "What do you 
mean the kalo is our older brother?" asked Keola. "Okay Keola, this is how my 
kupuna explained it to me," said Kimo. "The legend goes like this." 

"In the beginning, Wakea, (sky father) and Papa, (earth mother) mated, 
producing Hawai'i, Maui , Kaua'i, Ni'ihau, Lehua, Ka'ula islands, and the stars 
in the heavens. The most beautiful star, Ho'oh6k0kalani, stirred up desires in 
her father and together, they produced Haloa-naka. As fate would have it, this 
incestuous fetus did not survive. He was buried in the ground and from his body 
sprouted the taro, kalo plant. The "sky" and the "star" mated once again and 
produced Haloa, our first ancestor. Haloa-naka was the food source for Haloa 
and that is how Haloa-naka became our brother," explained Kimo. "Not only 
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that, the whole kalo plant makes up what we call the 'ohana or family. The 
stem of the kalo is called 'oha (everlasting breath) and the new roots are called 
makua (parents). The base of the stem is called huli (turn) and is replanted to 
reproduce the kalo. Where the top of the stem joins with the leaf, it is called the 
piko (umbilical cord) and from every leaf you get two new ones, which are called 
keiki (children). Na makes a word plural and so 'ohana has come to mean family," 
explained Kimo. "This is all so interesting," says Keola. 

"If you think about it Keola," explained Kimo, "everything we have, comes 
from the land and sea. Our shelter, clothes, food and transportation all come 
from the land and ocean. The trunk of the coconut tree gives us our pahu (drum), 
which we use to send signals throughout the village. When we hear the beating 
of the pahu we know that it's time to eat, clean, pau hana (finish work), or sleep." 
"Boy, do I love to hear three beats on that pahu," says Keola, "it means it's time 
to eat!" "Oh yeah!" says Kimo! "You ever notice that even though certain people 
are always mad at each other, when they sit down to eat, it seems like they're 
best friends." "Yeah, that's because of the poi. You're not supposed to have 
bad feelings when you eat or when the poi bowl is open," answered Keola. Just 
then they heard a ruckus going on nearby. Two boys were arguing about who 
was going to take the canoe around and pick up the kaikamahine u'i (pretty girls) 
who were picking limu (seaweed). Their voices got louder and soon they were 
fighting. Everybody including Kimo and Keola, started running for the nearest 
hale (hut) because in front of every hale stood a "T" with an ipu (gourd), hanging 
on either side. One was filled with water and the other one with poi. The lids all 
went flying off and all of a sudden it was like magic. The boys stopped fighting 
and they both went to pick up the pretty girls. 

We get our torches, candles, lamps and oil from the kukui (candlenut) tree. 
"At the end of the day when the pahu hits four beats you know what that means, 
huh Keola?" "Oh yes, time for everybody to come to the hale noho where we all 
sit and kOkakOka (talk story), then we hiamoe (sleep). That's my favorite time of 
the day," says Keola. "I like when we all get to say something about our day and 
when our kOpuna share their wise mana'o (thoughts) with us kids," said Kimo. 
When the last candle burnt out, it meant that it was time to sleep, but sometimes 
it burned out too soon. "Remember last night when uncle Kalanikau told us 
about the big ahi he caught?" Keola said excitedly! "Yeah , the ahi tried to pull 
him in the water. That was hilarious!" said Kimo. 

"You know Keola, because we have to rely on the ocean for food and 
traveling from place to place, we really need to have h6'ihi (respect) for the 
ocean and for our kOpuna (ancestors). Because the ocean is not our home, we 
must rely on ke akua (the God) and our 'aumakua (guardians) to guide us," said 
Kimo. We have to first be ha'aha'a (humble) and remember all the things our 
kOpuna ever taught us. They taught us to have koa (courage), ho'omanawanui 
(patience) and alaka'i (leadership). We have to always keep an open mind so 
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that we can a'o (learn) from the sea. When we laulima (work hand in hand) and 
work in lokahi (harmony), together we will always holomua (succeed)." "You're 
right Kimo, and I remember my grandpa telling me that the Hawaiians were great 
seamen," said Keola. 

"Yes, when our kOpuna (ancestors) first challenged the open seas to come 
here, our oldest brother sent them on their way with his blessing. How? He went 
with them. Haloa-naka (the kala) is the most sacred and nutritious food on this 
earth. In fact, we can live on poi alone. Out of respect to Haloa-naka, we don't 
eat the taro whole. We mash the taro into poi and because it lasts up to three 
months. We were able to survive long trips and our kanaka (men) became known 
as the 'Vikings of the Pacific.' People have questioned our navigational skills, 
but what they don't realize is that we are not alone. The ao (clouds), the mahina 
(moon), the hokO (stars) and the Ia (sun) all tell us how the weather is going to 
be. The current, and the manu (birds) tell us which direction we're heading, and 
the taste of the ocean water tells us when we're in a new land. Then of course, 
we have ke akua (the god), the palaoa (whales), nai'a (dolphins), mana (sharks) 
and ka makani (wind) to take us where we need to go," explained Kimo. 

"My kupuna wahine said that when Haloa became our first ancestor, he 
started the first 'auwai (water source) and punawai (fresh water Spring). The 
water that shoots out of the fountain is called kupuna and the mo'opuna are all 
the little droplets that bounces off when the water hits the surface. This constant 
flow of na'auao (knowledge) is our blessing as Hawaiians, and did you notice that 
it's the kOpuna who are always teaching us mo'opuna to be wise and smart," said 
Kimo? "I feel so special," said Keola. "You should," answered Kimo, because we 
Hawaiians are unique." 

"Why are we so unique," asked Keola? "Because we also have "Ha"(breath)
loa's spirit inside of us as a constant companion. That is called the Alo-"Ha" 
spirit. This is the aloha (love) spirit that tells us to always be ho'ihi (respectful) 
and wiwo (obedient) to our elders. We need to be akahai (kind) and lokomaika'i 
(generous) to others, and we should always try to be hau'oli (happy). We need to 
be kOpono (honest) and show kO'i'o (sincerity), hilina'i (trust) and kOpa'a (loyalty), 
especially to our family and friends. When we kokua (help) each other and 
hanalima (work together) we can kO i ka nu'u (achieve) kela (excellence). We 
can be le'ale'a (playful), but with ma'ema'e (clean) thoughts, words, mind, body, 
and soul. Most importantly, when we 'ike (recognize) that we have done wrong 
we must take the kuleana (responsibility) and ho'oponopono (make things right). 
Our kOpuna have taught us no'eau (wisdom) and ho'omaopopo (understanding) 
and the only way we can ho'oponopono, is to huikala (forgive) one another," 
said Kimo. "I'm so proud to be Hawaiian, said Keola, "Me too, said Kimo and I'm 
proud of Haloa-naka and Haloa; our brothers. 
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Nona Ko Moko 
This stor4 is dedicated to m4 son~ La'akea and 
m4 daughter~ MokoleL 

Keola K. Chan 

''I heard you charge $150 for one lei, and people buy it? Crazy!" 1 

once asked this question to a native woman of Ni'ihau, which in-turn started 
me on a journey that continues till this day. Eight years ago, I chose to pack up 
my bags in Honolulu and brave the move to the Garden Isle of Waimea, Kaua'i. 
You see, I had wanted to learn the Hawaiian language and culture that I had not 
found living on O'ahu, and by luck, I had met a lady through some good friends 
whom introduced me to her one afternoon. We briefly spoke, and the offer 
to come to live with her was thrown out on the table. With great excitement, I 
jumped at this opportunity and two weeks to the day, I was on a plane heading to 
the island of Kaua'i. 

On the plane, I could hear the stewardess announce our arrival over the 
intercom. As I fastened my seat belt, I felt the excitement of settling in a new 
home. The possibilities were endless and I had no regrets of leaving the rat race 
back in Honolulu. As the plane made its 90 degree turn displaying the beautiful 
KlpOkai Beach, the plane roared in for its landing. With a skip and a jump, the 
brakes were applied, and the plane quickly came to a stop. Finally, I thought to 
myself as I picked up my bags and awaited my new family to pick me up. 
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As I sat on the corner of the bench outside of the baggage claim, I inhaled my 
new surroundings as the fresh air engulfed me with a sweet tinge of plumeria in 
the faint distance. The hot Uhu'e sun scorched the hot asphalt as it melted into 
the red dirt that stretched around the corner of the Kaua'i Airport road. 

There in the distance, I saw a red Nissan truck slowly making its way towards 
me. With a great smile on my face, I stood there and waited. There she was 
in the passenger seat with her eyes searching for me. "Hui, Mama Kaleipua," 
I yelled as they got closer. Our eyes met, and her son Kauila quickly pulled to 
the curb. I threw my bags in the bed of the truck, kissed everyone "Aloha" then 
jumped in the back preparing myself for the long 40 mile ride to meet the rest 
of my new family. The distance getting there seemed to come too quickly while 
trying to take in everything that this beautiful island had to offer. The green 
fields, the sweet scent of ginger, as well as the melodious chanting that filled my 
ears while our Hawaiian Language was being spoken by Kauila and Mama as 
we raced down Kaumuali'i Highway. 

As we pulled into the driveway, I was quickly greeted by Mama Kaleipua's, 
family, friends, and many children that roamed the dirt road in-front of her home. 
I quickly grabbed my bags and stood there at the edge of the cement driveway 
for a few seconds. With a warm feeling in my chest, I knew that this was where I 
needed to be. 

That night my mind was like a T.V., an endless array of pictures, thoughts, 
and discussions that filled my head. After a few hours of tossing and turning in 
this new bed of mine, my mind seized and my thoughts drifted of into po (night). 

"Keoso," a nickname everyone called me. "Here mai, here mai." It was 
Ka'uhane, a nine year-old Ni'ihau native who was sent like a pack of mosquitoes 
to pester me till I got up. My eyes tried to focus, but I quickly realized that the 
house was pitch black. "Are you crazy, it's five in the morning." I snapped. 
As I tried to get back to sleep, my ears started to follow the faint voices in the 
distance speaking in our mother tongue, Hawaiian. 

"Keoso, you like stay home wit' mama or go fishing wit' us?" Ka'uhane 
asked. 

"Stay home," I said. "I going sleep little bit more." 

Five hours later, the sun was blaring in my face. I woke up, got ready, and 
went into the garage. Sitting at a table was Mama Kaleipua. 

"Ho, po'o nui 'oe!" (Big head!), she jokingly commented making reference to 
my waking up at ten in the morning, well past the normal time for these anxious 
Hawaiians of Ni'ihau. 
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As I made my way down the stairs, I took notice of my new house in the deep 
lush valley of Waimea. I could smell the pungent aroma of chickens and fresh 
cut grass that colored my nose. Finding my way down the stairs, I took a seat 
across from her and took notice of the tiny shells that were laid out in front of her. 
As I sat watching Mama poke and string each Ni'ihau shell with her plump body 
squeezed into a $5 K-Mart plastic chair, Coke bottle glasses hanging on the tips 
of her nose, and jet black hair that was rolled into a tightly fashioned bun, she 
asked, "Pehea tou pito?" which is an old Hawaiian saying asking how is one's 
sex life. 

"Anuanu keia manu." (Cold is this bird), I answered. It was my first day away 
from home, and I felt like I had moved to China. 

I sat there watching Mama poke and string each Ni'ihau shell, and for the next 
ten minutes I couldn't help but inquire why she was making the lei. I am not sure 
what came over me, but I think it was the countless years of being colonized then 
westernized that my mouth suddenly had an attack of diarrhea. I couldn't shut-up 
and just watch. Questions started spilling from my mouth , "I heard you charge 
$150 for one lei, and people buy it? Crazy!" "Teach me how make dat. I like 
make some extra cash." "What's da name of dat shell?" On and on I questioned 
as if a teacher had asked the ever so famous, "Any questions?" 

As I spoke, Mama's eyes slowly squinted, and her mouth tightened at the lips. 
Her jaw rippled as she grinded her teeth. She was pissed. I could feel my heart 
slowly retreat to my stomach as I awaited for Pele to erupt with her words of 
anger, but she didn't say or do anything. For the next two hours, I got the silent 
treatment. It was as if I was a hermit. I had no one to talk to, and my car wasn't 
going to be shipped from Honolulu for another two days. Great, I thought to 
myself. I was stranded with Ni'ihau's only deaf and blind mute. 

I tried everything, "Mama you like one lomilomi?" I asked. Only to receive 
a good slap on my hands and be called a "Kepalo (Devil)". Man I thought to 
myself, these Hawaiian can hold a grudge. 

She continued her working like she was making that lei for God himself. Her 
concentration, tight lips, and deaf ears didn't even take notice of the countless 
jokes I tossed her way. 

Deep down in my heart I really wanted to learn how to make a lei, and I 
couldn't figure out what was so wrong with asking her questions. After watching 
The Price Is Right on T.V., I took a chance and sat down again across from 
Mama. She made stringing those shells look so easy as she worked her magic 
carefully tying each shell into place. 
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Gently grabbing each shell that was the size of a backing of an earring, she 
quickly stabbed the shiny white shell with her over-worked, calloused fingers. 
She then turned the shell over and cleaned it of any sand particles that were 
wedged in its mouth. Wow, I thought to myself, I can do that. 

For the next two hours I sat there watching her complete her lei. When she 
finished gluing the strings into the shell, she looked at me with soft comforting 
eyes and said, "Nana ka maka; ho'olohe ka pepeiao; pa'a ka waha." Simply 
translated, the passage means "Observe with the eyes; listen with the ears; shut 
the mouth." I felt so shame. I had never been to a foreign country before, but 
I really felt like I didn't fit in. The food was different, the language might as well 
have been Mongolian, and the thinking or thoughts process of these people 
were opposite from what I was comfortable with. I was so used to a school 
setting and asking questions if something comes to mind that I didn't realize how 
westernized I had become. 

Mama then took a good two hours explaining to me what Hawaiian is and 
what it wasn't. The most important thing I learned from this experience is that 
sometimes, the unsaid is just as important as the said. These concepts, values, 
and actions are what have helped me change as a person and re-evaluate my 
thought process and actions as a Hawaiian. 
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The Sewer Engineer 

Rebekah Saito 

Standing from the shore of Ala Moana, 

Can never tell if get waves until you paddle out. 
There are days when it looks as flat as glass. 
But once you get past the reef and wait a little while, 
A couple of decent sets eventually roll in. 

When they don't, I talk story with the people around me. 
I met this Micronesian looking man, who I found out later, 
wasn't Micronesian at all. 
He was Hawaiian/Portuguese 
with Tahitian tattoos extending from his left shoulder down to his forearm. 
He said he was a sewer engineer. 

"What do sewer engineers do?" I ask. 
"Well," he said, "the problem we have in Hawai'i stems from over population. 
The original sewage pipes laid in the ground, 
weren't meant to hold the capacity of sewage we produce. 
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That's why we have a lot of leaks, breaks and spills. 
We try to fix what's broken and figure out a way to prevent it from happening 
again." 

Over population ... 
Did you know that Honolulu is one of THE most densely populated cities in the 
United States? 
And beneath this island lies a basal water lens containing the fresh water we 
process and pump in our facets. Why do you think our water supply's running so 
low? 

Why is there traffic at twelve 'o clock in the afternoon on any given weekday? 
Or why are we running out of space to throw our garbage? 
Why is it so damn hard to find a place to live? 
And why do I have to circle around five times and wait twenty minutes just to find 
a parking space? 

The principle is simple: Supply and Demand 
Hawai'i does not have the resources to adequately supply the demands our 
population impresses upon her. 
And she's hurtin'. 

Almost every visitor that sets foot on these islands, falls in love with it. 
They love the endless amount of rainbows cascading against the valleys. 
They love the blue skies and the blanket of stars 
that attract their eyes heavenward. 

They love our culture. 
And that unique sense of aloha which runs through the veins of Hawai'i's people. 
They love Hawai'i so much, they feel compelled to move here. 
And they do .... 
While being oblivious to the detrimental impact of their extended presence. 

Hawai'i does not have the resources to adequately supply the demands our 
population impresses upon her. 
And she's hurtin'. 

Standing from the shore of a distant land, 
Can never tell if Hawai 'i get problems until you get here. 
It might look like paradise from the outside, 
but on the inside, 
she's hurtin'. 
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Rebekah Saito 
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Lobster Heaven 

TammyAnn Camanse 

I remember listening to the stories of my father and uncles. How true they 
were, I wouldn't know. All I know is that I enjoyed sitting and listening to them tell 
the stories. This is one story that was told by one of my uncles. 

It was a beautiful and sunny day and the waters on the North Shore were very 
calm. A good day to go diving. Two of my uncles Tony, Doug and their friend 
John went diving off the coast near Kuilima or Turtle Bay on the North Shore. It 
was a good day; there was an abundance of fish. This was fine for my uncles and 
their friend. Their families would be happy. My uncles never went diving or fishing 
to make money from what they caught. It was for food for their families. So on 
this day after getting good size fish to eat, one of my uncles came across a cave. 
They always went diving in the same area, and he never noticed it before. Instead 
of calling my other uncle or his friend, he decided to check it out himself. When he 
shined his diving light in the cave, he was so amazed at what he saw. He saw the 
biggest lobster cavern he had ever seen. All the lobsters in there were over the 
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legal size that the state of Hawai'i would allow you to take. Since it was lobster 
season, he grabbed a couple of good size lobsters for his family, but then he 
thought, hell, why not get the other two so that they could fill up the little boat 
they had. He went back up to let the other two know that he had found a lobster 
cavern so big, they would not believe their eyes. 

In Hawai'i there's an unofficial rule of the ocean. I guess you could say it was 
made by the old Hawaiians. When you take from the ocean, it is only to feed 
you and your family so that there will always be an abundance of food. Anyway 
getting back to the story. All three of them went down to the cave and they 
grabbed as much as they could carry up to the boat. They already had enough 
in the boat for their families, but they got greedy. They went down again to the 
cave and the cave looked like it had more lobsters in it than they had seen the 
first time. Again they took lobsters, more than the first time. After this haul, the 
boat was filled. They knew that they would have to swim and pull the boat back 
to shore, but they didn't care. 

As they were heading back to shore, Uncle Tony decided that he wanted 
to go and get more lobsters. This time he was thinking that they could sell them, 
and make a lot of money from the other families and friends in the neighborhood. 
Uncle Doug and John both told him that they already had enough for the family 
and that they were going to head back to shore with the boat. They told him 
that if he wanted to go, they would wait for him on shore. But Uncle Tony was 
determined to go and get more lobsters. He told them he was going back to the 
cave just one more time. 

Uncle Tony went back by himself and took the biggest bag with him to 
gather more lobsters. As he approached the cave, he noticed that the water was 
colder than it had been earlier, and he figured that it was just that time of the day. 
He proceeded to the caves entrance and when he shined his diving light inside, 
the cave was empty. He was puzzled because just a few minutes ago it was 
filled with lobsters from wall to wall. Not thinking anything was really wrong and 
that the lobsters just went deeper into the cave, he ventured forward deeper 
into the cave. Uncle Tony was determined to get the lobsters he came for. He 
didn't want to go back to shore empty handed. That would have been shame. 
Anyway, from the light that was shining in front of him, he had limited sight. 
He kept looking for lobsters to grab. Then all of a sudden, he felt something 
brush his feet. He jumped and shined the light in the direction of his feet and 
he saw nothing. Uncle Tony panicked a little but not enough to leave the cave. 
He looked around a little more and then he saw all the lobsters gathered on a 
big rock. He grabbed the first one he could reach, and then he got closer and 
started putting as many as he could into the bag. He tried putting one of the 
lobsters in the bag and it fell, so he tried to pick it up, then he saw the rock move. 
He thought at first the lighting was playing tricks on his eyes, so he reached out 
to grab another one and the rock moved again. He swam backwards really fast. 
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What he thought was a rock, stood up and turned towards him. What he saw 
terrified him so much he panicked and dropped the bag. He could not believe 
what he saw; and scrambled out of the cave as fast as he could. 

He swam back to shore so fast my Uncle Doug and John wondered what 
had happened. When they saw him, he looked different. After Uncle Tony 
pulled his gear off, they noticed that the left side of his face was crooked. It 
was as if he was so terrified of something that his face showed it. When he 
caught his breath, and started talking, he had a lisp. They knew it must have 
been something terribly frightening for his face to look like that and for him to be 
speaking with a lisp. He told them that he saw the biggest lobster in the whole 
cave, and it was the size of a man, but that's not what scared the shit out of him. 
He said when that giant lobster turned to face him, he saw that the lobster had a 
distorted human face. He dropped everything and swam out of the cave. Uncle 
Doug told him that he should have come back to shore when they did and that is 
what he got for being greedy. Uncle Doug also mentioned that an 'aumakua or 
Hawaiian family god touched him. That is why his face was crooked. 

Till this day my Uncle Tony talks with a lisp and the left side of his face near 
his mouth is crooked. The crookedness is not as bad as it was when he was 
younger. My uncle wears a beard now; I guess it is to hide it. All I know is that 
Uncle Tony learned his lesson that day. Even though he loves the ocean, he 
stays out of it. He doesn't go diving anymore. He still does shoreline fishing, but 
now he only catches fish for his family. 
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The Journe4 of a 
Canoe 

Kaeo and Brandy Kaleoaloha 

Her beauty is hidden in the midst of the forest 
The touch of her kiss is longed for in a dream 

Her scent is inhaled under a blanket of sweet perfume 
She is gently embraced as she is swept away by the whispering wind 

Gentle fingers caress her skin penetrating her soul 
The sound of the pahu emanates from her heart as she is fondled into perfection 

Her beauty is revealed under the warmth of the sun 

The rising tide runs his fingers through her long dark brown hair 
She is greeting by the rough and surging sea that crashes against her flesh 

The wings of the K61ea nestle the sight of this love affair 

As darkness falls , the call of her name fills the air 
Her silhouette glimmers in the moonlight as her every movement is revealed 

The rain begins to fall and replenishes her thirst from his seduction 
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Pele and Christionit4 
Chrissy Kama 

With hair black as the lava rocks that cover Kilauea on the island of 
Hawaii, red-hot lava flows down her hair like a waterfall filled with fire. Full black 
eyebrows are raised in authority to all things. Deep black lusting eyes stare right 
through you making the hair on your arms stand up while chicken skin envelopes 
your body. Features of Hawaiian people are etched in every aspect of her face 
including her full lips and wide nose. A long stretched neck allows her to look 
high upon all things for she is a goddess, the goddess of fire. Her name is Pele, 
whose home resides in Kilauea on the island of Hawai'i. Her stories are passed 
down from our ancestors and told to all children who are raised in Hawai'i. 

Pele seems to be a part of me, for she is a part of my culture. Deep within , I 
feel the mana (power) of her presence every time I speak, think, or dance about 
her. Since a little child, I was taught from family, school, and hula how powerful 
of a goddess she is. Some people still worship her, while others choose not to. 
However, they still follow certain traditions in respect of her. These things are 
deep within my soul and will continue to be with me for the rest of my life. I'm 
hoping it'll be passed on for generations to come. 
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A long time ago, Hawaiians believed in their own gods. One of their gods 
was the goddess Pele. When the missionaries took over, they wanted all people 
to become Christians. Most Hawaiians were heavily influenced and the battle 
between the Hawaiian gods and Christianity began. Despite this religious 
battle, people still worship Pele today. They visit her home and dedicate songs, 
dances, chants and offerings in her honor. 

We sometimes like to fetch for things in Pele's territory. One will have to know 
how to get them in the right way to avoid having problems with the bad tempered 
goddess. Many people love to eat 'ohelo berries, which are found only on the 
volcanic summits. Pele named this berry 'ohelo after her friend Kaohelo that 
she had left behind. According to author L.R. McBride, "if picking 'ohelo berries, 
one should throw some in the direction or in the Halema'uma'u crater in Kilauea 
in respect of her." 'Ohelo berries are really sweet and rare. My neighbor, 
Mrs. Sakai, would make a forty-five minute drive up to Kilauea to pick 'ohelo 
berries. She would always throw her first batch of berries in the direction of 
the Halema'uma'u crater in honor of Pele. With the 'ohelo berries that she had 
gathered, she would make some delicious 'ohelo berry pies and jams that are to 
die for. 

Visitors to the beautiful land of Kilauea with its cool gentle winds and fresh 
colored forest should not take any piece of rock with them. If they do, a curse 
will be put upon them giving them or someone they love bad luck. Visitors to the 
Kilauea Visitor Center in the Volcano National Park see letters written to Pele, 
apologizing for taking rocks. Along with their letters are the rocks that were 
taken, hoping for the curse that had been set upon them to be taken off. This 
is not something to laugh about. It should be taken seriously and passed on in 
respect of Pele. 

My kumu hula (hula teacher) Kaipo Ka'awaloa, worshipped Pele at one point 
in his life and went through many personal battles. It continued until he could not 
take it any more and was introduced to Christianity. Some things remain untold 
regarding why he went through many serious battles. We know a part of it had 
to do with his worship for Pele. 

There was one night that clearly showed his battle. Thousands of people 
at the Edith Kanaka'ole Stadium for the annual Merrie Monarch hula festival 
were left in fear. Heavy rain like the sound of falling pebbles fell. Ear soaring 
thunder stretched upon the sky. Bright blinding light flashed, hitting the electric 
poles. Many dancers were afraid that they would not be able to perform, while 
some halaus (hula schools) pulled out immediately. Many could tell this was no 
ordinary storm. It felt as if many spirits were present. It is said that Kumu Hula 
Kaipo Ka'awaloa's halau performed a chant and dance about the great storms 
that night. Whispers filled the stadium talking about Ka'awaloa's performance 
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in connection to the storm. It is still unknown as to why such a bizarre thing 
happened. Kaipo also wondered but still went along worshipping Pele. 

During another Merrie Monarch festival, he lost his beloved sister while 
she sat in the bleachers watching him and his halau perform. She suddenly 
suffered a major heart attack. It was then that he knew something was wrong. 
Like an angel in the sky, someone led him to know the Lord Jesus Christ. That 
changed his life forever. He was taught that there is only one God and all other 
people who attempt to portray God are demons. Kaipo took that knowledge and 
came to his own solution that he teaches his students today. Kaipo Ka'awaloa 
preaches, "We will dance about Pele the goddess of fire in respect of our 
Hawaiian culture, but we will only worship and praise one God who is the Father 
of Jesus Christ." Kaipo's life is much more peaceful now, and he is blessed 
every day. 

Pele is someone I respect because she is part of my culture. I know the 
great power she has, but as an adult, I have come to the conclusion that I 
will worship only one God, the Lord Jesus Christ. When around people who 
worship Pele, I feel a great amount of power and I become afraid. That power 
brings chicken skin to my body because of its great coldness. When I'm around 
people with a great connection with our Lord Jesus Christ, I feel warm and 
inspired, wanting to be around them. I do all things in respect of Pele including 
my dances and chants, but when it comes to worship, I dance in the glory of my 
Lord Jesus Christ. 

There are still many stories of people seeing Pele as either a young 
beautiful woman with long black hair, a deep set of almond eyes and a flawless 
complexion or an old wrinkled woman with long white hair walking a dog. Pele 
is sometimes seen on the side of the road hitchhiking for a ride back home to 
Kilauea. She also travels outside of her home to fetch her additional cravings. 
She visits homes to ask for poi, fish, etc. If anyone ever sees her, do not be 
afraid , but give her what she wants and treat her very well for she is the goddess 
of fire. 

Pele is a well-known god that I respect from deep within. She still resides in 
Kilauea on the island of Hawai'i. She continues to work her magic in building 
a new Hawaiian island named Lo'ihi, located about twenty-five miles south of 
Kilauea. Visitors are welcome to see an up close and personal view of her 
artwork, where they will experience the heat of the lava flowing beneath the 
earth and the magnificent presence of Pele, the powerful goddess of fire. A 
goddess who will live in our Hawaiian culture forever. 
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MOkoho Girl 

Alohalani Brown 

Hapahaole, 
Watered-down Hawaiian, 
Barefoot child 
With a fierce Hawaiian heart. 
Makaha ko'u one hanau. 

Beneath a Hina moon 
In the night breeze 
Kiawe tree sentinels 
Danced hula kahiko and 
Kanaloa's kinolau 
Lulled me to sleep. 

44 KA 'I' IWI P OLEN A 



Lani to my daddy, 
Aloha to my mom, 
Alohalani and da slippah 
When I was kolohe. 

Picnic table in the garage, 
Friends and family always over, 
Everybody was Auntie or Uncle. 
And if you said you liked it, 
Daddy gave you da shirt off his back. 
Mom's cookin' pupus, 
Lots of tal kin ' story, 
We could stay if we wuz quiet. 

Pa'ina and lu 'au , 
Up at four a.m. to kill da pig. 
All da keiki made da leis, 
All da flowers from da trees 
Came from tutu 's land. 

No more wine coolers for mom 
Cos she dancin' naughty hula on da table 
Aunties and Uncles playin' their ukuleles, 
"Henehene Kou Aka" and 
"Sweet Someone" were da mele of my childhood . 

Aku-head Pupule on da radio 
Every day before I wen' school 
One perfect white plumeria 
Behind my ear 
Li hing mui, crackseed only 
Twenty-five cents a pack. 

Bringin' juice to da football players. 
Cheerleaders wore tabi not tennis shoes. 
I did da high jump on old mattresses. 
We made confetti by cuttin' up newspapers. 

Too tall , too skinny Makaha girl 
Never asked to da prom. 
Newly crowned Miss Hawai ' i 
Left foa see da world. 
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Barefoot girl walkin ' in heels 
On runways in 
Rome, Paris, and Milan 
She left her name in Makaha 
And traded it for Sheeba 
Forgot her pidgin 
And da taste of poi 

Den she had her keiki , 
Felt her 'iwi callin ' her home. 
And walked away, 
Without a backward glance. 

Her kuleana is foa be Hawaiian 
And perpetuate her culture. 
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Ahupua·a, 
Wall-less 
Classroom 
Prof Nelda K. Quensell 

K ., 1 . ap1 0 an1 Community College's educational philosophy 

emphasizes "that education is the key to personal growth and is dedicated to the 
notionthat learning is a lifelong process". Students are encouraged to kulia 
i ka nu'u , to strive for the highest and develop the skills and attitudes they will 
need to become lifelong learners. Service learning offers an innovative program 
that allows students to learn by doing through meaningful experiences that uplift 
and improve their quality of life and opportunities. 

The Adopt An Ahupua'a pathway is one that benefits the students and the 
community in various ways. Individually the students learn the nature of plants, 
their economic values, and their influence upon the culture and lifestyle of 
Hawai ' i and the Pacific. They also gain an awareness of the importance of 
ecology and the economic values of various introduced and native species. 
The relationship between plants, humans, and society is learned through many 
hands-on experiences and direct interactions. This encourages a deeper 
understanding and appreciation of the complete dependence of all living th ings 
on plants and the 
effects of humans on the flora of the Hawaiian Islands. The community in turn 
will benefit from these student volunteers through their various environmental 
endeavors. 
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Rebekah Saito 
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Living in Hawai'i and practicing the Adopt An Ahupua'a Pathway has 
greatly enriched me as a person and has given me a better understanding of 
the Hawaiian culture. I have learned to appreciate the many simple ways and 
daily interactions among the diverse members of the Hawaiian ecosystem. For 
example, when I brought my students out to do community service at a kalo lo' i 
in Waihe'e, Kahalu'u, I was reminded of the value of respect for the elders. Our 
hostess told the students that in her house, no one eats until grace is said and 
the older family members are served food. So the students individually prepared 
a plate for each of the kupunas and older guests. It may be a simple gesture, 
but it brings us back to our traditions and values. As long as the students are 
constantly exposed to such practices, they will remember and continue to uphold 
these customs and traditions. 

As we go on field trips that involve community service, the students and 
the faculty develop a meaningful sense of camaraderie. I have learned to 
interact with them in a more mature and trusting manner. I appreciate them 
as mature individuals trying to make a difference in the community. I have also 
learned that working along side with the students in the kalo lo' i mud, planting 
limu in the intertidal zones, etc., helps to focus on doing good work for the 
environment and the community. It made me a better listener and more open 
to student opinions thereby experiencing a part of their sense of pride and 
accomplishment in finishing a volunteer project. 

As we developed the Adopt An Ahupua'a pathway, we realized that the 
success of island living depends on responsible human interaction with the 
natural environment. Hawai'i's environment and resources are in grave danger, 
not only because of large scale mismanagement and development projects 
directed by motives of economic gain and political self-advancement, but also 
because of everyday use and lack of concern. It was therefore urgent to educate 
the people of Hawai' i to take responsibility and action to preserve what is left. 

This pathway is an option for a sustainable use of the remaining resources. 
In this process we aim to create a "sense of place" through a fund of knowledge 
and practical experience. With the ahupua'a as our focus, we have continued to 
educate science students as well as cultural and environmental students, faculty 
and community partners. Through these various practices, such as common 
meetings, sharing experiences and involving various students from different 
disciplines, I have gained a whole new appreciation of the different faculty I 
partnered with. I realize how important teamwork is in the completion of our 
goals. I have learned to respect and acknowledge the various delivery systems 
of non-science faculty. I have actually adopted some of these methodologies 
in appropriate science courses. 
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Our strong community connections enriched our programs and courses. The 
individual/group projects of students from various disciplines are devised in 

cooperation with the service learning coordinators and fulfill current community 
needs. Examples of projects and service sites are: Diamond Head State Park; 
Waikalua, and He'e' ia fishponds; Kapapa Lo' i o Kanewai, Waihe'e, Kahana and 
other kala lo' i; Hanauma Bay; Foster Botanical Gardens; Lyon Arboretum; Ala 
Wai canal and Watershed; KCC's native gardens; Makiki Nature Center; Bishop 
Museum and the Limu project at Ewa. My personal interactions with community 
partners and some Hawaiian kupunas, made me realize their values in education. 
It made me accept them with humility, as I tried to understand their teachings and 
their role in the ahupua'a versus what I have studied or read in scientific books. I 
came to the realization of how miniscule our work at KCC is, in comparison to the 
ahupua'a, our wall-less classroom. 

As we created a culturally appropriate learning experience, we recognized the 
importance of families and hands-on learning in a Pacific Island context. The mix 
of age groups, gave the younger students good role models. Samoan youth from 
Mayor Wright housing have started talking about going to college as a natural 
thing to do. This service learning experience inspired and created confidence for 
their future transition into higher education. Again, the exposure to these various 
age and social groups deepened my appreciation and acknowledgment of our 
differences. It is in our diversity that we create and promote a sense of stability 
in our Adopt an Ahupua'a pathway. It also promoted a sense of community. As 
one of my students, Daniel Stevens, said: "the best lesson I got from this project is 
laulima. This means cooperation or helping hands. This doesn't pertain to just 
my partners, but it is for the 'aina also. I feel that the 'aina helped me just as 
much as I helped it. The Garden gave me knowledge, power (mana), and a 
sense of belonging to O'ahu, the concrete jungle we live in." 

Jennifer Higa also reiterated that "The best thing I gained from service 
learning was the sense of community. It was great how people took the time to 
give back to the island and to the people of the island. We all worked together to 
help one another and had fun in doing so." 

In conclusion, I can say that the Adopt An Ahupua'a Pathway experience 
has enriched me as a person, educated me about the Hawaiian culture and 
traditions, improved my interpersonal interactions, reiterated my firm belief and 
promotion of hands-on learning through community. 
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Hawaiian 
Food 

Chrissy Kama 

The smell of the imu, 
from the kalua pig. 
Salted and mixed, 
just like how Mama wants it fixed. 
Wrapping the laulau, 
all day and night. 
Getting cracks from my Faddah, 
cause I neva wrapum tight. 
You wanna make chicken long rice? 
My aunty can give you some advice. 
Hers one is so ono, 
but who always eatum all, 
my cousin Lono. 
Lomilomi salmon my tutu would make, 

KA 'I'IWI P 6LENA 51 



with her secret haupia cake. 
The salmon was fresh from KTA. 
Betta have been, 
cause she no like make eh. 
The squid IO 'au looks so 'ono. 
We ate urn after our ho'oponopono 
with the big bowl of white rice, 
mixed all up all nice. 
'Opihi was harvest on Hila's break wall. 
All the extras was sold in front Prince KOhio mall. 
My Braddah would shell urn and poke urn and all. 
Ready for us, 
grindum all. 
All day long I think of shoyu poke. 
Made by my grandma Loke. 
Shoyu, onion, and limu inside, 
shared with my cousins, 
with plenty of pride. 
Sound of raw liver, 
makes everyone shiver. 
Hawaiians call this ake 
and its 'ono with sake. 
Thinking of all this food , 
sounds so freaken good, 
But no can eat all dis and my fried moi , 
without the big bowl of Hanalei poi. 
Everything was so yummy, 
but you like know the feel of my tummy? 
Feels like about three plus, 
but eating all dis great grinds is a must. 
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Love Bites 

Lee A . Tonouchi 

She watched him. His dark complexion made him seem to disappear 
in the dimness of the flickering light. His skin , pulsing. He was different from 
the other boys dressed in baggy pants and over-sized, wannabe gangsta shirts. 
The bass detonated as a multitude of dorm dwellers throbbed their heads to the 
dance mix. 

He weaved, stealth-like through the crowd, forced to slow periodically, as 
schools of girls in slutty tops swooned over his v-shaped physique. He wore a 
white blazer over a faded brown kapa print aloha shirt. His long, curly ehu hair 
tied tightly in a top-knot. She occasionally managed to see the tip of his palm
tree hair floating above the sea of party goers. 

Her mother had warned her about such dormitory gatherings. "Dese college 
boys nowdays is all predators, Lei. No let any a-dem 'puinsai ' you now, k." 
Sometimes Lei was weirded-out by her mother's bluntness with terminology. Her 
mother was thrilled that Lei got not one, but two scholarships to go to UH. She 
wanted Lei to go to school to learn about her Hawaiian culture, but Lei said she 
didn't have time to be bothered by a bunch of long forgotten legends. Instead, 
Lei had other things on her mind. 
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Thinking about her mother's comment made Lei lose track of the object 
of her obsession. When she turned , she discovered he was, standing by the 
corner lamp, right next to her--his face staring at hers. "Hi , I'm Lei ," she said 
surprising herself, a move that was brazenly uncharacteristic. He smiled. 
Teeth unforgettably white. Transfixed for a second by the sudden flash she felt 
overcome by a feeling of nervous anxiety, followed by a strange comfort. 

She noticed that he failed to mention his name, but she was too distracted by 
the sight of his bare feet to press the matter. "You from one of the outer islands, 
yeah?," she couldn't help but comment. 

Looking around and then back again at her, he responded , "You mean , you 
can tell?" 

"Course can tell." She tucked her chin in and squinted at him. "Look," she 
said, guiding him with her eyes, "All the other boys stay posturing, all sticking out 
their chests, trying for impress the girls with their little rice-burner racing stories. 
And look the girls, they sticking out their chests too, trying for pretend for be 
impressed by dat kine stuffs." 

They continued to talk. He kept repeating her name, Lei. He told her it was a 
very beautiful name and just the way he said it made her feel like it truly wasn't a 
pick-up line or anything. 

She thought his sense of style wuz quite curious. Aloha shirt with a white 
blazer? Was he aware that disco was dead? It's not like she herself paid 
attention to the latest in fashion trends, but at least she knew how to blend in. 
She guessed he got the jacket from Goodwill or Savers, but she didn't want to 
embarrass him by asking. 

He definitely wasn't how she pictured her true love to be. He wasn't enrolled 
at the university, he didn't know how to drive, and he didn't eat moo-cow. Lei's 
roommates warned her that this normally translates into deadbeat with no career 
ambition , lazy-ass who'll need you to chauffeur him all around the creation , and 
cheapskate who won't ever take you to Hy's Steakhouse or anyplace where they 
bring the check in those little folders. 

Perhaps what convinced Lei that this guy was indeed the one for her was 
when she asked him why he avoided red meat. She was expecting some whole 
new-age spiel about how our human intestines aren't designed to digest meat 
products or how eating "things with eyes" supports animal cruelty, but he merely 
said he tried to avoid red meat because it was what his mother had wished. And 
how many kids actually listened to their mothers anymore Lei thought to herself. 
Surely she didn't. 
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She found it amusing that she was actually enjoying being the aggressor. 
Her attempts at flirtatious physical contact made him feel uneasy--she could 
see it in his body language. Her roommate Carrie clued her in that most guys 
love it when girls felt their biceps. "Remember," Carrie the club carouser 
advised, "Guys are always eager to volunteer what gym, never spa, mind 
you , they have membership at. And if they ask if you're looking for a personal 
trainer, it's because they're offering to help sculpt your body. It's their way of 
communicating that they see and now they want to touch." 

When Lei tried this technique and attempted to massage his broad 
shoulders, he flinched and backed away. When she engaged him in 
conversation again he brought himself back in closer. She was a little annoyed 
that he wasn't taking to the lure of her subtle innuendo. Finally, she resorted to 
what her other girlfriends called "trowing da hints" when she asked "Oh, so how 
you manage for keep yourself in such fine shape?" 

He answered simply, "Oh, I swim little bit." 

"Did you swim all the way to O'ahu?," she joked. 

He let out an uneasy laugh. 

Their conversation was interrupted when two guys with neon-colored aloha 
shirts stumbled into each other as they approached. 

"Hey is this dude harassing you with his smelly feet?" the one with the long 
bangs commented, his elbow nudging Lei in the chest. Both he and his lean 
friend laughed. 

There was a long silence. The one who spoke had a kanji tattoo on his leg. 
The other, something tribal-looking. Lei observed how her guardian would react. 

"You guys surf?," he asked the two rather casually. 

"The waves, the wind , me and my board, we are one, man." The one with 
bangs spoke. "Total Zen one-ness up the ying-YANG. Why, you got some kind 
of problem, bro?" 

"No. But if I was you guys, I'd be careful. Sometimes get killer waves. 
Dunno wot 's out dea, brah. You might get eaten alive." And with that warning he 
just turned and walked out of sight. 
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While the two interlopers stood confused, Lei excused herself and negotiated 
her way around the dark, through the crowded expanse. She ran into a few of 
her classmates, each pointing her in a different direction. Eventually, she gave 
up her manhunt and made her way back to the light of the corner beacon. She 
was glad that the surfer guys were no longer there. She scanned the whole 
room for the annoying twosome, who would be quite easy to spot in their bright 
clothes she thought, but it was as if the two had simply vanished. 

She sat alone, drinking sorrow. Swimming in thought, she swirled jungle 
juice around a red plastic cup, creating a vortex of mixed emotion. Staring 
downward, she imagined her love life was like that liquid spiral--slowly she was 
being sucked into a loveless, virginal abyss. Looking up, the room spun as the 
shadows around her began to take shape. She blinked. 

"Ho, where you was?!" she yelled, unable to control her enthusiasm. "First 
you disappear, then BAM you come back outta nowhere." 

"I was circling the room for awhiles." He paused. "Jus circling. And tinking. 
Tinking about you." Part of her felt afraid to be with this stranger she barely 
knew. There was an aura of danger about him, but she found his smile to be so 
reassuring , so calming. 

Climbing a stairwell, they found their way to an unoccupied dorm room in the 
upper floor of the tower. The moonlight crept into the darkened area. He told 
her that he just couldn't help himself any longer. He had to have her. She was 
the reason he came back. But he warned her. His one condition--she couldn't 
touch him. Only he could touch her. 

Kinky for a country boy she thought. But she didn't mind. She was a college 
girl now. College was gonna make her a woman. He took off everything except 
for his kapa print button down shirt. No matter how much she cajoled, he 
wouldn't reveal himself fully to her. 

For him, she undressed slowly. She removed her top and her underwear, but 
kept her skirt on as she imagined herself to be one of those naughty school-girls. 
Positioning herself half-way off the edge of the bed she kicked off her Saturday 
night special FM heels. Both shoes hit the dresser behind him as she opened 
herself up to the vastness of this forbidden exploration. 

He kissed her lips. Her torso. His tongue explored her every aspect. He 
held her palms down and she felt him penetrate the cavernous depths of her 
being. Sweat glistened from his face with a silver-like glow. He jerked his head 
back. His palms slid upwards off of hers. She felt the friction, skin like leather. 
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She could feel their bodies creating their own rhythm, out-of-sync with the 
beat of the song down below. She stared up at the ceiling, her eyes battling to 
stay focused until finally they succumbed to the ecstasy. She had never felt such 
pleasure. She closed her eyes tightly and found herself drifting out of this world, 
into another where feeling could float on forever. Losing restraint she lifted the 
back of his shirt. Her hands rode the contours of his back, until she felt pain. 

The music stopped. There was a chilling freeze on the tip of her finger. She 
felt blood trickle. She opened her eyes and felt weak. Things appeared blurred. 
For a second, his image appeared white, reversed, like viewing a photo negative. 
Tilting her head up she caught a glimpse in the mirror behind him. To her horror
-imbedded deep into the blade of his shoulder, there smiling at her, a second 
pair of teeth. 
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Mo.ro Goddess 

A lohalani Brown 

Rain darkened earth-colored skin 
On pahoehoe lava muscles. 
Mirage of femininity 
Her scent stagnates 
And bloats the senses. 
Moist dark green moss, 
A shadowy cave. 
Hidden recesses beckon and promise. 

Beside a deep pool of dark water, 
She combs her black waterfall hair 
That swirls in eddies around her breasts 
And ends in a whirlpool between her thighs. 

From a throne of cold wet stone 
Obsidian eyes follow her prey 
Flickering tongue 
Sibi lates soul-deadening songs 
Sucking men into a sensual abyss. 
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Masculine essence 
Morphs in her swollen belly. 
Phrenic eunuchs 
Emasculated of their reason, 
Decompose in watery depths. 

Mo'o goddess nurses the creature of her womb 
And delights her she-lizard child 
With the rattling of its sire's bones. 
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Rebekah Saito 
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Searching for 
Comfort in Faith 

Anonymous 

The photo taken by Honolulu Advertiser photographer Gregory 
Yamamoto is of a man and a woman. They are sitting atop Kamehame Ridge 
high above Kaupo Beach near Makapu'u Point. They are the parents of Daniel 
Gassen Levey, who died while hiking another Ko'olau Ridge. The photo, 
beautiful because of the light blue sky filled with cumulous clouds, the aged 
rock cliffs with majestic mountains in the background, and the crystal clear 
blue-green, pristine ocean, seems so serene and peaceful. But the expression 
on their faces are far from being at peace. Hurt is protruding from their eyes. 
One can almost see their heavy burdened hearts. They went to one of Daniel's 
favorite hiking spots to find comfort and answers. Why, they ask, was Daniel 
taken at the first blush of adulthood? This photo reminds me of different time 
periods in my life. It's not the beautiful scenery in the photo that triggered my 
thoughts, but the same reason that drew Joyce and Norm Levey to this particular 
spot. 

Death. While death is inevitable, it really is the bereavement process that 
is so painful. The Leveys are now starting their bereavement process and are 
turning to their faith for comfort. Daniel, their only son, was only nineteen-years
old and loved to hike. He said once, "the first five minutes was an adventure, 
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but the next five minutes was spiritual." Mr. and Mrs. Levey, along with their only 
daughter, are mourning Daniel's death and will to need some time to mend their 
broken hearts. 

The photo from the Honolulu Advertiser triggers a heart wrenching feeling 
in my gut. My husband and my daughter have also felt this heartache. We are 
losing our twenty-five year old son, Michael, to crystalmethamphetamines. He 
is so addicted to this white devil that we had to ask him to leave our house. 
Because we live on a school campus, and our two-year-old grandson lives with 
us, we decided that Michael could not live with us. 

Michael has always been an ocean person. When he was just a year and a 
half, he caught his first fish with his hand. When he was two-years-old, he got 
his first rod and reel. When he was ten-years-old, we bought a boat, and he 
reeled in his first 400 lb. marlin. We had the boat for four years and then sold it. 
Michael's first job was working on an aku boat. Later, he worked on a commercial 
fishing boat as a deck hand. He is an awesome diver of taka, fish, and lobsters. 
He also loves to surf, boogie board, and body surf. When he's not in the water, 
he likes to cast along the shoreline or hook for fish. Since this white devil has 
taken over his life, he just dives for taka to support his habit. Here in Hawai'i, 
everyone is banding together to try and solve this drug epidemic. We pray 
constantly for guidance and for protection over our son, as I'm sure many people 
are doing. We don't know what to do, but like the Leveys, we are also turning to 
our faith. 

My husband does prison Ministry at OCCC, every Sunday evening, and ninety 
percent of the prisoners, are there because of "ICE." Just this past week, in a 
quest to save our son's life, my husband made a decision to buy a boat and have 
Michael take it out to fish. 

Although he has worked on other boats, and did most of the work himself, 
his cut was always very small. We feel that if Michael can get way out into the 
ocean again and feel the depth of his soul, he might want to start fresh. This past 
weekend, I went out to find Michael and brought him home to show him the boat. 
His eyes sparkled, and I saw a lot of hope. We love our son very much, and 
we're doing our best to let him know that we love him and that we still have hope 
that he'll turn his life around. Michael needs to feel the salt spray on his face. 
Daniel Levey died doing what he loved most, hiking. I can accept my son dying 
in the ocean doing what he loves most, but I cannot accept death from drugs. 
This country needs to find an answer to this tragedy, but in the meantime, we are 
trying everything we can to save our son, Michael. I hope the Leveys find comfort 
and peace. 
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Caught in 
o Net 
Marisha Ake 

A little girl in diapers, 
there I stood 
tangled in the net. 
After each hukilau 
I constantly wanted to help out, 
yet got in the way 
the majority of the time. 
But I was never afraid 
to get back in , 
even though I struggled. 
Trying to get the fish out 
was bad enough, 
trying to get myself out 
was even harder. 
Every so often I got yelled at 
"Ku'uipo get out! " 
And I thought to myself 
"I'm trying!" 
Then the soft tears slowly came along. 
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My uncle Danny would sweep me up 
in his consoling arms 
and wipe my tears away. 
"It's okay Ku'uipo; I know you were just trying to help." 
He always knew what to say 
to make me feel safe. 

But I've lost that security, 
that simplicity. 
I have no one. 
It has only been a week 
since you left me 
and here I lay in my bed 
reminiscing our fondest memories 
and pondering among the reasons why we're not together. 
As I listen to Evanescence's "My Immortal," 
the words flow with my current emotions 
like an angel flying through heaven. 
I wiped your tears, 
I took away your fears, 
I've held your hand through the good and bad, 
but you still have all of me. 
There is too much that time cannot erase, 
your face haunts my once pleasant dreams, 
your voice it chased away all the sanity in me 
and here I lay 
left behind 
caught in a net. 
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lpo Lei Manu 
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Queen Kapi'olani 

He mana'o he aloha 
No ka ipo lei manu 

He manu ku'u hoa 
Noho mai i ka nahele 

Tiwi o uka 
Polena i ka ua 

'Eiua maua 
I ka po ua nui 

Ua o Hanalei 
Anu au ma'e'ele 

Ua anu ho' i au 
I ka ua noe anu 

Na hau o Ma' ihi 
'Au ana i ke kai 

Na ulu o wehi 
Punoho mai ana 

Ke 'ala o ka hala 
Hala o mapuana 

Onaona i ka ihu 
Ke 'ala pua loke 

Hone 'ana i ka mana'o 
E naue ku'u kino 

Ko hiki 'ana mai 
Hau'oli ku'u mana'o 

Ha'ina ka puana 
No kalani hele loa 
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about the artist 
SOLOMON ROBERT NUl ENOS 

Solomon Enos, a young Hawaiian, Portuguese, Chinese, Japanese, 
Polish, Russian, German and Jewish, born and raised on the beautiful 
Wai'anae Coast, in Makaha Valley. An energetic, accidentally funny, 
farmer, student, teacher and foremost artist. His first commercial 
project was initiated by his 7th grade teacher. Since then, he has grown 
in popularity among the seekers of unknown wonders. The State 
Capital, Japanese Cultural Center, and Workspace are but a few of his 
recent showings. His current book illustrations include 'Olelo 
No'eau No Na Keiki with Island Heritage and The book of Haloa with 
Kamehameha Schools. Most recently Solomon began the Hawaiian 
God Book, the first illustrated guide to Hawaiian mythology with 
writer Kimo Armitage and Bishop Museum Publishing. "Na Akua 
Wahine" an offshoot of the Hawaiian God Book will be exhibited for 
six months at the Bishop Museum in the Hawaiian Hall, starting Mid
March2005 

Solomon is pioneering POLYFANTASTICA, the future of Hawaiian 
culture. Preview www.solomonenos.com and find a world without 
war. 
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