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I write for my love.
I write for my life,
my inspiration,
my existence until my expiration.
To my life enhance I write for me,
I write for thee,
For he, she, they and we.
I write what I feel.
I write what I see my philosophy,
my experience.
A lm ost a need —
Quality o f variance.
I write to show.
I write to share.
Please accept my contribution.
D o not judge too harshly.
By experiencing my poem,
you have come to know me.
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Bayou Blues
Andrea E. Wells

The branches of the weeping willow tree scraped the roof. The bluegrass blew in the
wind, sighing as if it’s had a long day. Evaporation from the swamp left a stickiness in the
air. Her heart beat quickly as she envisioned his dark hands coming from behind her,
grasping her waist, grazing her navel, and slithering downward. The smell caused her eyes
to lash open. The blackened steak was a bit too black. It wouldn’t keep much longer.
He’d said he was going to take the long way through the back woods. People had
been talking; the wrong people at that. The KKK had friends who were trying to get her
fired. And, worse, there were serious physical threats against Malcolm. One note left under
his door said, "You’re nigger neck isn’t worth the rope you’ll hang from."
They would have to move away. The South was like Big Brother to them, always
watching, all-knowing, and ever-judging. Her pink nipples danced inside the surface of her
humidity-stricken shirt as she attempted to shake her hands free of okra batter.
A hesitant giggle momentarily blocked her windpipe, she coughed and caught her
breath. "Ebony and Ivory" was on the radio. It was almost amusing how ironic life could be
sometimes.
The one year anniversary of their meeting was coming up next month. The traditional
gift on such an occasion was paper. Susan chose to present him with a black and white
photo of the two of them. After all, they were the positive and negative of each other. She
caught herself grinning at her own cleverness.
She looked out the back window for a sign of Malcolm. The sun would set in about
an hour and the chirping and clicking of the swamp creatures was almost hypnotic. Her
worries seemed to subside with each deep breath of the honeysuckled breeze. It would be
okay. Everything would be fine. People would come to accept them and they could get on
with their lives. The scraping of the willow branches broke the serenity.
Decidedly, she walked toward the hall closet. H er hands groped for the handles of
the long clippers. It would only take a few minutes to snip the branches and, if she were
lucky, Malcolm would show up in time to help her. Some problems were more easily solved
than others.
Stepping onto the front porch, she looked up into the dusky sky above her roof. The
clipper’s handles dangled from her fingertips for what seemed an eternity before hitting the
ground. Her world, and everything in it, faded into slow motion as her silent head shook in
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denial and her body trembled. Everything she had, everything she was ~ body, mind, and
soul —all escaped into nothingness behind her blank eyes.
Malcolm would not be coming to help her. A snip of a branch or two would not
make her sleep more soundly. The soles of his shoes were worn from sweeping the top of
the roof. His head hung limply from the noose around his neck. His eyes, though seeing
nothing, looked right through her.
As her legs buckled beneath her and her spinning head crashed down on a rock
below, a single thought echoed through her mind -- just how much was the rope worth that
they used to hang him? It was the last thought to fill her shattered skull.

Dead Horse Canyon Pines
—Bonnie Lisa Pestana
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Christine
Cindy Jacobs

Nicole had promised herself that she would never work in a downtown bar again, but here
she was, thirty years old, divorced, and in a negative cash flow situation. At lunch, her old
friend, Charlie, came up with a suggestion.
"Look, Nicole," he said, scratching his pink, balding head, "I’m going to the Orient
for six months. Why don’t you run my bar while I’m gone? It practically runs itself anyway.
I just want someone to open the door and close it at night. I’ll pay you cash to avoid Uncle
Sam and the money is good."
"I don’t know if I could deal with all the Korean action. You don’t see any blondes
working downtown anymore. It could get rough." Nicole was picking at her Caesar salad,
contemplating this scenario, realizing it was the way out of her financial dilemma.
"Here are the keys to the place, Nicole. You decide what you want to do. I let a few
Korean chicks freelance at my place. It’s good for business -- but it’s up to you if you want
to keep them on. Just remember the house rules - ten dollah drinkee means four dollah to
the house; twenty dollah drinkee is eight dollah for the house and so on. You’ve got to keep
an eye on these girls, but I’ve found them to be basically honest." Charlie picked up the
check and put his American Express Gold Card on the tip tray. "See you when I get back."
On the first day of her new job, Nicole opened the Honeymoon Lounge at sue in the
morning. It took a few minutes to get used the garish red and gold flocked wallpaper, the
dingy grey ceiling, the worn rug of no discernable color, the jukebox in the corner next to
the PacMan machine and a decent-looking pool table.
"Well, here goes nothing," she said as she toasted herself with a glass of wine.
"Oh, wow! A new bartender?" a friendly, mocking voice of the morning (or was it left
over from the night before?) gave Nicole hope that there was business at this time of the
day after all. She assessed the group as they approached her.
There were four of them. Three of them were transvestites, dressed to kill, and
obviously still lit from the night before. They looked great, but their voices gave them away
and their calves looked too muscular in their oversized high heels in contrast with their tight
thighs and slim hips. Real women would kill to have those legs and hips, Nicole thought, as
she poured the bloody marys.
The group introduced themselves with a lot of flair and giggling. LeeAnn was tall and
thin. The net stockings and red sequined mini dress fit him like a model. Honey Girl was
rounder in proportion with lovely Polynesian features and curves. Hormone treatments must
3
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be working, Nicole thought. He looks almost feminine even in a tank top. Lani was quieter
and smaller than the other two. Nicole noticed the five o’clock shadow on the vulnerablelooking face. Nicole was intrigued and amused as they told her about working as
entertainers at Glade’s Nightclub up the street. They worked a show called "The Boys Will
Be Girls Review" and they obviously took their work home with them.
The fourth member of the group didn’t belong. Her name was Christine; a beautiful,
well-groomed, soft-spoken, Japanese girl who wore a conservative blue tailored dress with
white lace trim. Why would a woman like this associate with the obvious gay crowd? Nicole
thought.
This group was part of the morning regulars at the Honeymoon Lounge. The
transvestites were always partying and drinking heavily. Occasionally, they would disappear
into the ladies room and emerge with shiny eyes, giggles, and enough energy to party some
more. Christine looked a little uncomfortable when this happened and busied herself playing
pool with some of the other few morning customers, most of whom were night shift workers
from the navy shipyard.
After a few weeks of this routine, Nicole noticed that Christine no longer came in
with the crowd. She surmised that Christine had finally figured out that the others were
using her as a front to attract men.
"What happened to Christine?" Nicole asked LeeAnn who was sprawled out in one
of the high-backed booths in the bar, sipping a champagne cocktail.
"Oh, she’s got a new friend," LeeAnn said with a significant wink of her false
eyelashes. Honey Girl and Lani burst into their usual fit of giggles.
That afternoon Christine showed up with the most gorgeous man Nicole had ever
seen in her life. He was not that tall - about five ten, slender in a well-built, muscular way,
but he obviously worked out in a gym. His black hair, intense black, bottomless eyes, and
an olive complexion gave him a mysterious look.
"Nicole, I want you to meet Bernard," Christine glowed as Bernard gently kept his
arm around her shoulders and smiled his hello with a soft New York accent.
Christine and Bernard were inseparable. They sat quietly in their corner booth in the
late afternoons, gazing intently into each other’s eyes, drinking Perrier with lime.
LeeAnn, Honey Girl, and Lani, in their usual party mode, still made their earlymorning rounds.
"Christine got herself a terrific guy," Nicole couldn’t keep her admiration out of her
voice. "I just wonder why such a nice couple would choose a downtown place like this to
hang out in? I never could figure out what Christine is doing down here, especially since she
doesn’t go out with you guys anymore -- no offense."
The trio of transvestites with their overdone faces and outrageous outfits burst out
in hilarious laughter. Lani sprayed a mouthful of cognac that she was trying to swallow
across the table at LeeAnn.
"Nicole, I thought you were smarter than that. Didn’t you know that Christine is one
of us - boys?" The three of them laughed and jeered like this was the best joke they’d heard
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in a long time. Nicole plopped down on a barstool, shock showing on her features. She
turned her back on the hysterical hyenas.
That evening, Christine appeared with Bernard in tow. He looked better than ever
in beige linen pants, a light blue sweater, Italian sandals and a beige leather polo cap on his
longish, well-cut black hair.
Gentle, beautiful Bernard - he just couldn’t be gay —no way! I wonder if he even
knows, pondered Nicole as she watched the two of them together. Christine was busy
winning at the pool table when Nicole could no longer let this situation boggle her mind.
"Bernard," she said, pouring a fresh Perrier into his glass, "if there is ever anything
you need to talk about, no matter how personal, please know that I’m here to listen. I think
there may some things you don’t know about some people around here." Nicole felt that,
if Bernard knew that Christine was a man, he would get the drift of her remark and he
would know that he could trust her to be discreet.
Friday was particularly hectic for Nicole. She ended up working the night shift. It was
loud and smoky and she had to break up a fight between some sailors and a group of
students from a nearby community college. When she finally cleared out the bar and was
ready to close the door, Bernard appeared.
"Bernard, come in." Nicole said, relieved to see a friendly, beautiful face. She closed
and locked the bar door and poured them both a glass of burgundy. "Where’s Christine?"
"We had a little disagreement," Bernard said quietly, sipping his wine. "This is the
first fight we’ve ever had. I think she’s going to leave me and I don’t know what to do."
Perfect timing, thought Nicole. Now is the time to let him know the truth. She looked
into Bernard’s sad face and she couldn’t bring herself to inflict more pain on him. She gently
squeezed his hand in hers when a loud persistent knock broke the moment.
"Bernard, please check who that is, but don’t let anyone in, okay?" Nicole got up to
refill their glasses, wondering how she could tell Bernard about Christine without hurting
him too much.
"So here you are! With her!" Christine came storming in the door looking
uncharacteristically disheveled. She glared at Nicole. "This time, Nicole, you’ve gone too far."
Christine’s voice became noticeably huskier. Her almond eyes were as cold as black onyx.
"This time you’re messing with me - a local girl. We don’t take this shit from you outsiders."
"Christine, I think you’re the one who is making a mistake here." Nicole felt the
blood rush up her neck and into her cheeks. She returned the stone-cold gaze and gave her
head a defiant toss. "You’re not a local girl - you’re a local guy!"
Christine took a menacing step towards Nicole.
Bernard stood up, his face a stone mask. "Get out of here," he said softly and he
pushed Christine outside. He bolted the door and sat down with a sigh. "Nicole, could you
give me a straight shot of anything, please?" he asked. 'And come sit down. We have a lot
to talk about."
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Recollection in Tranquillity
Teri Whaley-Holmberg

It was a clear night. The stars gave off a miraculous light like a tree at Christmas. As
he stared out the window, he could see a distinct shadow of the snow-covered mountains
guarding nature like an overprotective mother. Still deep in thought, his eyes kept focusing
on a particular, mysterious peak. What caught his attention even more was a reflection given
off by the moon as if it were trying to melt the frozen layer of ice covering the crystal lake.
"How lucky I am to witness such tranquillity," he said aloud.
A vague and somewhat distant melody played in the background, interrupting his
thoughts. The song rang clearer and louder as his ears strained to hear where the music was
coming from. The melodic voices floated to his brain -- "Joy to the world, the Lord has
come. Let Earth receive her King..."
Another time embodied his soul and a part of his past, which had been buried in his
subconscious, resurfaced. Louder and louder, the song crept in and pierced his memory.
"How about some eggnog, Captain Clemmer?" Private Coley’s voice replaced his
memory. "There’s only enough to fill one cup before we can make a new batch and this
tastes much better than any of the others."
"Sure, go ahead and pour me the rest. After all, it’s Christmas, isn’t it?"
"Yessir," Coley replied. "Let me get you a fresh cup, sir. You’ve been drinking coffee
from that one and I think you’ll appreciate the smooth taste more from a new one."
Coley had the conviction and commitment of a true soldier. Unlike most of the men
in Clemmer’s command, he always had a positive attitude. While his morale irritated some
of the sour apples, he had a good number of friends in his platoon as well as from other
commands. He didn’t rely alcohol or drugs to mask the cruelty of combat and he didn’t pass
judgement on the ones who did. In other words, he was a "good Joe."
While Clemmer stood there waiting for his Christmas brew, he couldn’t help but
admire the singing of the men in the back corner of the mess hall. The message it rang
promised that the Lord had come and Clemmer wondered if they felt sorrow as they sang
it. Sorrow, not for being away from their families and loved ones during the holidays, but
for the killing of the Viet Cong which sometimes included innocent women and children.
Coley came back shortly with a new styrofoam cup filled with eggnog. "There ya go,
sir. This should do the trick." He gave the cup to the captain with an unusually solemn smile
on his face. "I’m goin’ over and join with the others in carolin’. Would you like to join in,
sir?"
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"No, thank you, Private. I think I’ll just stand here and sip this delicious concoction."
"Yessir," Coley replied with the standard salute. "If the next batch turns out as good
as this one, I’ll bring you another cup."
"That would be just fine," Captain Clemmer answered, "but only on the condition that
it taste like this." Coley smiled and turned away.
As soon as Clemmer was sure that the private couldn’t see what he was doing, he
rescued a fifth of Jack Daniels from the pocket of his field jacket and carefully poured the
remaining contents into his eggnog. He stirred the mixture with his forefinger and gulped
it down as if it were the last drop of water being poured onto the tongue of a helpless soul
from the fires of hell.
With the warmth of alcohol spreading through him, he turned back toward the group
of singing soldiers. The verses were suddenly interrupted by an explosion only five feet from
the building. The quake caused the men on guard to scatter like ants and Captain Clemmer
watched as fire and destruction forced men to flee their posts. He was surrounded by chaos
and confusion. 'And heaven and nature sing" echoed with cruel finality.
Captain Clemmer made his way out of the rubble and into the nest of swarming men.
"Down! Run for cover!" he shouted. His senses numbed and his memory took on a quality
of slow motion. He shouted the names of some of his troops, hoping those that were still
alive would follow him. Darkness engulfed him and his hands searched his ravaged
surroundings. He felt a damp outline of a face and, dreading what he would find, he reached
into the top of his helmet for a book of matches. When he struck the match against its cover
and the small flame cast its tiny glow, he realized that the dampness he felt was what
remained of young Private Coley’s face.
Still in shock, he grasped the wrist of the young soldier, looking for what he hoped
would be a glimmer of life. In the hand, he found a crushed cup still containing the
remnants of eggnog, mixed with the blood of a man...
A perpetual knocking brought him out of his memory and he heard voices ringing
with the praises of Christmas and the promise of a brighter future. He lifted his body from
the rocking chair that faced his bedroom window and proceeded down the stairs to find the
source of the melody that seemed to be calling his name. He opened the sturdy oak door
and a group of carolers circled him, singing "God bless ye merry gentlemen..."
Clemmer forced a smile to his reddened, chapped lips and the voice of Private First
Class Coley echoed in his mind. "I’m goin’ over and join with the others in carolin’. Would
you like to join in, sir?" Clemmer swallowed the lump in his throat and he sang loudly with
the conviction and dedication of a young, but not forgotten, proud soldier.
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When the Night Comes
W. A. Chalk

The Huey beat the air until flight was finally achieved, the craft lifting from the pad.
The pilot maneuvered the helicopter skillfully from the small secluded base and over the
dense jungle. The call had become a fairly routine transmission. A recon patrol was
compromised while conducting surveillance and was now retreating to find a landing zone
for quick extraction, the enemy close behind them. The mission of the chopper was to locate
the patrol, direct them to a suitable location, and remove them without incident.
It was relatively simple when you thought about it. The copilot navigated, the pilot
flew, and the door gunner laid down suppression fire. The major drawback, of course, was
that they were in a helicopter which was slow, obvious, and easy to hit. As in all conflicts
where the helicopter was used, it was considered a major victory by the enemy to disable
or destroy it because of the vital mission it performed. With the side door of the airship
open, the door gunner searched the area below in sweeping motions, keeping his finger on
the trigger and his watchful gaze bearing down the iron sights of the M-60 machine gun.
Within seconds of identifying a hostile enemy target, he could suppress it with a hail of
gunfire at a rate of 550 rounds per minute.
"Rich, we should have purple smoke on your side any time now," the pilot spoke to
the gunner through the intercom’s headset.
"Copy that, sir. I’m lookin’," the gunner replied as he continued the systematic search
of the jungle beneath him.
Smoke was used frequently in these situations to mark the landing zone for the
choppers. In addition, it allowed the pilot to see the direction and strength of the wind,
which greatly determined his approach and landing.
"LT, I got the smoke. Your nine o’clock, about 2000 meters out," Ellis relayed.
"Got it. We’re going in. Happy hunting."
The ominous green aircraft banked to the left and began its descent. Ellis scrutinized
the area of the smoke as he pulled the gun tightly into his shoulder. He felt himself merge
with the weapon and held it tightly, not out of necessity because the gun had virtually no
recoil, but out of fondness. He could see the small clearing now. The patrol had wisely
placed the smoke on the downwind side of the LZ, which kept the clearing visible to the
pilot. It’s going to be a tight fit, Ellis thought. He lifted the sun visor on his helmet, and
suddenly spotted a man from the patrol they were to pick up. It was this man’s responsibility
to "vector", or guide the helicopter into the LZ. Ellis couldn’t see the other members of the
8
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patrol; they were probably still inside the tree line maintaining a 360 degree security
coverage of the area until the chopper had safely landed. The man on the ground held his
arms slightly apart in front, palms facing inward, and moved his hands repeatedly toward
his shoulders, giving the pilot the "move ahead" signal and vectoring the craft into the clear
ing.
Ellis’ eyes were wild. They always were at this stage of the mission as he feverishly
searched the thick jungle for the enemy.
The pilot reacted to the direction of the signalman, first hovering at a mere five feet,
then, slowly descending to the ground. This was the most dangerous time to be in the
aircraft. Ellis’ heart pounded in anticipation, keeping time with the thumping of the main
rotor. Finally his anxiety was relieved by the sharp cracking of the automatic weapon’s fire
coming from the left front side of the helicopter. The signalman, who had briefly
disappeared into the jungle when the skids of the chopper touched the ground, returned
carrying a bleeding man over his shoulders. Behind them, three more men quickly retreated
toward the chopper, firing sporadically into the thick bush.
Ellis’ gun was useless until they lifted off. First they had to get all the passengers
safely aboard. Ellis quickly unhooked the safety line that connected his belt to the floor of
the helicopter so he could assist the men with the wounded. He grabbed the man from the
signalman’s back, quickly setting him inside on the floor. The signalman followed and
administered first aid to the wounded man. Ellis turned as the last three approached the
craft and entered. The last soldier threw in his weapon and climbed aboard.
"That’s all of us. Let’s go," he gasped as he scrambled to aid his buddies.
"That’s it, let’s fly!" Ellis shouted into the intercom, as he grabbed the gun, swiveling
it on its pedestal to greet the now advancing enemy gunfire. He looked up from the gun just
in time to see an enemy troop scamper at the edge of the clearing. Ellis turned the 60 on
him and unleashed a fifteen-round burst directly into the man’s chest, causing him to
execute a dramatic back flip before crumbling to the ground. He heard the loud dings of
enemy rounds as they penetrated the helo’s metal skin. One entered a soldier’s leg, bursting
in a fine red mist.
As the Huey started to slowly lift and hover, Ellis dumped a barrage of gunfire,
saturating the jungle line. They climbed slowly. Four, five, six feet. Ellis saw movement from
what appeared to be nearly a dozen men advancing toward the clearing. Eight, nine, ten feet
and still climbing. Soon they would be high enough to move forward. Ellis continually
poured destruction on everything he saw.
"This is gettin’ terminal in a ..." Ellis began. He was quickly cut off by a bright flash
that caught his attention from the thick tree line. A large explosion shuddered the Huey as
a rocket-propelled grenade tore into the tail section, severing the tail-rotor drive shaft. With
the aircraft only hovering and the tail rotor unable to function, the craft was now
unstabilized by the main rotor. The gunship spun wildly in a counter-clockwise direction.
Confined to the small clearing without ample altitude to escape, it took only seconds for the
tail section to hit a large tree, the force throwing Ellis from the craft to the jungle below.
Before anyone inside the helicopter realized what happened, a second rocket found the fuel
9
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bladder, aft of the crew compartment. The Huey, engulfed in a swirl of flames, slowly
descended into the clearing.
Ellis returned to consciousness with a piercing pain in his left shoulder. As he tried
to move his arm, the fire intensified in his neck. He cautiously placed his right hand on the
injury and confirmed his fear; broken collarbone. Through the inky darkness he assessed his
predicament. The blank cement wall with a small rectangular window, rusty iron bars on
three sides, and a damp cement, dirt-caked floor, told him he was positively not among
friends. His next sensation was the overpowering odor of urine as it burned his nostrils.
Next, he felt the heat. It made the fragrance all the more unpleasant. No, Dorothy, he
thought, this sure as hell ain’t Kansas. It finally came back to him. The crash. For better or
worse, he had survived. In the darkness on the other side of the bars, he detected
movement. A shadowy figure approached.
"Hey, you okay?," it whispered.
"I...think so. Where...," he started.
"Prison Camp. Somewhere in Crow Valley. The old PMA bravo compound I think."
The "old" Philippine Army compound was right. It was one of the first sites that fell at the
beginning of the escalated conflict.
"How long have I been here?"
"The flips brought you in sometime in the late morning," he said, referring to the
slang term the GI’s had invented for their Filipino adversaries.
"Who runs this shithole?," Ellis said as he struggled to a sitting position.
"NPA all the way. A renegade Army outfit had it for a while, but lost it. There’s a
bunch of flip regulars in here, too. How’d you wind up here?"
"Chopper crashed on a recon extract just south of hill 338. Anybody else come in
here with me?"
"No, just you."
Ellis said nothing else, realizing he was the only one who had survived. After a brief
moment for respect, he and the nebulous figure, who he learned was an Air Force F-4 pilot
named Kent, traded stories about what they’d heard about the U.S. military’s current "police
action" in the Republic of the Philippines. The overthrow of the "elected" government had
been a matter of perfect timing. Four months after the American forces had been pulled
out, the island of Mindanao decided to secede from the rest of the country. The New
People’s Army had somehow managed to organize and unify and a power hungry faction of
the Philippine Armed Forces had decided to revolt. The government could withstand any
one of these actions on its own. However, with the combination of all three, it took less than
a week for the Manila government to crumble. And so was born the Coup-of-the-Month
Club. The secession and military coup wasn’t what bothered the U.S. It was the propaganda
that the NPA were true blooded commies that got them involved. Ellis didn’t care much
about the circumstances. A puppet government in exile was functioning in Baugio City, high
in the northern mountains of Luzon. Six months into the conflict, there seemed to be no
swift end in sight.
"Can you walk?" Kent inquired.
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"I could walk all night, but I got no real place to go."
"Listen, there’s been a lot of talk about an escape. Seems one of the flips has some
bargaining power with one of the guards. He figures if he helps us, we’ll take him back to
the world."
"Not interested," Ellis replied flatly. "The time’s not right."
He felt around in the dark, finding only a small pot, the source of the intriguing
aroma. Finding nothing suitable to use for bedding, he eased himself to the earthen floor
and quickly fell asleep in a sliver of moonlight pouring through the small window.
"Gising na!" the guard shouted, jolting Ellis from his sleep. The only lighting in the
facility came from the small window in each cell. In the improved lighting, Ellis could see
that there were six cells in the building but only three occupants: himself, Kent, and a man
wearing a uniform showing that he had once been in the Philippine Air Force. The guard
confidently strolled from cell to cell, tapping the bars with a two-foot long piece of sturdy
bamboo. He stopped at Ellis’ cell which was second from the entrance.
"Hey, Joe, you sleep good?" he taunted.
The guard was dressed in well-worn, ill-fitting green jungle fatigues, a feeble attempt
at a mustache and beard sprouting from his face. Ellis sat silently in the far corner of his
cell, staring blankly at the man. Next door, Kent approached the front of the cage.
"This GI very sick. Need doctor," he offered, searching for a hint of compassion in
his foe.
"No doctor here for you. You going to die on me Joe?"
"I’ll survive," Ellis returned.
"We will see."
Shortly after the guard made his check, a young boy, clad in rags, served them lunch,
which consisted of cold rice and a piece of casaba root on a banana leaf. The youth did not
make eye contact with anyone in the cages.
"That boy’s part of our escape plan," Kent told him. "He’s got no family left except
a sick mother."
Ellis wolfed the meal down. He had to keep his strength and was uncertain of when
the next meal would be. The day passed without incident and Kent rambled on about his
desire for freedom. Ellis tried to stretch and keep himself occupied with moderate exercise
while awaiting the night. Though his injury was extremely tender, he was confident it would
be completely healed in a few days. The moon, nearly full, rose slowly outside his window.
He settled in a corner, trying to get comfortable, waiting for sleep to come.
"Have you thought about a plan for getting out of here?" Kent whispered.
"Yeah."
"Well?"
"Soon," he answered, and slowly drifted off to sleep.
Morning was once again initiated with an attendance check by Mr. Hospitality.
"Is he always so pleasant?" Ellis asked Kent when the guard had finally departed.
"Flores isn’t so bad. As a matter of fact, he’s part of the plan."
"How so?" Ellis moved closer to the bars that divided his and Kent’s cell.
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"He makes two head checks a day. One in the morning, and one around midnight
after everybody’s asleep. His shift runs from midnight to eight in the morning. Other than
his checks, the only other person who has contact with us is Rigo, the boy who brings the
chow."
'And you already said he’s in on it."
"Yeah, but I’m not sure exactly how. See, there used to be a Philippine Air Force
captain in the cell next to yours. Name was Reyes. He and that other Filipino, at the other
end of the block, Perez, came in here together. Those two originally devised the plan."
"What happened to Reyes?"
"Not sure. He had a touch of malaria when they brought him in. One night he started
convulsing. We called for Flores and he came and took him away. That was about four days
ago. We haven’t heard about him since."
"What about Flores? I thought he was part of the plan."
"He said they sent him up to Camp O’Donnell to see the doc. We don’t completely
trust Flores but he’s all we got. They’ve only been keeping prisoners here for about three
months. You and me are the only Americans I’ve seen. Perez has been taking care of all the
details. All I know is that there’s finally a way out of here and I’m taking it."
"When is this big plan supposed to happen?"
"We’re waiting on Flores. Are you in?"
"Tell me more."
The plan was simple. The guard, Flores, would come to escort them to see the Camp
Commander. He would come sometime before midnight, which was shift change for all of
the guards. The only people working at night in the camp were the four tower guards and
about a dozen men who randomly patrolled inside and outside of the compound. By
removing the prisoners before shift change, the oncoming guards would not notice them
missing. Since Flores was the only one who performed the head counts, no one would
discover their disappearance until he failed to report for shift change in the morning. Flores
regularly had business at Camp O’Donnell, which was serving as a regional NPA stronghold
about twenty miles away, so no one would question his departure in the middle of the night.
The plan was to place the prisoners in a covered, two and a half-ton truck, which would be
parked next to the Camp Commander’s office, then exit the camp. Kent wasn’t sure what
Perez had worked out with Flores or where Rigo came in. He only knew that Perez and
Reyes had wanted him to get them to America.
Kent informed Perez that he wouldn’t go unless they took Ellis with them. He agreed
that two Americans would be more help than one. When Rigo brought the daily meal, Perez
conversed briefly with him in Tagalog, then told the men they should get ready to go
tonight. The men sat silently for the remainder of
the day, each scripting his own fantasy of freedom. Night came on them slowly, accompanied
by a full moon.
Ellis stood dreamily in front of his window, bathing in the moonlight. He thought of
his family. He carried on his heritage proudly, like his father before him. There had been
great warriors in the Ellis clan for several decades. Theirs was a family steeped in
12
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tradition...and mystery. He remembered the secret every time the pale, silvery moon rose
fully in the sky. He always fought the urge to change at these times and was grateful that
the change could only come by his own free will. It hadn’t always been this way, his
grandfather had told him. Many generations before, the Ellis men had no control over their
secret, and as a result, many had to be destroyed. Rich Ellis was thankful that evolution had
favored him.
The prisoners were stirred from their thoughts as Flores
made his entrance. It was time to go.
Flores and two other guards carrying M-16s took them from their cells and proceeded
directly to the truck. The prisoners climbed into the back and sat on the floor, well
concealed from outside observation. The three guards sat up front.
’Too bad that Reyes couldn’t be with us," Kent said breaking the long silence.
"He has already been freed," Perez stated evenly.
"But I thought...I mean, he was so sick."
"This is how it appeared. Flores said he would not free us
unless he received the money first. To do this, Reyes faked an
illness so he could be transported to the medical facility at Camp O’Donnell. On the way,
Flores let him go to gather the money from his family and mine. He was then to take the
money to Rigo’s house. As soon as Rigo received it, he would inform Flores and we would
be released. He must have gotten the money today."
The truck came to a halt. They heard the doors open and close. As they sat up in the
back of the truck, they saw the other two guards posted on both sides of the tailgate. Flores
stood at the edge of the road, looking across a darkened field. A figure approached him -Rigo. After a short conversation, too low for the prisoners to make out, Rigo handed him
a package. Flores drew a pistol from the holster on his hip and fired one shot into the boy’s
forehead. Rigo collapsed. The three remained silent, knowing that something had gone
wrong.
Kent might have stared at the dead boy forever, but for the sounds he suddenly
heard. Sounds that resembled cracking bones. He looked around him and saw Perez sitting
next to him, an equally puzzled look on his face. He did not see Ellis. He must have moved
to the front of the truck bed, where the strange sounds were coming from.
"Ellis, are you okay?" he slid towards him.
"Stay back!" a deep and distorted voice, which faintly resembled Ellis’ spoke. Kent
froze. Whatever made that sound wanted its privacy far more than he wanted to investigate.
Flores appeared at the tailgate, startling them.
"Captain Reyes was good enough to bring my money. He bought
freedom. I cannot afford your escape on my record. I also cannot risk you telling anyone
about our plan. We will take your bodies back to camp. We caught you trying to escape.
Me and my men will be heroes. I am sure of the boy’s silence."
The guards unhooked the latch on the heavy tailgate and pulled it open, their
weapons fixed on the men.
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"Salabas!" he motioned for the men to disembark. As Kent started to move, he was
pushed back against the side of the bed by a dark figure that blurred past him, catching
Flores full in the throat. The hairy figure was an explosion of action as it literally tore the
man limb from limb. After the other two guards recovered from their initial shock, they
pointed their weapons at the figure and released a long volley of automatic fire. The figure
was unaffected. It reared up on its hind legs in front of the man closest to him, and made
one powerful neck-level sweep, severing his head. Its supernatural quickness was devastating.
The second guard threw his weapons to the ground and attempted to escape. The figure
pounced on his back as its powerful jaws clamped momentarily at the base of his skull, then
quickly withdrew.
Kent and Perez remained motionless in the truck, fearing the worst. Their eyes
moved quickly about the massacre outside the truck, but detected no movement. Then,
seeming to materialize from nowhere, Ellis reappeared. It took Kent more than a moment
to realize that Ellis wore no clothes.
All three men were silent as Ellis climbed into the truck and quickly dressed. Perez
jumped out of the truck and recovered the dead men’s weapons, as they would no longer
be needing them. When Ellis finished dressing, he also got out of the vehicle. He made
several large circles with his left arm, pleased with his newly healed collarbone.
"Perez, I think you should drive in case we get stopped. Kent and I will stay out of
sight in the back, to avoid attention."
The other men did not move, staring blankly at Ellis.
"Let’s move it fellas. This is no night to be out. There’s a bad moon on the rise."

Thai Papayas
— Bonnie Lisa Pestana
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Hard Reality
Dawn Artis-Roberts

The music played, the chandelier gleamed and her heart soared as the man walked
up to her and said, "Dance with me, Jessica."
BEEP —BEEP - BEEP! The electronic alarm pulled her from the dream. Jessica
crawled out of bed and put on her favorite blue suit. She stood in front of the mirror fixing
her hair and make-up. "If only dreams could come true," she said to her reflection in the
mirror. Turning to the door, she ran to catch the bus.
Jessica rushed into the building and caught the elevator. She exited the elevator on
the tenth floor and the man of her dream was standing right in front of her. He wore a
sharply-tailored suit and his eyes glimmered. It made Jessica’s heart flutter. The man in her
dream was standing right in front of her.
"Hey, Jess. Come here a minute," Michael said. "This is Steven. He just started
working with me. He’ll be helping to sell your commercials. Steve, this is Jessica."
"Nice to meet you, Jessica." Steven extended his hand.
"Pleasure to meet you, Steven." She reached for his hand and, as their skin came into
contact, she thought she would melt.
"Let’s all have lunch together today," suggested Michael.
"Sounds great. I have to go, but I’ll see you then. Nice meeting you." Jessica waved
as she left the men behind her.
At lunch, Jessica watched Steven. She couldn’t believe how his eyes sparkled in the
sunlight that cascaded through the window and his charm seemed to be as natural to him
as breathing. Maybe my dream will come true and I will be carried off like Cinderella, she
thought.
"What do you think about it, Jess?" asked Michael.
"Huh? About what?" she bounced back to reality.
'About the Walbrook account," Steven said as he gently touched her hand.
His touch was like electricity that sent chills up her spine. "Well, if the office pulls
together, we could have a multi-million dollar account in no time. We need some super
slogans and eye-catching graphics on the advertising," she said.
They made idle chitchat as they finished their meals and then they walked back to
the office and boarded the elevator. As the elevator stopped, Steven asked, "How about
dinner tomorrow night?"
"I’d like that."
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"If you’ll give me your address, I’ll pick you up at six." He handed Jessica a business
card and an ink pen.
Jess took them and scribbled her address on the back of the card. "I’ll see you then."
Jessica spent all day Saturday doing her hair, nails, and make-up and, when the
doorbell rang at six o’clock, she was ready and looking radiant. Steven took her to an
elegant restaurant and they sat in the far corner. Jessica continued to gaze at Steven. He
smiled back at her. She didn’t taste anything she ate as she lost herself in his eyes.
When they returned to Jessica’s apartment, she invited him up for a drink. "I had a
lovely evening, Steven. Thank you," she said gratefully.
"Good. I had fun, too." He reached out to Jessica and encircled her with his arms.
He gently touched his lips to hers and Jessica felt her heart skyrocket. The kiss was exciting.
Sensing her racing pulse, Steven pulled her to him tightly and the kiss turned rough. Fear
bit into Jessica’s mind and she felt her body being shoved to the floor. When she opened
her eyes, she didn’t see Steven. She saw a wild man - a Mr. Hyde. Steven had turned into
a beast, pawing and tearing at her blouse.
"No! No! Please don’t do this!" Jessica tried to pull away. "Stop! You’re hurting me!"
she screamed.
"I know you want this, so don’t fight me," he hissed, ignoring her pleas.
She made another desperate attempt to free herself. She twisted and kicked, trying
to get away from him. He hit her and overpowered her attempts. She could feel him inside
her now. Her screams went unheard as the beast continued his violation of her. She kept
hitting and kicking him, but it was no use. He was too strong and continued to tear at her
inside. She felt a part of her die there on the floor.
After the horror was over, Steven got up and walked out the door leaving Jessica
helpless on the floor. She finally gathered herself and looked in the mirror. There were
bruises on her face and she was bleeding. Feeling violate, alone, and powerless, she curled
into a ball on the bed and cried.
The bright light from the camera blinded Jessica for a moment. The lawyer and the
counselor stood next to the table where Jessica sat.
"Is this really necessary?" she asked as a tear streaked her blackened cheek.
"If you want to nail this jerk, it is. By the time this gets to court, you’ll be healed. The
jury will need to see what he did to you, Jessica," the nurse said.
The doctor laid a hand on Jessica’s shoulder. "I’m sorry to have to ask this, but we
need you to lower the gown. I need pictures of the bruises on your body."
Jessica slowly lowered the blue hospital gown and the bright lights glared at her once
again. The tears flowed freely and she wished that this had been the dream.

Note from the author: Date rape is defined as the act of forced sexual intercourse by a person known by the victim.
This is a crime. If this happens to you, you should contact the police or your physician. There are organizations to
help you through the ordeal. No one asks to be raped, so seek help.
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The Search
Georgia McCroy

An icy chill tickled his spine as Daniel splashed cold water into his face. He dried
his skin with a linen towel and bent closer to the mirror.
"Well, Cora, I think I’ll shave today."
The sound of his wife’s voice reached Daniel’s ears. "I usually have to nag you into
shaving except on Sundays," she said. "What makes you want to shave today?"
Daniel ran his leathery palms over his cheeks. "This half-grown beard makes me look
old," he complained.
Cora laughed. "But we’re never going to get old, dear. We decided that fifty-someodd years ago, remember?" Her laughter faded as Daniel continued to inspect his features
in the mirror.
"I’m going to shave anyway," he said to himself. He shuffled into the kitchen and
turned a knob that would set the element beneath the tea kettle to heating. He inhaled
deeply.
"Well, Seth can say anything he likes about this new-fangled electric stove," Daniel
complained, "but I sure miss the smell of the old wood stove we used to have in here. I
don’t like all these modem gadgets he’s forced on us."
Cora attempted to smooth her husband’s ruffled feathers. "Seth is a good son, Daniel.
He’s just trying to make things easier for you."
"Easier, my foot. The boy out-and-out told me that he didn’t trust us with the old
wood burner anymore. Said we were getting too old to handle it."
Cora laughed again.
"What’s so funny?"
"Seth...the boy. He’s fifty-six years old, Daniel. I think even you must admit he’s a
man, not a boy. And, besides, he didn’t mean you can’t handle the wood stove anymore. It’s
the wood hauling that had him worried. You must admit, dear, it was getting to be a bit
much to handle. Now stop grumping."
The kettle whistled and Daniel pulled it from its red-hot perch. He turned his back
on the voice of his wife and headed back into the bedroom with the kettle.
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"You don’t have to heat water to shave anymore, Daniel," Cora reminded him. "With
indoor plumbing, you just turn a handle and hot water flows into the sink. Did you forget?"
Daniel kept shuffling toward the sink. "No, I did not forget. Pipe water doesn’t get
hot enough to shave properly, that’s all." He placed an enamel bowl in the sink and poured
the steaming water into it. He pulled his shaving mug down from the shelf beside the mirror
and, after sloshing the boar’s hair brush in the boiling liquid, he worked up a rich lather and
applied it to his wrinkled face. Placing the mug back on its shelf, he reached for the straight
razor that had always sat next to the mug. It was gone.
Daniel frowned. "Cora," he called. "Did you move my razor?"
Cora did not answer.
"Cora," Daniel called again. "Come help me find my razor. This shaving soap is going
to dry on my face."
Daniel heard a door open and close. "Cora, please!"
Seth came into the bedroom. "What are you looking for, Dad?"
"My razor," Daniel answered. 'And your mother won’t help me look for it." He turned
his head and shouted. "Cora!"
Seth watched his father search the shelves and his chest expanded. "Dad, come on
over here and let’s wash the suds off your face." He took his father’s elbow.
Daniel pulled away from his son. "Damn it, Seth. Leave me be. Cora, please come
help me."
Seth led his father to the edge of the bed and forced him to sit. A burning sensation,
rooted deep in his soul, spread through him. "Dad, please. Mom can’t come help you look
for the razor."
"Nonsense," Daniel slapped at Seth’s hand. "Now go ask your mother where she
moved my razor to." He attempted to rise.
Seth held his father’s fragile frame in place with a single hand on his shoulder. "Dad,
please be still and think. Mom’s gone. She’s been gone for months now."
Daniel became very still. "Gone? Where has Cora gone?"
Seth retrieved the linen towel from the sink and began wiping shaving soap from his
father’s face. "C’mon, Dad, you know where she’s gone."
Daniel allowed his son to clean the soap away.
As the last of the suds dissolved in the enamel basin, the eyes of the father met those
of the son and lucidity returned.
"I’m sorry, son...so sorry." He laid his hand on Seth’s shoulder.
"It’s okay, Dad. Really." He patted his father’s hand. 'Are you okay now?"
Daniel nodded and lowered his gaze to the worn floorboards.
"Good. I’ll go make us some coffee." Seth left his father seated on the bed.
Daniel raised his eyes and looked around the bedroom he’d shared with his wife for
almost sixty years. His voice cracked as he said her name aloud. "Cora."
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His eyes scanned the room. Her glasses were gone from the nightstand and her Bible
held a thin patina of dust. Her toothbrush no longer hung beside his and his robe hung
beside an empty hook, looking ominously lonely. Daniel lowered his face into his hands and
whispered, as he had so many times over the past few months, "Goodbye, Cora."

Light Palms
-- Bev Speece
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Deprived of Daily News
W. A. Chalk

The creaky, squeaky bike goes by
inside his bag the papers lie
and by my house again he passes
to spread the news to all the masses
I’m sure he thinks it rather cute
to skip me on his daily route
but with each day my anger brews
as I’m deprived of daily news
Tomorrow I will wake at dawn
to scout the route he travels on
and when he reaches Elm and Baker
I’ll knock him down and take my paper

The Captain
—Bonnie Lisa Pestana
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Noise
Andrea E. Wells

Laughter.
Can come from nervousness,
perhaps happiness,
and hyenas.
Weeping.
Can come from despair,
maybe relief,
and willow trees.
Screaming.
Can come from agony,
even surprise,
but mostly yellow zonkers.
Moaning.
Can come from ecstasy,
sometimes the wind,
or a southern accent beginning the day,
"Good Moaning."
Whistling.
Can come from a construction worker,
to a pretty girl,
a teapot does it too, in Dixie or not.
Squealing.
Can come from bad bus brakes,
someone tipsy being tickled,
plus greased little piggys.
Sound.
Can come from anything,
and everything,
especially movies about Music.
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Sword of the Spirit
Bev Speece

Evil Prince
The hideous black-scaled slippery demon
Circles the dark basement room
Chugging out hot yellow sulfurous breath
His black leathery wings disappear through the ceiling.
Hundreds of narrowing yellow eyes watch
As she lay twisted in the darkest corner,
The Demon of Confusion attached to her back
His talons gripping her wrists together behind her,
Clinging to her body like a bloodthirsty leech
Spewing out rancid red vapor
From his protruding mouth and nostrils.
Other demonic beings hold her legs
And scrape the needle tracks
On her wretching body with rippled claws,
Growls gargle up through rows of jagged fangs
"How did you get in here you
Shimmering white glorified fool?!"
The Captain of the Hosts hovers with weightless ease
Like a streetlamp over a dark road
His golden armor glistens
Smaller rodent demons scurry
From the incandescent rays like cockroaches.
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"You little insect! You let this warrior angel slip by
Into MY PRESENCE!!"
Evil Prince hurls the lizard-faced guard
Through the wall above where the girl lay
Fuming and screeching obscenities,
The Captain draws his enormous two-edged sword
His silver wings and ruby shield
Glowing in anticipation.
The black scaled demon grows tense and agitated
By the brightness illuminating from the angel’s sword.
The praying man enters the room and the Captain hears
A voice from the deep within him delivering his orders
From Heaven.
He passes the command to the two messengers
Waiting, just above the roof
And they instantly explode into brilliant figures of light
Shooting into the sky
With a rushing of jeweled wings.
Seconds later battalions of angels descend
Towards the dark basement
Tracing vivid streaks of light
Across the sky behind them,
Through the mist they pull out of their dive
And drop through the roof with swords drawn.
As the angels charge towards the girl
The swarm of cursing, startled demons flee
Like a hive of mad hornets
Like a shotgun blast scattering a covey
Of bulbous yellow-eyed monsters
Eerie screams ripple through the falling spirits
Sinister bat beasts with gnarled heads
Spray out of the besieged basement
Into the unseen distance.
"Next time, clever Captain, you will not defeat me!"
Spits the Evil Prince hissing fingers of fire.
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He unfurls his wings from hunched shoulders
A black missile launching through the ceiling.
The praying man helps the girl to her feet,
The basement room is full of smoke
The Captain floats over them as they walk
Through the dark alley
Into the Light.

Haiku
—Michael Hirakawa
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Sadness
Dawn Artis-Roberts

s
ad
ness
is a s
ingle te
ar that falls
down a lonely cheek,
like a leaf topples
and settles on the ground,
waiting for the emotion
to be gently wiped awa
y by a simple sweep
of a loving, tend
er hand.

Tree
Mehealani Davis

Plant me
in a place, You can
watch me grow. I’ll make you
shade and soil and clean air. I’ll
be beautiful, patient, and kind
and grow for a thousand years
if you plant me. Tend me
for a year.
H20,
sun,
and
moon
makes
a
good
ritual.
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I’m Leaving But I May Be Back
Rae Fernandez
If it’s true people that die the way they’ve lived
I will not go stoically;
But complain there should be
Cheaper, Faster Transport
With Additional Amenities.
And if I die the way I’ve lived
I’ll need extra time to find
Socks that match and berate the
Funeral director to start on time
Whether everyone’s seated or not.
If we do indeed die the way we’ve lived
I will forget my toothbrush, leave a faucet running
And misplace my keys on the way out.
And if time permits, wipe a tear and say,
"Don’t worry, my Dear. It’s not as though it’s forever!"
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My D egree
Cindy Jacobs

Goal achieved -- a bachelor’s degree
proudly framed on the living room wall.
Confidence abounds - Hey! Look at me
as I answer my first employment call.
Intently studying application forms,
doubts form like clouds on the horizon.
Where are the questions about Hermes,
Apollo, Athene and the Pantheon?
I search the form intrepidly
for the golden age of Chinese History?
Is this a secret plot against me?
I learned this stuff explicitly!
Interview time, my time to impress,
I know all about Cook’s three voyages.
The question never comes up, but I can tell
the interviewer is insincere as hell.
Critical Thinking and Problem Solving
at least taught me something...
I can identify fallacious queries
in ten specific categories.
"Don’t call us - we’ll call you"
Only one thing left to do.
Upgrade my education another degree,
become a teacher and avoid reality.
And then win BIG on JEOPARDY!
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Life of a Candle
Irene M. Gaza

The candle is ignited with a bright light
of hope. It glows and caresses all that’s
in warmth’s reach. It sparkles with great
joy upon the things it encountered in this life
only to fade away again, to shadows of time.
The candle majestically burns with great
pride and dignity, but, inevitably, the hours,
minutes and seconds slowly rob it
of its pride and joy, leaving a glow that’s
dim; a melancholy martyr of flame.
As it burns its way to its life’s end
it somehow gathers strength and slowly
with courageous feats, lifts its flame
that’s near death for a last look at
what it caressed; it yields not to defeat.
It finds new strength in the pool
of melted wax, forming as its linear
build inevitably collapses. It clings
to the last remains of the string’s end
which swims expertly in the pool of wax.
The blue of the flame forms a halo
around the golden glitters of the golden flame.
It exhaustively keeps its flame alive
for the last fling at life. Then, slowly,
miraculously, it ignites a spark and then another!
The spent flame grows brighter
brilliantly as it travels along the string’s
end, only to grow dimmer and then die
in the lonely hours of the night.
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Ode to the Copy Machine
Georgia McCroy

Here I sit in Room 303
with Dr. Schultz looking straight at me.
Smiling -- slyly - with eyebrow raised,
his glinting eye looks slightly crazed.
"Have you read the ream of xeroxed prose?"
His expression tells me - he already knows.
"I have for you a bit of news
to brighten the day for a few of you.
The powers-that-be have told us all
that copies can’t measure over ten sheets tall."
My joyful heart begins to race
until I spy the grinning face
of Edward Schultz, knowing and wise,
"but I have a way to outsmart these guys!
I’ll copy the literature that I want to share ten pages here - ten pages there.
Fear not, dear students, the handout’s not dead!
I’ll manage to copy what I want read."
His maniacal laugh chilled the room
and filled my soul with a sense of doom.
My heart slowed its pace and I lowered my head.
"Oh, please," I cried, "just let it die, Ned!"
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One Vision
Linda Marie Craft

A vision of being free,
A vision for you and me.
Black, White, Hispanic, Filipino,
Samoan, Fijian, and Tongan,
Jewish, Christian, Muslim, Palestinian,
Islamic, Poor, Rich, Middle Class, Handicapped,
Exceptional, Special, Normal, Intelligent,
Stupid, Dumb, Right, Wrong,
Peaceful, Loving, and Caring for All.
All would eat, survive and be happy.
All would be free,
living in harmony.
No melting, blending or mixing,
but enjoying, accepting, without a quick fix.
Let us all live, share, grow and be equally free,
for this is how the universe was meant to be.
The varying color and bend of each tree
is an illustration of how all life is meant to be.
It is one vision for you and me,
to be united equally as WE.
This is one vision seen in the trees.
It has been carried with the forceful breeze.
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Moon & Clouds
— Michael Hirakawa
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In nature, look for the cone, the cylinder and the sphere.
--Paul Cezanne
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Brook
—Bev Speece
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No Sun of Mine
Jenny Chan

We wished for a cool breeze, but we were answered with a
burning slice through our backs.
We faced the red-orange beast and felt its hot angry
breath scorching our unprotected faces.
Its rays frolicked and danced, masquerading as a giver
of life.
It took what little moisture we held, withered our
bodies and dried our throats.
Water gushed out of our canteens, but it tasted more
like a trickle.
Our only defense depleted by gulps.
Repelling was out of the question; our ropes were
tattered and so were we.
It tormented our bodies and played with our minds like
a cat on a rat.
Desperate for a rescue we each flicked out our blades.
We flashed it off the beast hoping for a miracle.
Just our luck, it absorbed our calls and sent it out to
space.
Red, sore and crisp, we hid behind a boulder and played
our waiting game.
At last, it grew weary and settled behind the mountain slope.
Unafraid, it revealed its other face.
Roles reversed, torturer became savior.
It welcomed us with a clam and cool beam of light.
Kindness existed inside the beast, after all.
In no time, we drifted off to our own world.
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Questions
Bill Marr

What kind of war is this?
Oh, it’s not much,
But its the only one we’ve got.
By God, Saigon’s hot!
So’s Pleku, and Ban Me Thout,
And Danang, and Phan Rang,
An Da Trang, and Cape St. Jacque,
And Phu Bai, and Phu Bon,
And Mi Lai, too.
Oh, yes, Mi Lai’s a very hot spot!
What’s that over there,
all dressed in black?
Little black trousers,
Little black hat,
Little black beetle nut smile,
Little black eyes
hiding little black lies,
And a little black gun.
It may be one of theirs,
or maybe not.
Who cares?
Shoot it and see.
Ah, it was one of theirs.
How do I know?
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Because its dead-dead
in a sticky red sea.
Body count, plus one.
That makes about
a hundred thousand or so.
Soon there won’t be any left,
If you count pigs, and dogs,
and kids.
We’ll save these assholes yet,
Even if it kills them.
What’s that noise?
Where?
Over there!
Oh, that’s just our B-52’s.
Carpet bombing is what they do.
See the green jungle
all splashed with red?
Have you ever seen
a sledge hammer smash a fly?
There’s not enough left to say
that it died,
Or even that it lived at all.
Oh, well, shoo fly pie,
And Vietnam too.
Maybe someday we’ll forget about you.

WESTWINDS

Me
Kelly Dale

someday
I will go somewhere
soaring ever higher
speeding
past the ocean’s wind
creating my own fire
sailing
away from emotional fury
control will be a breeze
safely
warmed in my cocoon
I will finally feel at ease
someday
I will go somewhere
where my destination’s known
speeding
past others’ decisions
mine are now my own
sailing
away from slights and hurts
relishing in this feeling free
safely
I will have reached my goal
my goal is to be me
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Le Dormeur du Val
Arthur Rimbaud
Octobre 1870
C’est un trou de verdure ou chante une riviere
Accrochant follement aux herbes des haillons
D’argent; ou le soleil, de la montagne fiere,
Luit : c’est un petit val qui mousse de rayons.
Un soldat jeune, bouche ouverte, tete nue,
Et la nuque baignant dans l’herbe, sous la nue,
P&le dans son lit vert ou la lumiere pleut.
Les pieds dans les glai'euls, il dort. Souriant comme
Sourirait un enfant malade, il fait un somme:
Nature, berce-le chaudem ent: il a froid.
Les parfums ne font pas frissonner sa narine;
Il dort dans le soleil, la main sur sa poitrine
Tranquille. Il a deux trous rouges au cot6 droit.
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Translation of "Le Dormeur du Val"

Sleeper of the Valley
Brian Quisquirin

A verdant hole, there choruses the river,
Sowing in the high grass her tattered notes of silver;
From the proud mountain top, stream the sun’s bright rays;
A little vale now exposed, sparkles in arrays.
A young soldier, mouth ajar and helmetless,
Bathes his nape in the fresh, blue watercress,
Asleep. Composed in the tall grass, shadowed from view,
Pale on his green bed where the light rains through.
Feet in the gladioli, he remains asleep.
Smiling as a sick child, he naps upon his heap.
He is cold; Mother Nature, "Cradle him warm."
The perfumed air does not irritate his nose,
He sleeps in the sun, his hand on his chest; exposed
At Peace. He has two red holes under his right arm.
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Zori Excuses
Phyllis Cooch Cayan

Forgotten zoris
at school playgrounds,
near the jungle gym,
by the sliding board.
Playing barefoot is better!
Fighting zoris
whack crawling bugs,
smash flying roaches
sometimes one gecko.
Zoris always there for protection!
Wrong pair zoris
pau visit family
or go one party
generic black - all da same.
Can tell ‘cos no feel right!
Broken zoris
Fix with tape or string,
Maybe chewing gum and one stick
Just use ‘em till no work.
Eh, junk break-in one new pair!
Recycle one zori
Save the one not broken
One day you’ll get a pair
Already with your feet imprints.
Save your money for shave ice, brah!
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September Splendor
Angela Cantrell

Ring
The master’s chambers sing
of glories past
and summers gay
and days
of mourning dark
and gory
weighed with faded horns
of hay
we knead the dough
of sadist dreams
and scores
of gentle asses jacked
and sailors kicked
and egos ruined
upon the made-up night
of black.

And
Startled children cry
for hands
and hardened tits
which crush the rocks
of silken youth
and jackal-nights
upon the spring
beneath the lochs
of love and soot
and ruby-rings
where quartz
is liquid rinds
of lime
and minted brows demand
the keys
and whirl within a crowd
of nine.
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Sears Catalog Husband
Rae Fernandez

A little girl sits cross-legged
on a rumpled bed, frowning,
Small sweaty hands
Indented and inflamed
From gripping blunted scissors
Thighs nettled by shifting dunes of confetti
Clipping HUSBANDS
"You are my best yet!" she coos
Caressing a head and torso, severed from
Superimposed others
and smacks a bubblegum kiss toward her translucent
"TOP OF THE LINE BEST COTTON TWILL’ lover
Before pinning him to the fluttering bedroom curtain
Where he will undulate
All Night Long
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Fishing Gear
— Bonnie Lisa Pestana
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Repatriation
Phyllis Cooch Cayan

It began with the dreams,
with messages to do something.
At first, we thought it odd
until more than one dreamt of
our kupuna asking for help.
Their presence was felt often,
as we learned the chants,
the proper rituals and protocol
to malama na iwi o na kupuna.
The journey began last July
we traveled over the sea,
across miles of land
to Washington D.C.
How can I describe
that great sadness
to see rows of white skulls,
my Ancestors who once lived.
It makes my na’au angry,
determined to bring them home
yet - some must wait still
for their families are coming.

Night brings a cloak of privacy
to begin the ceremony,
to wrap those ancient bones
in soft kapa, fresh ferns and ti.
The kapu is lifted later
as the messengers return to
O’hau, Maui, Lana’i and Hawai’i,
the kupuna rests in the ‘aina.
This is not the end of my story,
our ancestral bones are scattered
throughout the world,
waiting to come home,
calling to you and me.
It’s time to malama in na kupuna,
it is time to bring them home...
E ho’i mai,
e ho’i mai, e ho’i mai, e ho’i mai...
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To Those I Love
Marcelle Mendez

I stand naked
You move away.
I tell the truth You refuse to stay.
I create music
To connect heart to heart.
You prefer
To drift apart.
I tell you secrets no one else would share.
I listen, I caress, I dare
To give my soul, my all
Only to discover your familiar wall.
Can’t you tell we are from the same source -Divine love guiding our course?
Crying, hurting along the way;
Each time we hide ourselves, each time we stray.
From the Love that gives us life,
Behind your calluses I see the L ightEmbrace me now, take the chance -The heavenly plunge toward romance.
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The Silken D oll
Carrie Takamatsu

A silken doll lay tattered,
Under a weeping willow,
Near a foggy river bank.
From damaged sapphire eyes,
She peered into the dim skies.
Tears did not fall from her eyes.
With an ever-smiling face,
She appeared virtuous.
Desperate cries were not heard.
Her assemblers dressed her well,
But did what they pleased.
Feelings could not be conveyed.
She became a child’s play doll:
Got battered like the child did.
Her own life could not be lived.
Quite ragged, and forgotten,
She was dropped under the tree.
Her soul shattered quietly.
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Shadows
Lisa King

Shadows.
When we are born, we do not have them.
Who would leave an infant child alone in the dark?
Shadows.
At three or four, we fear them.
They haunt us in the heat of the noon day sun.
Shadows.
At ten or twelve, we compete with them.
Who will make it first to the water fountain?
Shadows.
When we get older, we befriend them.
They comfort us in times of dreaded isolation.
Shadows.
When we die, they are of no import.
We leave them behind to color the world of the living.

Shadows
-- Lisa King
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Not Until the Morning Waking
Teri Whaley-Holmberg

Not until the morning waking
thoughts, dreams and visions
hold their shape in the still darkness.
In silence they move inside and wait,
waiting for the hour to come.
Trapped in their trembling harness,
they wait for the time to pass.
Not until the morning waking
reflections, fantasies and lyrics
hold their creation in the still darkness.
In silence they grow inside and wait,
longing for the hour to come.
Trapped in their shivering harness,
they wait for the time to pass.
Not until the morning waking
ideas, revelations and poems
hold their image in the still darkness.
In silence they mature inside and wait,
needing for the hour to come.
Trapped in their bursting harness,
they wait for the time to pass.
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Floors
Bev Speece

My floors were a sign of civility
Of adult attention focused
On higher things,
The elevated sophistication
Of oriental rugs
And a cultured home.
Then my hallways were strewn with
Wooden cars and rubber hammers,
Soggy white crackers pushed
Into the carpet
And cheerios crunched into
Little circles of sand
As I walked into the kitchen.
Puddles of water on the bathroom floor
And a little red stool below the sink,
Toilet paper flakes rest on the ground
Where uncontrolled ripping took place
Over an unflushed bowl.
Then lego ships sailed the carpeted seas
A multi-colored fortress with pirates
And jets and an infantry
Appeared under every chair,
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And my feet were bruised
As I stepped on each
Important hidden piece.
Ever on my knees
Reviving my choking vacuum cleaner.
Dirt sprinkled from busy pockets
On the braided rug in the bedroom,
Covered with wrinkled paper airplanes,
Muddy socks peeled off in balls
And clumps of neglected dust.
Later my linoleum was scuffed
From wild dancing shoes
And layered with t-shirts and empty soda
cans,
Now once again my polished floors are
idle.
The silent hallways
An abandoned passage
Of my highest achievement
And dearest expectations
Becoming seasoned shadows
Of a busy past
Shining in waxed memories.
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Will We Call Her Russia?
Bonnie Lisa Pestana

She is great, she is mighty.
She suffered and prospered under Princes, Tzars, Dictators,
Socialism, Communism, Capitalism;
Ivan, Peter, Catherine, Nicholas, Lenin, Rasputin;
Khrushchev, Brezhnev, Gorbachev, and Yeltsin.
Rich in culture, poor in stature;
She produced potatoes, vodka, wine, wheat, rye, and dye.
Nature blessed and cursed her with 8,500,000 square miles
Of richland, wasteland, frozenland, and starvationland.
H er Rivers run north to ice and south to drought;
Landlocked.
Her people remained splendid, depressed, merry, grim, rough, tough,
Enough, enough.
She survived wars, dictators, famine and drought.
We hold her dear, and so we must, she will persevere.
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We’re A ll Black If We A in’t W hite
Mehealani Davis

Do you remember Joseph
who gathered up the bleeding woman,
took her to be cared for,
then ran,
knowing how this act of aloha
could be the death of him?
Mostly, folks remember Thalia,
the Navy wife whore,
Beaten by her lover
for the tiny sin she bore.
In fine old Dixie style, she swore
innocence, cried rape,
piled her hatred on the head of Joseph
who would die so she could live the white man’s
H er white military government
sentenced to one hour less freedom
the mother who murdered the Hawaiian son,
the mother who castrated the Hawaiian son
who had carried her battered child to hopefully life.
The pure reputation of a field of lilies
more important than the seeds of a dying nation.
Do you remember Joseph Kahahawai?
(His mother cried for her only son).
Killed by racism and tradition
on the altar of American fear of color.
When white men sit in council,
they do not form of circle.
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Rain
Marcelle Mendez
Upon my yellow and perplexed brow
I contemplate the falling rain.
Wondering, longing to connect, to belong -it seems you have what you want,
but there is always more to need.
To be content, to ever be satisfied,
the search for self lingers on.
To be forever embraced by her warmth.
The wind enters; the rain continues to pour.
Her mist envelops my heart.
Like her, I long to seep into the earth.
To be forever embraced by her warmth.
As I finish these words,
she subsides, she is gentle;
sensitive to the needs and longing of her
small creatures, her children, and me.
To be forever embraced by her warmth.
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Aala Park of Yesteryear
Cheryl Mapano

When one thinks of Aala Park, all that can be conjured up in the mind is a place that
is speckled with all sorts of ingenious tents of the homeless. It is a place where the people
seem to have lost their desire and zest for life. Their eyes mirror the emptiness that they
feel.
By day, Aala Park is a place of limbo where people congregate and seem to live only
for the now, because they have no future. By night, Aala Park is not only home for the
homeless, but also home for the many rats scavenging for remnants of food. Danger and
strife are lurking at every corner. This Aala Park is not the Aala Park of my memory.
Aala Park was a very big part of my life in the 1950’s. Hawaii had not yet become
a state. The park was a second home for me and my siblings. My grandmother, Manang
Eliang, a first generation Filipino, went there every Sunday since the 1940’s. She would sell
her kankanen (Filipino pastries) to the people there to help support us.
It was a beautiful park then. I remember the huge ironwood pine trees and the
various other trees that adorned the park. Walking on the sidewalk, strewn with the pine
needles, would cause a crackling sound. Where are those ironwood pine trees now? The
park’s perimeter was triangular, as it is now, but the apex of that triangle had a mini-city of
its own. This area boasted tiny Japanese gift shops, saimin stands, Filipino restaurants,
Mom-and-Pop grocery stores, gypsy stalls and the two theaters, Asia Theater and Nippon
Theater.
There was also a coffee shop located next to Nippon Theater. I remember the red
stools situated alongside the long food counter. I had my first hamburger and coke there.
The hamburger was 35 cents and the coke was 10 cents. Water was served to every customer
in a paper cone resting on a rubber holder.
Ahhh, the wonderful days! When my sister and I would tire of hamburgers and cokes,
we would go to the steamy saimin stands. My sister and I, then 5 and 7 years old, would
walk in, sit at a table, order, and act very grown up. We were so proud. In the corner there
would be a huge vat of boiling water. An old, sweaty, tired-looking Japanese lady or man
hovered over the steamy vat, cooking the noodles for the saimin. Someone else would be
cooking the teriyaki barbecue sticks on the side. The smell was so overpowering and inviting.
Saimin was 30 cents and the barbecue sticks were 10 cents each. We would have a feast on
saimin and two sticks of barbecue.
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This was where I learned to use chopsticks. At first, we both would have a chopstick
in each hand and we twirled the noodles between them, but somehow we got the noodles
into our mouths. By watching the other customers, I learned to master the chopsticks.
My sister and I also went to the Asia Theater to watch the latest movies. We were
so privileged! It cost 50 cents and we would sit in the very front rows, munching on popcorn
and candy, not only watching the movie, but also listening to the fluttering sound of the
gigantic cockroaches flying across the giant screen.
Running along the side of Aala Park was the green Aala River. My uncles would
jump off the bridge and swim for coins. Tourists were not plentiful then, but the few that
did pass by and throw coins would marvel at the boys’ expert swimming.
Passing by the various gypsy stalls would be a heartrending experience. My sister,
brother, and I would walk past the curtained stalls and not look anywhere except straight
ahead. The gypsies would call to us to come in and hove our fortunes told, but we were
frightened and we could hardly breathe as we hurried past.
Aala Park was a place of social congregation each Sunday. Throngs of Filipinos
would come from the various sugar and pineapple plantations or from urban homes to
socialize with each other. It was such an active, busy, exciting place to be. When the
Japanese movie was over at the Nippon Theater, there would be throngs of Japanese milling
around and socializing with the Filipinos. I remember the colorful banners hanging from the
theater and I marvelled at their beauty.
Filipino ladies sold their kankanen, bood bood (sweet rice roll wrapped in banana
leaf), mochiko (mochi, coconut balls on a stick), biko (sweet rice), bitsu bitsu (fired sweet
potato cakes), bandi bandi (fried banana cakes), and binangkal (round doughnuts with
sesame seed on top). Life was heavenly then.
There were more Filipino men at Aala Park than Filipino women. These first
generation immigrants are what helped the Hawaii Sugar Plantation Association excel
economically in their sugar venture. The majority of them left their families in the
Philippines and came as young single men, barely out of their teens. Many never married
because they wanted Filipino women, which were rare. Young Filipino women were
considered very precious. The Filipino male that was able to capture the heart of a single
Filipina was very lucky indeed.
As I look back, Aala Park was a wonderful place to grow up. It was a safe place. No
one bothered the two little 'Aala Park girls." There were swings and a slide for us to play
on. We would play on the stage that is still standing as a home for the homeless. Aala Park
was a place of unity, cohesiveness, and security. It exuded a feeling of community.
As I reached my teens in the 1960’s, I stopped going to the park. It is sad to say, but
I was ashamed to be seen there. Giving in to peer pressure, I did not want my friends from
school seeing me there. Aala Park had not changed, but I had changed.
The 1970’s revealed a new Aala Park. Gone were the little stores, restaurants and
theaters. Politicians felt Aala Park needed a facelift to keep up with the times. Architects,
thinking they had designed and landscaped a park of greater beauty, changed things and
saddened the community that had grown up there. Everyone missed the old Aala Park.
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Remnants of old Aala Park are still there. The old bathrooms with the toilets that
had no walls around them for privacy still stands. The stage made of rock is still there. The
little road running alongside Aala Park and Aala River is also there and the benches that
now serve as beds for the homeless were placed there when the park was built.
As an adult, I visited my Grandma at Aala Park. She was still a regular there and
would go even during the weekdays. Everyone knew Manang Eliang. No longer was I
ashamed to be seen there.
Now, as I pass Aala Park, it is with a longing for the old days. It was a time of
carefree, happy days. A time when a child could feel safe and loved by all the people there.
The remaining Filipinos that still frequent Aala Park may amount to a mere ten or fifteen
people. There are no Filipino women selling kankanen anymore. These Filipinos of
yesteryear are a minority now; the majority being the homeless. These first generation
immigrants are dying each day. One day they will be figures in a history book or memories
in the mind’s of their families.
Aala Park is still what it has always been - a community for its inhabitants. Only the
people have changed.

Huey, Dewey, and Louie
— Michael Hirakawa
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Adults Say the Darndest Things
Jennifer Crites

"Kids say the darndest things," Art Linkletter used to say, but adults say the darndest things
too, as revealed by the following excerpt:
If you’ve ever had a car accident and then tried to describe it in as few words as possible
for the insurance forms, you’ll appreciate the following descriptions as they appeared in the
Toronto Sun:
'An invisible car came out of nowhere, struck my vehicle, and vanished."
They say that Americas are so attached to their cars, it’s hard to know where one begins and
the other ends. "I was on the way to the doctor with rear-end trouble when my universal
joint gave way causing me to have an accident."
Now here’s a handy solution to indecision. "The pedestrian had no idea which direction to
go, so I ran over him."
Defying the laws of physics: "I collided with a stationary truck coming the other way." And,
"My car was legally parked as it backed into the other vehicle."
For anyone who’s ever been married, this one speaks for itself. "I pulled away from the side
of the road, glanced at my mother-in-law, and headed over the embankment."
"I had been shopping for plants and was on my way home. As I reached an intersection, a
hedge sprang up, obscuring my vision." Obviously a diversionary tactic on the part of the
hedge to rescue its own kind.
Proving that cars can be just as devious as people. "The other car collided with mine without
giving warning of its intentions."
A good reason for a new law limiting the length of time a driver can operate a vehicle in
one sitting. "I had been driving my car for 40 years when I fell asleep at the wheel and had
an accident."
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Hawaii and the Good Life:
Whatever Happened to Paradise?
Grace Eileen Jackson

The state of Hawaii is unique in its location, history, and politics as it continues to
both promote and destroy paradise. When I first arrived on this soil in 1960, I found this
land filled with very loving, caring people. As a young student at the university, I was able
to enjoy a good life on the $50 per month allowance I received from home. I was able to
pay my rent, which took half my money, buy food, books, and other necessities and still put
some money into a savings account! I lived frugally, but happily. I remember buying "MidPac Tuna Flakes" on sale at Star Market for ten cents a can. I never went hungry and I
found a lot of support in the strangers around me. For example, I was always being offered
food wherever I went. If I was sitting in the university lounge and someone opened a bag
of chips or crack seed, it was always passed around. It wasn’t necessary that I be acquainted
with any of the others present. This amazed me and my roommate. We were from the
mainland and we had never experienced this attitude of sharing with strangers.
Yet, I was told that life in Hawaii was hard and not the way it used to be. There was
a housing shortage, food was expensive, and the shipping industry was blamed for the price
inflation and the shortages. However, I worked around these obstacles by sharing a room
and eating cheaply, using local food and accepting the generosity of friends and strangers.
People sought the good life, despite the obstacles. Part of that good life was in
sharing the wealth. Today, I wonder how many people are still experiencing that joy -- or
has it become so clouded by fear that one will run out of resources that it has become
obsolete? Today it seems that everything has a price tag. As we enter another credit card
boom, I see a future filled with man bankruptcies. Big government says, "Lower the interest
rates and increase spending. That will boost our economy!" I say, "This will be a short-lived
hurrah and it will end when the bills become due."
I know that there are some remnants of the aloha spirit remaining, but, today, I find
many more people following the path of independence -- going about their business with
little regard for their neighbors.
Recently, I picked up a stranger who had run out of gas on the freeway. There he
stood in the morning rush hour traffic with hundreds of cars passing by him. He thanked me
profusely for stopping. I commented that it is hard to get people to stop when it will make
them late to work. In fact, I was already late to work myself. A small sacrifice for being able
to help someone. I see helping one another as an integral part of the good life.
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The town used to be smaller; people knew one another and always welcomed
strangers. Now, with the rise of crime and individualism, people are suspicious of anyone
that they do not know. My recent visit to an outer island took me back to a time when there
were more caring people who were willing to take in a stranger and help all they could.
The greatest obstacle to returning to this way of life is greed. Greed has been a part
of Hawaii’s history from the time of the first traders and it continues today. The sandalwood
trade of the Hawaiian Chiefs of old was one of the first great rip-offs of the land and its
people. Chasing after the gold, and the goods it could buy, has pulled Hawaii down a path
of destruction. Where will it ever end?
Today, with golf course memberships selling for $150,000 to $200,000, is it any
wonder that a smart investor would want to put his money into golf courses? What a
temptation the old dollar is! But what happens when all the land is gone? There must be
a point when we say, "Stop! No more! We have had enough!"
People must realize that the land has more than just a dollar value; it holds spiritual
value and productive value as well. The people continue to be forced from the land - no
longer to protect it and nurture it. They have no place to grow the foods that are essential
to our population. The government, which is supposed to be for the people, allows this to
happen and, in doing so, has screwed the people.
Our government has let the people down and allowed golf courses to grow like
mushrooms. It has failed to let the Hawaiians return to their land as provided for by the
Hawaiian Homes Act and continues to chase more dollars by promoting tourism with little
regard for the saturation point. Big money is being made in Hawaii, but the people are not
getting it. We have been, and continue to be, exploited. We must take drastic measures to
change our course -- the sooner, the better! We must work as individuals and in groups to
promote the kinds of things that will benefit this land and its people.
A lifestyle as was enjoyed in ancient Hawaii made use of good foods from the earth
which were nourishing and promoted good health. With more of our lands going to
development, the amount of natural, affordable foods has diminished.
The government has instituted a food stamp program in order help low income
families to purchase the foods that can no longer be grown. This program subsidizes families
with little regard for the health of the recipients. The purchased foods are inferior to the
indigenous foods. High consumption of devitalized and high fat foods such as canned corned
beef, Spam, sugar, and white flour contributes to health problems.
Here in Hawaii, as well as in other states and territories that have Land Grant
Colleges, there are educational programs available that are geared toward teaching people
how to get out of this health trap. The Expanded Food and Nutrition Education Program
(EFNEP) of the University of Hawaii Cooperative Extension Service serves just a small
proportion of families who receive food stamps or WIC (Women, Infants, and Children
supplemental food program.)
If EFNEP was expanded, as its name implies, it could have a greater impact on the
community as a whole by helping recipients to recognize the importance of wise food
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choices. However, each year this program has to lobby for funding and it hasn’t received a
budget increase in years.
Education is not the only answer. High quality, natural foods must be available for
consumption and we must depend upon our local farmers to provide them. Yet, if we look
at the whole picture, we see that our economy does not allow the farmer to make a profit.
Some continue to farm because of their love for the land, but, when farming becomes
financially impossible, they are forced to give it up. I’ve seen several small farms go out of
business in my neighborhood in the last twenty years. Ewa Beach has lost at least three egg
farms and one produce farm in the recent past.
We need to look at alternative lifestyles that allow people to live off the land; to
grow and to share as demonstrated to us at Ka’ala Farm in Waianae Valley. Here we were
able to reap the harvest of our labor as we enjoyed the fresh air, mountain view, good
company, and exercise. More important may be the spiritual value of belonging to the
‘ohana and being in harmony with nature -- Mother Earth and Father Sky.
This lifestyle may not be for everyone, but those who would like to try it should be
given the chance. They should be given land and water rights. Diversified farming needs to
be recognized as a viable lifestyle that can make good use of our land, providing nutritious
food, a place to live, healthy activity and, perhaps, the good life. Ultimately, this good life
will benefit all.
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—Michael Hirakawa
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Paina La'au
-- Bonnie Lisa Pestana

H AIKU

Little Weaver
Silkworm comes to rest
Silvery thread one mile long
One precious cocoon
—Roy Nakamura

Illumination
Stars twinkle in a black sky
Illuminating
Moon over small villages
—Steven Duncan

Chushingura
A new moon tonight
Does the body dismember?
It does not matter
—Albert Lanier
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Freedom
A fish is swimming
He can never know freedom
Trapped in a glass box
-- Teri Waahila

Ni Ni Roku
The center is vile
Bushido among the few
A stiff cold wind blows
-- Albert Lanier

Sounds of the Ocean
Listen to the ocean roar
Smashing on the rocks
Nature rears its angry head
—Steven Duncan
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My Childhood was the War
Jenny Chan

Hui Lu road in Guandong, China was the road to our sanctuary, but today it is a
dead-end road. Everyday we walked ten miles down this road to a farmhouse to forget about
the war; at least for a little while.
In 1937, Japan invaded China. I was only five years old and, naturally, I wanted to
play. I unknowingly ran and jumped through the streets without fear. At first, nothing
affected me, not even death - it was as natural as breathing.
My mother was furious at me, not because I didn’t know about the war, but because
I picked up all types of metal objects. She waved her finger at me, but I didn’t understand.
I would shrug my shoulders and look at her. She would smile at me for a moment, shake
her head and say, "Don’t pick up anything. You’ll kill us all." I didn’t understand the real
meaning of these words until the Japanese soldiers raided our house. That’s when I realized
that we were at war.
I remember their black boots, thunderous motorcycles and their bayonets banging on
our heavy wooden door. They marched in waving their bayonets in our faces. Both my sister
and my father’s second wife crawled behind the cupboard into a small, cramped space.
The soldier’s heavy boots grew louder as they neared the cupboard. My sister closed
her eyes, but this didn’t stop the flow of tears. Her hands shook as she stuffed a handker
chief into her mouth to keep herself silent. Then a strange thing happened. The soldiers
spotted our perfume soap on an adjacent table. They looked at one another and grabbed
it like it was the last bar of soap on earth. They stopped searching and ran out shouting and
laughing.
In 1938, my father and grandfather returned from Hawaii to help my grandmother,
my mother, my brother, my father’s second wife, my sister and me, his youngest child, to
survive. We were the envy of our neighbors before the war. My father always sent us a few
gold coins for food. We never worried about tomorrow, but when the war began, life
troubled us every minute.
A year later, our food supply was running low. My father decided to take apart our
house and sell the wood. One day, when my father and I walked to the water well, we saw
two sisters, about 9 and 11, begging for food. They were the only ones left from their family;
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their mother had died from contaminated water and the Japanese soldiers had shot their
father.
My father saw them as his children and gave them a large bowl of rice. They almost
tackled him as they snatched it out of his hand, fighting each other like hungry wild animals
competing for a larger portion of the kill. They swallowed without chewing, desperately
choking on the rice, coughing up more food than they devoured. A week later, the younger
sister died of starvation.
We were luckier. Our meals consisted of water for breakfast, a cookie and water for
lunch, and, for dinner, we shared a sweet potato, two spoonfuls of rice and water. On days
that I had to choose only one meal to eat, I chose dinner. This helped me to sleep off my
hunger.
One morning, in 1940,1 opened the door and saw a man on our front porch —stiff,
white, in the fetal position with his tongue touching the ground. I looked at his eyes and they
stared back at me. I couldn’t think straight. My heartbeat quickened, my blood shot up to
my head, the floor spun, and breathing became a chore. My legs shook and, although I told
myself to run, I couldn’t move. Death was not unusual, but experiencing it at our doorstep
shocked me.
At this time, many of us grew ill and the Japanese soldiers were afraid of our illness.
They grabbed anyone they passed and immunized them, using the same needles over and
over again, making the situation worse.
My mother lost her vision and, two days later, the Japanese soldiers stabbed her to
death with their bayonets. They accused her of being disrespectful. She didn’t bow to them.
If felt unnatural to bow because it was not practiced in China anymore. We usually kept our
eyes and head down when we walked so we looked as if we were bowing. I guess my
mother’s head moved an inch too high. A month later, my brother died of pneumonia. A
few days later, my father’s second wife died in childbirth and the baby died too.
As life became more unbearable, it looked like Japan would take over our land and
re-educate us. Fortunately for us, the United States bombed Nagasaki and Hiroshima on
August of 1945. This shifted the suffering from China to Japan. The soldiers retreated to
Japan to help their families and we celebrated by burning the currency they had printed for
us to use.
After eight years, the war had ended and a new battle began. I was ready to take my
first step of peace and leave behind my childhood of war.
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Fairy Tale Nightmare
Carole Collins

I always dreamed that I would meet a wonderful man, fall madly in love, have his
children and live happily ever after, but, after the reality of a challenging seven-year
marriage that ended in divorce, I awoke from the fairy tale dream. This was a major
transitional period in my life. During the time of my marriage and divorce, I was exposed
to ideas, realities, and values that conflicted with and drastically changed the way I had
always viewed marriage.
In 1980, I married Ralph Collins in Anchorage, Alaska. We had only known each
other for six months, but he was tall, dark and handsome, very attentive and he made a lot
of promises. Surely his violent temper and all of the other warning signs I chose to ignore
would be made right by my love for him.
Ralph began his own paint sub-contracting firm so that he could provide for his new
family. I worked as a receptionist in a law firm in Anchorage. After three months of
marriage, Ralph’s alcoholism surfaced and he could no longer hide it - even from himself.
One night, he got down on his knees and asked God for help and deliverance. His
"covenant with God" was the beginning of the most successful years of our marriage. He
stopped drinking and devoted his energy to the building of his business.
Two years later, we had our first son; followed by the birth of our second son
fourteen months later. Ralph was the typical chauvinistic husband and I, not knowing any
better, became the subservient wife. I quit my job to stay home and take care of the
children. Because Ralph’s business was going well, we were able to purchase our first home,
an extra car, and a forty-two foot river boat. We were also able to take a vacation to my
home in Hawaii.
Ralph avoided alcohol for three years, but, during that vacation, he decided that he
was strong enough to have one drink. He decision to have that drink marked the beginning
of the worst, and final, years of our marriage. He had broken his covenant with God. When
we returned home to Alaska, his drinking continued. The successful business and reputation
he had built soon began to fail.
By 1985, two years after the vacation, Alaska experienced its worst construction bust
ever. Ralph’s business was close to being bankrupt; his management abilities were severely
impaired by the fifth of bourbon he was drinking everyday..
I started babysitting other people’s children to earn extra money while raising my own
boys. Ralph had been speaking down to me for quite some time, but now he became
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absolutely abusive. His inability to take responsibility for his actions became glaringly
evident.
It became obvious that he was unable to deal with the stress of his business and
family responsibilities. He became increasingly irrational. He blamed everyone but himself
for his situation. I became afraid of him. During that period, there were two occasions when
it became necessary to leave home and go to the Abused Women in Crisis Shelter. Each
time, he promised to change and I went back home. I joined a support group for women
who love too much that met weekly.
Ralph’s behavior did not change as he had promised. He blamed his General
Contractor for his business failures. He spoke often of getting even with the man for ruining
him. One day, he made true his promise. He got totally drunk and stoned. He took an
aluminum bat into the General Contractor’s main office and attacked him. This incident got
him arrested for first degree assault. He was put in jail and we lost everything we had. The
boys and I moved into a trailer. I went back to work and then to Bankruptcy Court.
It was there, standing before the judge - all alone -- trying to explain why we were
in default, that I finally began to learn responsibility. Ralph was gone. There was no one to
point a finger at. The whole responsibility for that moment was mine alone. All I could do
was question myself - how had I gotten here anyway? The message I had been hearing in
group each week began to penetrate; whenever you blame anyone or anything, you give your
power away.
For the next year, while Ralph was serving his jail sentence, I continued to attend the
weekly group meeting. By the time he was released, I had learned to recognize myself as
a victim and decided that I would never play that role again. Ralph came home dry and
sober with good intentions of staying that way. For the next six months I gave the
relationship all I could without playing into the role of a victim. When Ralph began to drink
again, I left him for the last time. In January of 1988, our divorce became final.
This time in my life was challenging and painful, but it served me well. Through
exposure to the harsh realities of a dysfunctional relationship brought on by my own choices,
resocialization has taken place in my life. I am now awake and aware of the fallacy of fairy
tale romances. Marriage is a challenge - even in a healthy relationship. It takes two people
to make a relationship work or fail. Society’s prescribed gender roles may or may not work
in all relationships. The responsibility for being the family’s sole provider is sometimes too
great a burden for any one partner to bear. Responsibility for our own health and happiness
lies only within the individual and should never become the responsibility of a partner.
Because the illusion of marriage bringing fulfillment in my life has been broken, I
have been able to learn to rely on myself. My newfound strength allows me to appreciate
all of my past experiences for the lessons they taught me. The awareness of the power in
taking responsibility for everything in my life, including the victories and failures, good
choices and bad, can all work for the good. Through my marriage and divorce, I recognized
that I am enough just as I am. Life involves learning and loving all along the way - not only
others, but ourselves as well.
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A Letter To Mom
William Babbitt
Dear Mom,
I wish you’d told me that you were sick. Was it your love for me that stopped you?
Now there are so many questions I have to ask you and I can’t. It’s not that you don’t want
to answer me, but the doctors say the cancer took away your voice. Mom, if only you could
answer me, but you can only nod and smile.
Mom, why wasn’t I told you had cancer? Did you and dad love me so much that you
didn’t want me to change my wedding plans? During the wedding ceremony, I kept thinking
about you and the morphine drip IV you were hooked up to. I was hurting inside. Here I
was, starting a new life, and yours was hanging so delicately in the balance. You seemed to
be slipping away, and I wanted so desperately to ask you, "How long did you know about
the cancer in your stomach?" Mom, I wish you could answer me. Couldn’t the doctors have
detected the cancer while there was still time to operate on it? Why mom? Why didn’t you
tell me?
After the wedding reception, we hurried to visit you at the hospital. I was still in my
tuxedo and Phoebe was in her wedding gown. We were so out of place in a hospital, but I
was glad to see you. You looked at me and seemed so happy. It hurt to see you there in the
bed - so gaunt and bony. I was glad we had a chance to talk to you about how our lives had
changed.
When Uncle Eddie and Aunty Hale came to visit you for the first time, your frail
body laid limp in the bed. Curled in a fetal position, I could see your hip bones protrude
through your skin. Uncle and Aunty stared and the tears flowed down their cheeks. Uncle
Eddie mumbled something, then he and Aunty left the room. They couldn’t look at you. It
made them feel too mortal.
Later that afternoon, the nurses asked me to help you cough so the phlegm would
come out of your lungs. I knew it would hurt you. You just looked at me and smiled, but
couldn’t say anything. When you coughed, your body shook and convulsed. The phlegm
came out in yellowish red heaps on the kleenex. You were so thin. It was as if there were
a skeleton in the bed. I love you mom, but I cannot bear to see the pain in your eyes. Mom,
you can’t be dying at forty-six. I always thought you would live for a long time. I have taken
life for granted and now I realize it is just a vapor.
The last time that I saw you, you were weak and groggy from the morphine. I talked
to you about Jesus Christ and how he had become my personal savior. The salvation we
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spoke of wasn’t about church or religion, but the one-on-one relationship that I had
developed with Jesus and the peace I felt inside. We prayed together and you smiled,
nodding your head. I believe in my heart that you accepted him that day as your savior, and
by your nod, many of my questions had been answered. The day after we prayed together,
you passed away.
I will always love you, Mom, and I look forward to the day when we will meet again - where there is no pain and suffering.
Your loving son,
Bill

Vanity
-- Bev Speece
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Our Wonder Years
Nancy Regent Dorsey

The story you are about to read is true. None of the names have been changed
because I can still beat up anyone involved and we all know that no one mentioned here
is in the least bit innocent.
New York...the Big Apple...financial capital of the world, bustling metropolis. So
what? The children of my neighborhood were concerned with only one thing - having as
much fun as humanly possible without getting caught. This story is about my family. There
was fun and folly as well as pain in the bonding process that gave us unique experiences and
outrageous stories to tell our friends and, perhaps one day, our children.
Where should I begin?
It was a dark and stormy night...no, no, no. I’m sorry - got carried away. Perhaps I
should describe some the escapades that we got tangled up in during the course of a typical
day.
During the day, my two brothers and I, along with our compadres, raced up and down
the street playing war games, doing double-dare stunts, playing tricks on people and just
being wild. My brother, Ron, and I had matching bikes - cherry red and ugly as sin. Well,
if he had his and I had mine, why did he have to ride mine? One day, he took it and rode
off. Then, when he got tired of riding, he left it in the middle of the street and ran off to
play.
I was inside the house when I heard a horrible screeching noise and I rant to the
window. There, in the street, I saw a pair of silver handlebars sticking out from under a dark
blue 1967 Chevy Impala. The body was twisted into an obscene pretzel shape and those
handlebars reached out from under the car like the pleading silver-gloved arms of a
drowning passenger from an ocean liner. I was mortified. Not so much because of the bike’s
untimely death, but because Ron laughed at me and said it was my fault because I let him
ride it - which I hadn’t. Also because he promptly skipped off, grabbed his cherry red, ugly
bike (which would soon experience mysterious mechanical difficulties) and rode away. There
was nothing left of my bike except a twisted frame and two wheels shaped like figure eights.
I knew that, from that day on, Ron and I would be in a constant, all-out, I’ll-get-you, state
of war. It began that night.
Our rooms were in the attic. A long stairway led up to our sacred play and sleep area
that was usually knee deep in clothing and toys. I had a plan.
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I knew that Ron hated the dark and the stairway had a serial light switch allowing
the light to be turned on from either up or downstairs, but I knew how to rig them so that
the light could only be turned on after climbing up the dark, creaky stairs. I left Ron
watching a creepy movie downstairs and I went upstairs to create my masterpiece.
I got a shirt, a pair of pants, some high top sneakers, gloves, a hat, a truly gruesome
halloween mask, a few feet of string and a nail. I stuffed the shirt and pants to human
perfection, buttoning all buttons, zipping all zippers. I stood the lifelike torso up, placing the
"feet" into those big white Pro Ked sneakers. Then, snickering fiendishly, I stuck the mask
down into the neck of the shirt. I placed the hat on it’s head. I had crocodile tears in my
eyes, and it hurt to keep quiet, since I was laughing so hard. Then, with the string and nail,
I rigged my "monster" so that it stood at the top of the stairs. "We" were ready. Since
nobody ever went upstairs until it was time for bed, I was sure my creation would remain
undetected until the appropriate hour. My work complete, I calmed myself down and went
to join my loving family for dinner.
Hours later, it was time for bed. Ron always tried to be the first one upstairs and
he ran to the bottom of the stairs and felt for the light switch. He flicked it up and down,
but no lights! Well, that meant he had to go all the way up to the top (in the dark) to turn
on the light. He crept up the stairs (ooh, he hated the dark) tracing the wall with his fingers,
searching for the switch. I, of course, sat quietly and innocently on the sofa downstairs with
a huge pumpkin-head grin, waiting. He finally reached the top of the stairs and, suddenly,
our house was rocked by a resounding shriek and a crash. It is hard to describe the sound.
Yes, my friend, he turned on that light and got a face full of Frankenstein Regent.
My creation had done its job well. Frankenstein had scared the shit out of my sweet
little brother. Yes, screamed and turned to run away, but he rolled...rolled...rolled down the
steps, landing on his buffalo head where I met him at the bottom.
"Whatsa matta?" I asked.
I had gotten partial revenge and I laughed till I cried. He’s still mad at me for that.
I told him not to ride my bike. ITiat was a great weekend.
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Grandfather’s Gift
Joyce Y. Kozuma

It was time when all you worked for came together; the fruit was brought forth from
hard labor —retirement. Grandfather spent his life working hard to then his fields of fruit
trees and now, well into his eighties, they told him that he could no longer work. He must
make a life without tilling the soil. What could he do? Tilling the soil was all he knew.
He tried to keep his mind sharp by reading everything he could get his hands on and
he read until the wee hours of the morning. When the doctor told him that he couldn’t walk
without his cane, he rebelled by leaving it in the garage when he went out by himself. He
tried desperately to fight the things people were saying about how people his age should act.
He shut them out and refused to hear them.
Grandfather told me that education was the key that opened the mind to many
wonderful experiences. By learning new things, the mind will never grow old and stagnant.
He believed that we are all here to learn and expand, no matter how old we are. But society
was too much for Grandfather to handle and he succumbed. He gave up to their perception
of what it meant to be old and became a victim of a sterile hospital bed, being force-fed and
awaiting death.
How could Grandfather give up so easily? He was always strong in his convictions.
The values and perceptions of our society were the source of my grandfather’s defeat.
I’m sorry, Grandfather. I did not know what you were going through. You did the
best you could. Thank you for being you and sharing yourself with me.

Garden Path
- Jenny Chan
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