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ABOUT LĒʻAHI
Nani Lē‘ahi, he maka no Kahiki.
Beautiful Lē‘ahi, object of the eyes from Kahiki. (Diamond Head,
always observed with interest by visitors from foreign lands.)
Mary Kawena Pukui, ‘Ōlelo Noe‘au 2277.
Le’ahi is the name of the highest peak on the volcanic crater overlooking Waikiki
beach. Kapi’olani Community College sits on her mauka slope, in the ‘ili of Kapahulu.
The crater was called Diamond Head by visitors who thought crystals found in the
crater were diamonds. The original name is Lae‘ahi: Lae, a headland or promontory
and also a forehead, suggesting wisdom; ‘ahi is the yellow-fin tuna. Hi‘iaka (Pele’s
sister) is said to have compared the profile of the headland to the brow of an ‘ahi. The
name also suggests that offshore was an ‘ahi fishing ground.
Le‘ahi appears in “The Fire Chant for King Kalakaua” by David Malo II, composed
to honor the newly-elected King upon his return to Honolulu from his first royal tour
of the islands, in March—April, 1874.

Ho‘oluehu i luna ke ahi o Lē‘ahi.
Lē‘ahi’s ﬁres scatters to the stars.
The chant alludes to a bonfire set on Le’ahi to welcome Kalakaua back to O‘ahu.
(The Echo of Our Song: Chants and Poems of the Hawaiians, 134-144).
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A Night Owl’s
Jazz Haven
By Julie Stanley

ENG 273N Creative Writing and Literature: Creative Nonfiction

I

step out of my taxi into a nondescript Kapiʻolani
parking lot. Nestled between a brightly lit sex
shop and a strip club with a seedy reputation sits
the jazz club I call home. It’s already dark outside as
I approach the front door, but even so, my eyes take
a second to adjust to the soft lighting inside. The
door man gives his nod of approval as I pass without
paying the cover charge. Employees never pay.

The band tonight is playing soul music and they
begin to play familiar melodies as I look around
trying to find an open seat to claim. Settling on an
oversized cushioned chair next to the small dance
floor and close to the stage, I’m now perfectly
situated in the corner where I can easily slip into the
shadows. It’s the ideal place to avoid small talk from
the overexcited men that wander in from the club
next-door, but also easy to make yourself visible to
familiar faces. This is my comfort zone where I ride
out the rest of the night.

The AC on the ceiling is struggling to cool the entire
venue by itself, and it splashes a drop of water on
me as I make my way to the bar. It’s been dripping
intermittently for years and will probably continue
to do so until this place closes. The carpet does a
good job of soaking up the liquid when no one is
there to be dripped on, which can lead to a faint
mildew smell, but it’s nothing that can’t be covered
up with some plug in air fresheners and a daily dose
of Febreze.

The night passes all too quickly, and by closing
time I’m several glasses of wine in and making
my way back to the bar before Mamasan starts
kicking everyone out. Those of us who get to stay
after closing are perched on our chosen bar stools,
occasionally helping shoo away the undesirables.
My decision to stay after-hours is usually due to
the promise of food, and tonight is no different.
“Julieeaaaa! You too skinny. Eat pancake!” Mama
grabs my frame to insinuate that I could put on a
few pounds. Her taste in food is just as unique as her
style, and tonight she brings out an array of kimchee
pancake, tofu soup, celery sticks, and french fries.
Those of us who remain all but demolish the food
in front of us. With bellies full we can continue to
imbibe, and we heartily do so until mama and her
husband start loudly bickering in Korean. This is my
sign to leave.

Mamasan is on stage giving a familiar speech,
“thank-a yuuuu errybody who come here tonight
support jazzu mindsu, an thank-a yuuu JESUS!
Jesus lava yuuu!” she screeches into the microphone
before urging the band back on stage and scolding
them for taking too long of a break. Mamasan found
Jesus a decade or so ago and sold her multiple host
bars to lead an honest life by opening a jazz club. As
she says, “Jazz is life, Jazz is freedom of expression,
Jazz is truth.”
Her outfit mirrors her eclectic choice of decoration.
Tonight she is wearing a giant afro wig paired with a
red polka dot shirt, or perhaps her jean newsboy cap
with flamboyant bifocals and a vest; either way, her
ensemble doesn’t match, much like the decor of the
venue. Some of the walls are brick and others are
drywall, but they’re all covered with clutter. Lamps
and light fixtures are scattered throughout the room
which faintly illuminate the goodwill paintings,
ceramic figurines, and a plethora of books on all
different topics.

My feet begrudgingly drag me to the door and I
wonder why I once again allowed myself to stay so
late. Mama lights me a cigarette before she opens the
front door, nudging me back into the real world. The
sun isn’t visible but has already begun to brighten
the sky, and my eyes squint as they’re once again
forced to adjust to the new lighting. I conclude my
night with the familiar lullaby of the waking world
humming around me, and comfortably doze off in
my taxi on my way home.
8
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Lleuad’s Garden
By Ka’ai Fernandez

ENG 273C Creative Writing and Literature: Fiction and Poetry

T

so than any other human alive, but no human could
reach such heights. And even if one could, what
about the giant, Lleuad, who was so powerful and
tall that the very air around him shimmered and
shook? Every night and every day he looked up to
The Garden, watching with simmering desire as the
giant came and left its garden as it pleased.

housands of years ago, humans lived freely
in the world, able to soar the sky’s blue
fields without wings like the bugs and birds.
They never needed to touch the cold corpse of the
ground below them, never needed to rest like the
lesser creatures of Earth. The humans took great
joy in this fact, being able to stay airborne with no
need for rest. They were able to see all the beauty
of the world from the clouds themselves, never
having to feel the stinging bite of being hunted or
hurt by the fierce animals below. With such pristine
comfort and peace before them, there was nothing
that mankind could not obtain, could not reach,
that is, except one thing.

One day, as Wilbur floated among the clouds,
gazing at The Garden like he did every day
and watching it laze in the air, the giant came
lumbering by. Wilbur watched as the giant moved,
its movements careful as it waited for the birds and
bugs to make way for its imposing figure. This got
Wilbur thinking. As powerful as the giant was and
as fiercely as it seemed to protect its garden, he
had never seen it harm another. Gathering up his
courage, Wilbur took off, determined to get in the
giant’s way and make it notice him.

The Garden.
High above the sky sat the great garden of the
giant, Lleuad. Lleuad’s height was so magnificent
that it reached beyond the sky, higher than even
the humans could go. It was at those unobtainable
heights that Lleuad’s garden sat, green as the envy
that stirred within mankind, where they could never
reach it. How all humans longed to see his garden
up close, so fertile and lush that it beckoned to
them in their dreams as they slumbered on drifting
clouds. While mankind sought to visit Lleuad’s
garden, the giant was so tall and strong that none
dared to even ask him. Of course, there is always
at least one brave pig in the slaughterhouse, and in
this case, it took the form of a young human male
named Wilbur.

And so there Wilbur floated, in front of its boulder
knees as it stood still before him. It wasn’t long
before the giant spoke to Wilbur to see why the
small floater hadn’t moved from its path.
“Little one, why do you not move?” the giant asked,
its face concealed above the sky.
“Oh Lleuad, great giant of the earth, how I long to
be in your garden far above the sky, to feel the cool
breeze and gentle flowers,” Wilbur pleaded, “I beg
of you to let me rest within the shade of its trees
and the hairs of its grass.”

Wilbur was as any young man among the clouds,
a well-built lad with more charm in words than
brains in his head. His dull blond hair cloaked his
leathered neck, swaying with the wind as it fondled
his hair. Wilbur longed to go to The Garden, more

“Mmmm,” Lleuad hummed as it stroked its cracked
face, dust falling with every movement of its hand,
“If you complete for me a task, then I shall allow
you, and only you, to feel the cool breeze and rest in
the hairs of grass in my garden.”
10

to tap the white powdered ground it grew from.
Wilbur floated deeper into The Garden, passing
trees that bore fruit and berries, deeper still, looking,
looking for the weeds that dared to defile such a
breathtaking sight. It was not long before he came
to a large lake with water tinted a royal purple and
there, he found the weeds. They were small, ugly
things, the size of his fist, but to the giant they must
have looked like lice. Like lice, while the giant could
see them, he could not get rid of them without
shaving the grass and plucking a few trees out.

“Yes, anything you wish!” Wilbur replied, eyes wide
and beaming.
“I am so large and powerful that I must be careful
around my most beloved garden. There are things
I can’t do because of my size. Weeds have infested
my garden, little one, and I must have them gone,”
the giant said, “But some of them I cannot reach
without desecrating my flowers and uprooting my
trees. That, I cannot have. I will take you up to my
garden if you rid me of these weeds, but be warned,
little one, if even one blade of grass in missing from
my garden, my eyes will see it and there will be
punishment.”

Wilbur skimmed along the lake’s edge, pulling weeds
as he went, still careful to never touch the ground.
While it may have been the soil for The Garden
and unique in its white complexion, but landing on
it was still an act no self-respecting human would
allow. It was their pride that demanded that they
never touch the ground like all the lowly animals
they shared the earth with.

“I shall do no such thing, great giant,” said Wilbur,
“I shall pluck and dispose of the weeds into the
mulch pile and nothing else.”
Wilbur felt the air rumble around him as Lleuad
hummed in contentment before a hand aged with
time and wisdom lifted him up, taking him higher
than any human before. Up and up Wilbur went,
and up higher still. Past the clouds, past the sky and
yet higher up he still went until finally, he and the
giant were face to face. What a face it was, thought
Wilbur. Large and round, Lleuad’s face was like
a rock, covered in scars and blemishes. No hair
hugged the giant’s face, not even eyebrows graced its
features. Wilbur turned from the giant, feet shuffling
in palms large enough to making him feel like a
pebble. That is when he saw it, The Garden.

So Wilbur worked for the rest of the day, scouring
The Garden and all its beauty for the weeds that
hid amongst it. Hours passed as Wilbur worked, and
the temptation of The Garden grew stronger and
stronger. The fat fruit and berries called to him as
his stomach shrunk from hunger pains. The water
that sparkled begged to be drunk as the sun glared
down, promising to vanquish his thirst. Still, he
resisted temptation, that is, until he came across a
single small flower.
It sat in the shade of a tree whose bark was blue
like the sky, its petals as solid white as the soil it
was rooted in. While it drew breath from Wilbur,
showing itself to be more than the flowers far down
below The Garden, even he had to admit that it
could not compare to the other flowers, weakened
as it was by the tree’s shade. The human took a
closer look and saw that the flower was wilting. No
doubt it would die soon. With that thought in mind,
so certain that the flower, hidden in the shade and
doomed to die wouldn’t be noticed, he plucked it
from its home and concealed it in his thick hair.

It seemed as round as the sun and just as radiant.
Trees anchored themselves to the bone white dirt
like kings, the flowers their queens and the grass
their subjects. The grass was so lush and thick that
Wilbur felt self-conscious about his hair, now looking
thin in comparison. Flower petals as colorful as a
rainbow waved in the wind, with more petals on the
stem than it had any right to boast. The trees were
giants of their own, proud and brave among the
softer flora.
“Listen here, little one,” the giant said,” Pick the
weeds and throw them in the mulch pile, and touch
nothing else. If anything is taken, I will know, and
there will be grave consequences. I will be back at
day’s end to take you away from my garden.”

Wilbur made his way back to The Garden’s edge
after he had disposed of all the weeds, to already
see the giant waiting for him, standing stone still,
eyes as black as night.

Wilbur bobbed his head as he floated off Lleuad’s
hand and over the grounds of The Garden. He
floated in silence as the giant lumbered away, his
feet brushing the grass but never sinking so low as

“So, little one, you have plucked all the weeds
from my garden and disturbed nothing else?” the
giant asked.
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Again Lleuad’s arm moved with intent, but this time
towards the ground. Another shock wave sounded,
seeming to rock the world itself, and with that,
Wilbur fell. Wilbur, stunned, looked from his place
in the brown dirt, unable to feel what had been the
natural movement of flight in his body as the giant
turned from him.

“Just as the sun does rise, so am I truthful,”
came Wilbur’s reply as he floated on Lleuad’s
outstretched hand.
The giant hummed as it began to lower Wilbur
before speaking.
“Strange, such honesty, for you still smell sweet, like
my garden,” Lleuad said.

“Never again,” Lleuad said as his massive feet
carried him away, “shall humans know flight. And
always will man long to go above the sky, to the
corpse of my garden, but never shall gravity give
way. Always shall it hold your feet to the earth.”

“That’s because I spent so much time there,” came
the reply.
“Is that so?” Lleuad asked. “Then what is that white
spot in your hair?”

Wilbur said nothing as the giant’s figure grew
distant as it walked. Looking up, he saw the corpse
of the white bone garden and its craters shining
back at him with no joy. He saw the birds and the
bugs flying around as they always did and now, for
the first time, wished to join them. He saw humans,
his fellow men, falling from the sky.

“Surely it is the sun’s rays of light playing their tricks.”
After Wilbur had spoken, the giant’s hand had come
to a stop, and Wilbur noticed that they were much
closer to the earth’s brown soil than when the giant
had first picked him up.
“So,” the giant started as its voice rumbled through
the air, the vibrations causing the snow white flower
to fall into its massive hands for both to see, “a liar
and a thief…”

For years after, mankind yearned to once again
fly, to reach the sky, to reach beyond the sky. They
would struggle, and they would succeed. For years,
through a power not their own, they would float
among the clouds in balloons of gas, still looking
at the barren moon that hung above the sky, still
yearning to fly. One day, a young man named
Wilbur Wright would stand with his brother and
prepare to fly. Then, humanity would no longer be
grounded. Then, humans would fly in and above
the sky. And then, Wilbur would finally fly.

Both claimed silence as the giant drew its hand
away before speaking again.
“My garden, my life that it was, is ruined. It was
perfect, but only as a whole, and now that you have
taken away a flower that lacked the true beauty
my garden had to offer, my garden is worthless. It
cannot be fixed, it can never be the same, nor can I
have the same love for it.”
With sorrow shackling the giant’s voice, its great
arm moved with such force and speed toward the
sky that it created a shock wave that devastated The
Garden high above the sky. Trees were thrown like
playthings and flowers were uprooted. Grass and
water from the lakes disintegrated, the force was so
great. All that was left was the bone white dirt and
the craters that once housed water. Nothing else
survived in The Garden’s corpse. Wilbur looked on
in shock as the giant turned back to him.
“Just as the single flower disturbed my garden,” the
giant spoke, “so have you disturbed your entire race.
You must understand the gravity of your actions,
and, like the flower to my garden, so must all of
mankind share in the gravity of your betrayal.”
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KCC Cactus Garden

Harumi Fujimoto
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Uncle,
Where You Live?
By Cathy Ferreira

ENG 272B Culture and Literature: Multiethnic Literature of Hawai'i

he walks into Kapahulu Jack in the Box
short white hair neatly combed
short sleeved dress shirt, white with red stripes
missing the tie he wore
when he worked at Ala Moana Sears in the electronics department all those years ago
today it’s jeans comfortably worn but clean, remnants of dirt from his garden
carefully washed away like his wife used to do
he carries a Jack’s bag, a filled misshapened one
that may have carried the latest special:
any breakfast platter for $3.99: what a deal!
his wife always said
“will fill you up fo’ cheap, you kno’?”
he knows this early on Saturday mornings it’s slow
purposefully walks up to the self-serve soda machine,
glancing at two ladies waiting for their order
and wondering if they’ll leave soon
he reaches behind the rack with the straws and cup covers for one of the rags,
carefully wiping the counter clean of the sticky soda residue left by little kids mixing their Sprunch
to the perfect ration
it’s his penance, his good deed for today’s visit

14

furtively glancing around, he notices the two ladies deliberately avoiding his gaze
from the Jack’s bag he unloads not one, not two but five empty Sprite bottles,
the smaller 20 oz size, “da kine jus’ right fo’ lunch or suppah” he tells his friend
this was not how it was supposed to be
he had worked and saved for their retirement years, for traveling to Vegas,
for enjoying the grandkids
they were supposed to be sitting at one of the long tables with the other kupuna, eating snacks
shamelessly smuggled in bottomless Long’s bags
she wasn’t supposed to get sick, needing endless diaper changes
and having more meds added every doctor visit … for what?
nothing changed
and he was alone
should i ask where you live, uncle? in the house you bought together
when your dreams were shiny and new?
the kids are long gone, but so proud, so proud
sacrificing till the end, enduring as she faded but her beauty was there
as she stroked his face at the end,
whispering “I love you, always”

Lucy in the Sky

Mahsa Crum
ART 257 Motion Graphic Design

15

Give Love a Chance

Eric Ordorica
ART 113 Introduction to Drawing
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All I Want Is
All You’ve Got
By Nicholas Sweet

ENG 273N Creative Writing and Literature: Creative Nonfiction

O

The Native Americans used the game to train young
warriors for war, settle disputes among tribes, and to
please The Creator. Games lasted for days, had very
few rules, and stretched out over miles of wilderness
with hundreds of players on either side, the goal
being to use teamwork to throw a rock into a goal
using a stick with a pocket affixed at the end.

ne foot in front of the other, Nick. One foot
in front of the other. Heel, lockout, toe,”
my therapist encourages. I step forward and
slowly strike the floor with my heel. I try to flex what
is supposed to be my right quadricep as I shift my
weight, a feeling that was natural to me for eighteen
years. It feels foreign; as though I’m learning a new
sport, reading a new book, or tasting a new food.
I look down at the atrophied mass that hides my
right quadriceps and comparing it to my overlycompensated left one, I think to myself, “How in the
actual hell did I end up like this?”

Fast forward a few centuries to today, and it is
called “lacrosse”. Games last not much longer than
an hour, there are more rules and protective gear,
and the field is no longer than a football field with
only ten players in play per team at a time, with
substitutes. Although our lacrosse stick is modern,
and we use a ball instead of a rock, not much has
changed in the heart of the lacrosse player.

My mind wanders back to October of 2015. The
Annual Hawaii Lacrosse Invitational Tournament
is an annual, three-day, invitational lacrosse tournament held in Hawaii (as its name may suggest).
Teams from all over the nation and the world come
to play: Canadians (crazy), Japanese (fast), American
post-collegiate teams (good), and All-Star teams
(better), to name a few.

That tournament in the fall of 2015, I was not
assigned to a team of the beasts of the earth, birds
of the air, or Native American Warriors. I was
assigned to Team DaKine, a mixed ragtag team of
guys from all walks of life who just wanted to play
lacrosse. We kicked ass Friday afternoon and had
our fair share all day Saturday. Sunday morning
came, and exhausted as we were, we all showed up
ready to play. We started to gear up when Tarik, one
of the old-timers, punched my shoulder and said,
“Are ya hungry?”

Lacrosse was once a game played by many plains
Native Americans, who called it “Baaga’adowe”
or “The Creator’s Game.” Legend states that the
grounded and winged animals played a game to
honor The Creator. I didn’t quite understand that
reasoning because The Creator gave the game to
the animals in the first place. Anyhow, each animal
brought a special skill to the team: the bear’s
strength, the deer’s agility, the wolf ’s aggression,
and the eagle’s speed, to name a few.

“Always,” I customarily replied, sliding into my
helmet and securing the chinstrap with a click.
“Come on, Nick! Try not to limp!” my therapist
yells, bringing me back to the present. I take another
17

(Tarik), a middle-aged Navy diver, and a pair of
Canadian brothers whose names I can’t remember,
always bickering with each other and spewing
snarky insults at anyone who would listen. These
are just some of the extraordinary men I grew close
to that weekend. Off the field, we were everything
and everyone, but on the field, we were all one.

step and shift a little. I look up and I see that I am
about halfway across the room, then I look at my
reflection in a mirror to my right.
I’ve been in crutches for so long that my right leg has
no muscle, and though I know how to walk, I simply
can’t. There are two voices: hope and doubt, positive
and negative, light and dark. Without one, the other
would not exist as it does, for without an enemy,
there is no war.

Tarik hit me in my helmet and brought me back to
the pre-game. “Ya hungry, Nick?”
“Always,” I replied. He butt his helmet against mine,
a gesture of affection that many lacrosse players
show for another. I closed my eyes and was thankful
for this gift I had been blessed with, for not everyone
gets to play lacrosse. Then the game began.

“Take another step,” the hope inside me encourages,
but it hurts. I take another step with my right leg. It
wobbles like a tower in an earthquake, as the dull
ache of the impact creeps through my knee. The
nagging doubt begins to fill my mind, as does the
memory of that fateful day.

In field lacrosse, there are four positions: attack,
defense, midfield and goalie. Attackmen “attack”
their opponents’ goal, defensemen “defend” their
team’s goal, midfielders are the “Jacks of All
Trades,” and the goalies stand as the impenetrable
wall between their opponent and their team’s goal.

The morning had turned into afternoon, and we
were scheduled to play what I think was our fourth
and final game that day. Last game, best game, I
thought to myself. I started my pre-game playlist
with the usual: Nightmare by Avenged Sevenfold. I
closed my eyes, hummed along a little, and started to
suit up. As I opened my gear bag I was assaulted by
the familiar scent of that stiff, musty sweat infused
into my pads that brought me back to my days
playing high school lacrosse. It’s kind of like that
feeling when you take your socks off of your feet
after a long hike: you hate the smell of your sock,
yet it’s repugnance is accepted and almost embraced
with a sigh. I thought of all the brothers I made
then, and I thought about the brothers I made at
this tournament. Though potent, it is a smell I have
grown to love over the years.

I am a midfielder, and you may call me opinionated,
but I say that with pride, for we are the backbone
of our team. We do everything; we start the game,
we support offense, we support defense, we run back
and forth. We are the scrappers, the blue collars
of the team whomake shit happen. We make our
team’s dreams and our opponents’ nightmares both
a reality, make the impossible possible, and do what
others can’t simply because...we can.
Like any other game, it started with the faceoff; at
the sound of the whistle, two midfielders dished it
out for the ball, placed smack-dab in the middle
of the field. I don’t remember which team got first
possession, but I do know that throughout the first
half, possession changed frequently. We all cycled in
and out from the sidelines, “subbing in”, as we call
it, for our winded teammates. We were all exhausted,
bruised, and sore, but we kept going. It’s honestly
a motivating thing to see the members of your
brotherhood, either on the field supporting you or
on the sideline cheering for you. You begin to dig
deeper than you ever thought you could before, and
you discover within yourself something damn near
superhuman.

I touched the miniature gash on my collarbone, as
well as some bruises I had received the day before.
I winced, looked at my bulky shoulder pads, and
decided to leave them in the bag. Gotta be faster.
You’re either fast, or you’re last. I slid into my elbow
guards and gloves, took out my earbuds, and finally,
popped on my bucket and mouthpiece. I stretched
for a short moment or two (more out of tradition
than intent), and I quickly sized up the team we were
playing. Dammit, it’s the Japanese guys. Those kids
are fast, I thought to myself as I hopped in line, next
to Tarik, in our team’s lineup.
I looked down the sideline at my team in our random
and disorganized line. My family for the weekend,
most of my teammates were people I only met a few
days prior to the tournament, but I felt like I had
known them for a lifetime. We had a young father

About halfway through the game, the ball got
knocked loose from another player and landed
just a little ways away from me—equidistant from
an opponent. I don’t quite remember the score at
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After a half-an-hour that seemed like an eternity,
Tarik and a couple other of my teammates walked
over to the medical tent to see how I was doing.

that point in time, but I do remember that we were
losing, and I was not okay with that.
I floored the gas and sprinted toward the ball—but
so did he. He closed in faster than I did, so I reached
for the ball with my stick as I planted my right leg
and attempted to reach as far as I could. Make
it count, you only got one shot. One handed ball
pickups are not uncommon for most lacrosse players,
and neither was it for me. This was something I had
done hundreds of times in practices, games, and solo
stick-work sessions. This was something I could do in
my sleep, 24/7 and twice on Sundays...but this time,
something was different.

“Tarik! Did we win?” I asked.
“Nah, brother, we didn’t.”
“Dammit. That’s okay, at least we got to play.”
Tarik paused to look at my knee for a moment. He
then looked up and grinned.
“Nick...you hungry?”
“Always.”
Something that always amazed me about the
lacrosse community is the brotherhood that develops.
Ask anyone who has played lacrosse and they will
tell you the same. We (normally) don’t play for fame,
glory, or even athleticism. Call us idealists, but we
play for something greater than ourselves; we play
to grow this game, this gift, and build friendships
among people with no other common denominator.
At this tournament, people who barely knew each
other became friends in a weekend, but brothers
for a lifetime: “We few, we happy few, we band of
brothers; for he to-day that sheds his blood with me
shall be my brother.”

I almost had the ball when I heard a pop. My
leg went limp, and I fell down like a toy soldier. I
watched through my facemask the world around
me spin in slow motion as I felt my body flailing
helplessly. I hit the dirt, facemask first. I tried to get
back up, but my leg just wouldn’t work. The referee
blew his whistle, but not before my lacrosse brothers
on the sideline got to me.
“NIIICK!” I heard my name shouted.
“Hah...it hurts,” is all I could mutter as I rolled onto
my back to see my teammates surrounding me and
looking down at me. And trust me when I say, they
never look down on a man unless they’re about to
help him up. They pulled me out of the dirt and
helped me to a golf cart where I was carted off to a
medical tent.

I am halfway done with my third set of therapy
when I reach down and touch my kneecap; due to
the trauma my knee has suffered, I can’t feel much,
but what little bit I can feel is the chronic dull ache
that torments my soul just as much as it torments my
knee. Movement feels foreign and awkward. Doubt
tries to take hold of me when hope says, “Show your
doubt that it doesn’t control you.” I grit my teeth,
and keep going. Is that all you got?

I hopped on my left leg over to a table where two
nurses checked my leg. After a few minutes, one
of them asked if it hurt, to which I replied “no”. I
probably just tweaked my knee, I’ll be fine, I thought
to myself. I just wanna get back in! I tried to stand
but my right knee buckled, and the nurse winced.
“Okay, nope, you’re done for the day.” She
recommended that I go to see a sports doctor she
knew personally, and my dad called him and set an
appointment for the next day. My team had better
win that game.

Throughout the following week, I went to multiple
clinics around the island for various inspections. The
surgeon I went to see had me take some x-rays and
an MRI. The results were conclusive: not only had
I torn my anterior cruciate ligament, but I had also
torn both menisci in my knee.

Worst case scenario, I bet I’ll be back to normal in
a few weeks. It’s just a leg, good thing God gave me
two of them...ha ha. I impatiently laid there, with
nothing to do but entertain fears that began to knock
on the doors of my wandering mind’s mansion.
What if this is something serious? What if I can’t
play lacrosse at a mainland school because of this?
Is it going to be something I can recover fully from?

The anterior cruciate ligament (commonly
abbreviated as the ACL) is a ligament inside the
knee that connects the femur (thigh) with the tibia
(shin), and it prevents excessive forward movement
of the shin on the thighbone. The meniscus (plural:
“menisci”) is a piece of cartilage in between two
bones that protects them from wear and tear. There
are two menisci in the knee, one on the inside and
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Something I do remember was the day the doctor
released me to bear weight on my right leg. It first
felt like a payday, but soon I realized that the heavy
lifting had just begun. I would see other ACL-tear
victims in the clinic working hard for small results.
I realized that if they struggled with just an ACL
tear, I’d probably struggle even more than them, for
longer than them. But what else would I do? What
else...could I do?

one on the outside, and apparently, I severely tore
both of them. “Go hard or go home,” huh?
November 18, 2015. Almost three weeks after my
injury, the surgeon operated on my
knee. The first half of the procedure was simple: cut
an ACL graft from a sliver of my patella (kneecap),
drill a hole in the top of my tibia and a hole in the
bottom of my femur, and anchor the new graft in the
holes with a pin.

I am brought back to the present as I finish my last
set. I smirk a little, and I feel the doubt disappear. It
gave me its best shot, and I gave it mine. I know it
is just the beginning, but I know what I need to do.
Though life is like an ocean in a storm, “I am the
master of my fate; I am the captain of my soul”.
This gift of life wasn’t our choice, but what we do
with it is.

The second half was where it got tricky. Generally,
when the meniscus is as torn as both of mine were,
there is only one option: scooping it out entirely.
However, thanks to a then-recent innovation, my
surgeon was able to acquire a machine that shot
sutures into my menisci, giving me the best chance at
avoiding arthritis in my middle-aged years. In total,
the procedure should have lasted around five hours.

I say goodbye to my therapist, and head on out the
door. I am met with life: sunshine, trees, people. It
has been said, “today is a good day to die”, but today
I feel that today is a good day to live. A good day
to live this life, this gift, I have been blessed with. A
good day to live a little more. To fight life’s obstacles
a little harder, to reach a little farther, and give it all
I’ve got to be the best that I can possibly be. Maybe
that’s why the grounded animals and the winged
creatures played lacrosse for their creator. Maybe
they were just trying to say, “Give life your best shot,
because one shot is all you’ve got.”

I woke up in a hospital bed around eight hours
after the procedure had started, wondering why I
hadn’t been crucified on that cross-like table I last
remember before the anesthesia took over. This is
the main reason why I never did drugs; I was afraid
of all the weird shit I might see.
I was in crutches for six weeks, which is twice as
long as the average ACL-tear patient, due to the
severity in the meniscus tears. I spent those six
weeks lying in bed, questioning my existence. Due
to the fear that I would turn into an addict, my
dad strongly requested that I not take more than
one or two of my painkillers on the first day after
surgery...even though the prescribed dosage was
something like one pill every 4 hours or “as needed
for pain”. After an entire day of agonizing pain, we
both decided that perhaps I should take them as
prescribed.

I hobble into the parking lot, where my dad is
waiting for me in his car. I open the door and flop
onto the chair.
“How was therapy?”
“Painful. But good.”
“That’s good to hear. Hey, you hungry?”

Though painful, that trying experience taught me
to be comfortable in discomfort.I honestly can’t
quite tell you much of what else happened during
those painfully boring, boringly painful six weeks of
inactivity. I can tell you, however, that Netflix saves
lives, that percocet is not something you should take
excessively before texting a friend, and that if you
look at my knee scars long enough, you can see what
seems to be something resembling male genitalia.

“always.”
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GROWING PAINS
By Caleb La’a

ENG 100 Composition I

“Levi, you’re grounded for a week.” Along with
being grounded, I added some extra chores. “When
I get home tomorrow all those chores had better be
completed!”

“That’s very disappointing, Levi.” I spoke with an
undertone, and I could tell that he knew what he did
was wrong. “How many times have I told you? You
are the oldest, Levi. You need to set a good example
for your brothers and your sister.”

I asked him to hand the phone over to his brothers
and sister so I could use his mistake as a learning
lesson for them. I explained the reasons why I was
disappointed with their older brother and discussed
other decisions he could have made. I told them
how greatly they are missed and I sent my ritual
hugs and kisses through the phone. I ended our
family conversation thanking my wife for being the
strong woman she is. Caring for our four children
alone can be a daunting task, but she has always
been a stronghold for our family while I’m at work.
She is the glue that binds our family together,
sometimes when we are all at home but mostly while
I’m at the station.

Being a father is challenging and can sometimes
be very frustrating. My children are held to high
expectations, especially the eldest. I expected him to
be the best that he could be, and I expected him to
learn quickly. I shouldn’t have to constantly remind
him about things.
“Do you know why I’m upset, Levi?” I asked, hoping
to get more than the usual one worded response.
“Because I didn’t make a good decision,” he said.
This baffled me because he knew he should have
made a better decision and yet he still chose to do
what he did. I felt that he was taking advantage,
knowing that I would be away from home for an
extended period.

I miss my family when I’m at the station, however,
their love and support allows me to truly love being
a firefighter. Ever since I was a high school senior I
knew I wanted a career where I’d be helping other
people. My immediate aspiration was to become
an athletic trainer, but after a year in college all my
efforts came to a halt with the birth of our firstborn child. School became impossible to manage
as a new parent and a full-time employee. After
six challenging years of working dead end jobs, it
was a pleasant surprise when I stumbled upon the
opportunity to apply for the fire department.

“I just don’t understand, Levi. I don’t see why you
keep making the same decisions, even though you
know it’s wrong. Do you understand what I mean?”
I reiterated once again thinking to myself that
maybe, just maybe, this time would be the time it
finally sinks in.
“Yeah.”
My blood heated upon hearing his singular word
response traveling softly through the speaker of
my cell phone while I paced back and forth in the
engine bay.

Six years later, here I am doing exactly what I
had always wanted to do; help people. I’m
called to help people in emergency situations
who are facing their most helpless and desperate
moments. With this career comes a great sense
of accomplishment. When I walk into my local

“Explain to me how in the future you will make a
better decision.” Our conversation continued until I
felt I had made the situation clearer in his mind.
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hallway: “Caaaaaaleeeeeb! What? You’re too good
to sleep with us?” Mick asked, rhetorically.

grocery store it’s always a pleasure to see people
smile at me and thank me for my service, though I
never really felt like I was “serving” or “working”
because I’m enjoying my career.

“Brah, it’s too cold!” I replied.
“Ok! Ok! I’ll turn down the AC tonight, only so I
can sleep with you. I just sleep so much better when
I know you’re sleeping right next to me.”

Being at the fire station for a twenty-four-hour
shift is a long time to be away from my family. It is
frustrating for me to be away when I know my family
is at home facing growing pains. Even though we
are connected through telephones and electronic
devices, it just isn’t the same as physically being there
for them. Working twenty-four-hour shifts is also a
long time to spend with five co-workers. We all have
our own personalities and traits. Fortunately, though,
we have a tight knit crew who is always there for
each other, like a second family.

You can always count on Mick to distract your train
of thought and lighten up the mood.
“Aww, thank you sweetie pie!” I jabbed back at him,
trying to fight off his sarcastic blows, as we both
made our way into the dorm.
The firefighter dorm was cold as usual because
Mick tends to run on the hotter side of the body
temperature spectrum. His heftiness kept him wellinsulated but for the rest of us, the dorm was as cold

As I walked back into the station from my phone
call, the loud obnoxious voice echoed down the
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the six years of my career I have continuously tried
to prepare myself for this incident so that when the
time came I could handle the stress and provide
effective patient care.

as an icebox. The mute and darkened room was
interrupted only by the illumination from everyone’s
electronic devices. It seemed as though there was an
unwritten rule that no one was allowed to speak in
the dorm at night, but all of us were more interested
in what was happening on our devices.

“Did you guys hear any update from dispatch,” I
asked the two up front.

BEEP, BEEP, BEEP…BEEP!

“No. Nothing.”

The fast beeping auto tone rang remarkably loud,
like an alarm clock you have no memory of setting.
It’s a sound you never get used to. Each time it gives
you the sensation of a heart attack, taking away
a few minutes of your life at a time. That simple
sound has the power to yank you from the Mariana
Trench of sleep, summoning your consciousness
back to reality.

It sounded like the dispatchers weren’t sure what
was going on at the scene. Very shortly after we
parked on the side of the road awaiting the police to
clear the scene, patrol cars went flying past us with
flashing blue lights and wailing sirens. The EMT
notified our dispatch that we would follow.
“Fire control, HPD just passed us. We’ll be
proceeding to the scene.”

The dorm room instantly became a transit station
with bodies up and flowing towards the engine bay.
Everyone’s ears were tuned to the stereo, listening for
the dispatcher.

We made our way towards the incident. As we got
closer, the dispatcher updated us with a different
location: “Medic 10 per HPD respond to intersection of
Ulaula and Koko one street down from Prayer. HPD on
scene.”

“Medic 10, respond to, 86-4658 Prayer Street…”
This was the beginning of most transmissions our
station received. In the State of Hawaii, we are
the only fire department who is also responsible for
providing the primary ambulance services. Hastily,
I made my way to the ambulance listening as the
dispatcher relayed the nature of the call.

Upon arriving at that location, the blinding white
fluorescent scene lights mounted to the ambulance
thwarted off the darkness surrounding the male
in police custody. He was sitting on the cold wet
road. At first thought, as I exited the back of the
ambulance, I felt a slight relief thinking that maybe
this man was the possible patient. He didn’t look
hurt or in any distress, but he just sat there quietly
and motionless.

“…for possible gunshot wound. Stage for HPD. RP states
that someone broke in and shot the daughter.”
The dispatcher’s voice came over with a slight
tremble, not the normal mundane and monotone
voice relaying information as if she heard the
same situation a thousand times before. She was
involuntarily sending out vibes that could be felt
twenty miles away. Upon hearing this information,
my awareness level jumped through the roof. I
immediately put my gear on the ambulance and sat
in the back. I didn’t have to ask the paramedic if
he wanted me to go or not. It was just one of those
calls where you knew you needed to go.

“Is this the patient?” the paramedic asked an officer.
“No,” said the officer. “We noticed some red fluid
coming from the trunk so we’re going to open it and
check if anyone is hurt in there.”
As the officer explained the situation, I couldn’t
believe what I was hearing. Shivers went jolting
up my spine, and instantly my body was covered
in leathery chicken skin. Simultaneously, my heart
pounded in my chest double time as adrenaline
flooded my blood vessels.

“You ready,” the EMT asked

While I watched another officer remove the keys
form the ignition and walk over to the trunk, my
thoughts began to flutter, wondering what would
behold my eyes. It was as though time stood still
while he inserted the key into the lock and lifted the
lid. As the trunk opened, I could see a body inside.

“Ready,” I yelled forward through the rectangular
window separating the action area from the front cab.
The ride to this call seemed to take longer than most,
with more than enough time for me to run multiple
scenarios through my head. I thought about how
much I feared this call, a call involving children. In

“Caleb, grab the EKG.”
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“Can you run a strip on the daughter in the back,
too, please.”

The paramedic’s directions helped me snap out
of the shock that had just overcome me. It took
a second to realize that this was happening. I
wasn’t in some television series or in some horrible
dream. This was truly happening and I was directly
involved.

The paramedic directed the EMT as he returned
from the back bedroom with the same news
regarding the daughter. A greater sense of
helplessness possessed me and at that time all I
wanted to do was leave. I stood there somewhere
between the kitchen, dining area, and living room
where the boy laid motionless trying not to disturb
any evidence within this family home turned crime
scene.

I approached the trunk lit up by its dim yellow light
and saw a body with no recognizable facial features.
The long hair and underwear type garment had
suggested that this was a woman.
“Try check, Caleb, can you feel a pulse?” The
paramedic asked me to confirm his findings, and I
did. Her body was motionless, with no signs of life.
I held in deep breaths to suppress my anxiety. It
became clearer to me that as much as I wanted to
help her, there was absolutely nothing I could do.

An officer walked in and asked, “This guy only had
two kids or what?”
Another officer illuminated a picture hanging on
the wall of the kitchen with his flashlight and said,
“According to this picture, there’s only two.”

We reported the condition of the woman to the
police officers. At that moment, one of them
notified us that there were possibly two more
victims at the residence where we were originally
dispatched. We immediately loaded up all our gear
and responded.

I regretted it the instant I laid eyes on that picture,
a picture of two happy children with big smiles on
their faces. They looked so young and innocent,
like they knew they were loved and had no troubles
in the world. Mixed emotions of pain, anger, and
confusion clouded my mind. Estimating their ages
to approximately the ages of my own children
seemed to amplify my pain.

“Fire control, Medic 10 on scene.”
The palm-bordered driveway was too narrow for
the ambulance to navigate, so we carried all of our
equipment in. With shouldered gear and flashlight
in hand, I proceeded up the pitch black driveway.
The night was still, except for the orchestra of
whistling coqui frogs and the crunching of gravel
with each step I took forward.

As I stood there waiting for the paramedic to finish
his normal procedures, so many questions filled my
mind: Why would someone do this to their own
family? What kind of trials pushed this man to
commit these actions? How could someone murder
their own child? What was going through these
children’s minds as this horrifying situation played
out? How scared must these children have been not
knowing what to do and who to turn to?

Just like the driveway, the house, too, was dark and
quiet. As I approached the lanai leading to the front
door, I found the family dog tethered with disturbed
expressions, alluding to the terrible nature of what
had just transpired.

Children naturally look to their parents for security
so I couldn’t imagine how scared and helpless these
children must have felt to have their own father turn
on them.

I was the last of our crew to enter the house. I
walked up the stairs avoiding the trail of blood
leading to the outside, which I assumed was from
the woman in the trunk. As I cautiously walked
through the front door that opened directly into the
living room, I saw a young child, motionless, in the
fetal position on the floor. As I went over to him
praying in my head for even the smallest signs of life,
the cloying perfume of an innocence lost overtook
me. In the house, police officers conducted their
investigation while we assessed the victims.

“Ok, we’re going to clear the scene,” I overheard the
paramedic say to an officer. That was my anxiously
awaited cue to leave the scene.
In the isolation of the dark driveway, I broke down
in tears. Fresh images of this murdered child flashed
intermittently with images of my own children.
These young children’s lives had been cut so short.
I wiped the tears away before I entered the flashing
emergency lights of the ambulance. While we
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“I missed you guys sooooooo much!” I proclaimed.

organized our equipment, no one spoke a word,
perhaps still in shock. I felt so incompetent. I went
into this situation thinking that I was going to help
someone. I was going to save a life, but this time,
there was absolutely nothing I could do.

“We missed you too daddy!”
As I squeezed them extra tight, I felt their warm
bodies with an enlightened perspective of their
young innocent lives. After the hugs and kisses
subsided, my Levi came up to me.

The EMT notified the dispatcher of our status. Her
voice was soft and crackled in some parts, on the
edge of a whimper or cry: “Fire control, Medic 10
returning to quarters. Approximately 8-year-old
female, and 5-year-old male. DOA. Base station
physician notified. Scene turned over to HPD.”

“I did all my chores, Dad!” he excitedly reported
with a facial expression that searched for approval.
As I glanced over to inspect his work, I saw that he
could have done a better job. His clothes were put
away all right, halfheartedly bunched up and piled
on their respective shelves. The freshly bathed dogs
were clearly made evident by the aftermath of wet
towels spread all over the bathroom floor. Dirt brown
scum and soap splattered the walls in the tub. I
thought about pointing out all these things I saw
and in my head a full dialogue began scrolling like a
proctor for a newscaster. However, not one of those
words came out of my mouth.

The ride back was filled with more tears while I
sat alone thinking about the nightmare I had just
experienced. I tried to use the time to refocus
or reset my thinking and get myself back into the
mindset needed for the next emergency call.
“Fire control, Medic 10 back in quarters.”
The three of us returned to our quiet, cold dorm
with our cozy beds and everyone else fast asleep.
After this incident, my complaints about our ice box
cold dorm room seemed trivial. As I laid there and
reflected, the sadness I felt towards those children
was interrupted by the happy thoughts of my own
children. I started to view fatherhood not as a
frustration but as a fortune. I still had the privilege
of helping my children navigate the process we call
life and learn and grow into competent adults. A
renewed longing to hold them and express my love
grew rampantly.

Instead, I said, “Good job, Levi!” I gave him a high
five. “Thank you for your hard work!”
Although I was a little disappointed in the quality
of his work, I bit my tongue and praised him for
his efforts. Last night’s tragedy had taught me
something valuable and helped me grow as a father.
It influenced my personal thinking of how a father
should raise his children and contrary to the tragedy
of last night, I would strive to be a more supportive
father to my family. We may have difficult and
trying times, but as a family, we will forever cherish
our life, even through growing pains.

“Dadddddyyy!” my daughter screamed as she
came running out of the house followed by her
brothers. That sweet sound of their voices satisfied
my longing and instantly brought tears to my eyes
again. Attacking me with open arms, I picked each
of them up and gave them hugs and kisses, with my
hugs lasting longer than usual. Inconspicuously, I
wiped my eyes on their shoulders to conceal my tears
of joy and pain from emotions still traveling on the
rollercoaster ride preceding last night’s incident.

“Levi, I know we can be hard on you at times and
it may seem like we expect a lot from you. I want
you to know that everything your mother and I do is
because we love you, your brothers, and your sister
very much. We want you to know that we are very
proud of the boy that you are now and the person
you are becoming.”
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My Brother
By Camilia M. Epa

ENG 273C Creative Writing and Literature: Fiction and Poetry

You remind me of a kite.
You start off steady and we cooperate with each other,
Moving in sync as we match the rhythm of the winds that hit us both
Until a rough gust will come along and we decide to go our different directions.
We spiral out of control and soon give up on each other.
I don’t like what you are doing and
You don’t like what I am doing.
I can try to help you
But you are a kite,
You will always go the way you want to.
Confused and worried about what to do,
I try to keep you up in the air and make sure we get back in the same rhythm.
But you keep pulling
And I keep tugging
And these winds are not getting easier on us.
My body aches and my mind is tired.
I start to go weak, and decide to give up on a fight I will never win.
Because you are a kite,
You will always go the way you want to.
So I brace myself for your fall because my grip slipped through my hands holding on to you.
I’m trying to catch you,
But you fall too fast.
I find you and see all the bits and pieces that broke off of my kite,
Leaving me in tears of sadness and rage at what happened.
I didn’t want this to happen to you in the first place.
As I look at my kite, I replay the moves in my head that I took and
How I could have prevented this from happening.
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But you are a kite,
You will always go the way you want to.
I pick up the bits and pieces of my kite
Trying to put the pieces back together
So that I can have you back in the air
Flying high in the sky once again
As I smile from down here and think of
How much I love my kite.
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My Father
By Elena Paishon

ENG 273C Creative Writing and Literature: Fiction and Poetry

The thought of my father comes and goes
Like the bringing in of the New Year
My favorite time of year
Or, at least it used to be
Back when everything was simple
And you didn’t need a permit to make memories
When my dad in the puka-filled shirt and rubber boots
Straight from the farm and ripe with the stench of pig carcass
Would buy cases of Duck brand firecrackers
From Holiday Mart, flashing his thick wad of cash
And my embarrassment from the stares that seemed to follow us around
Like a heat-seeking missile, never letting up
Back when local fishermen would come to your house
Bearing slabs of fresh and meaty ahi
Like a late Christmas present
Wrapped up tight in thin red paper
The memories of my father are starting to fade
Like his ‘57 Chevy, with the rickety wooden panels
That talked to me more than he did
And the rusted out frame
That seasoned the ground with every bump
Along the country back roads
When he would drive down to Pay n Save
Before it was Longs or CVS
To buy his remedy for his sore everything
Like the dreams from my childhood
I can no longer tell the difference
Between what was real or imagined
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Like when he told me I wasn’t really his daughter
And the scent of Old Spice as it lingered in the air
Long after he was gone
Now, years later
Like the monkeypod tree
I once sat under as a little girl
Watching as my father bonded with his sons
Working around the imu, drinking Miller beer
With round and full bellies, as they bounced in unison
Two sons who mirrored his own reflection, unlike me
Brothers who have simply forgotten about me since his passing
And yet, I remain here, abandoned but not broken
With roots firmly planted and arms outstretched
Still searching for the promise of yesterday
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The Crash
By Lianna McCurdy

ENG 273C Creative Writing and Literature: Fiction and Poetry

W

of us. The road was lifted several feet above the
tree line, creating a steep gully on each side. Large
boulders were scattered along the gully’s gradient
and massive trees cluttered the side of the road,
growing densely. I didn’t think much of the traffic
stop but felt slightly annoyed, as it hindered our
speedy travel. My stomach grumbled.

e came to a stop at an off-road viewpoint
overlooking a wide valley. As far as I
could see, there were trees filling every
edge of the mountainous terrain, tree tops standing
proud, arrow-like, reaching to the sky. The heavens
were a crisp, clear cerulean. Wispy cirrus clouds were
scattered high in the atmosphere, slowly drifting in
the calm breeze. I pinpointed tall mountains in the
distance, looming granite, remnants of snow from
the spring season glistening in the sunlight.

“I’m starving.”
“I guess now’s a good time for you to grab some trail
mix from the back seat,” my father suggested.

My father and I stood together in silence, breathing in
the unpolluted mountain air, enjoying the hint of pine
filtering through our nostrils. I was anxious to get back
on the road. We had already traveled for several hours
and I was very prepared for the adventure ahead of
us—backpacking through Mammoth Lakes. Taking
a deep inhale of the fragrant coniferous air, I nudged
my dad and gestured towards the car.

I twisted back in the passenger seat, looking behind
me, feeling around our luggage, listening acutely for
the sweet sound of crinkly plastic trail mix wrappers.
“Hold on tight, sweetie!” my dad yelled abruptly
and, in a whoosh, everything went black.
I came-to upside down, suspended, clipped to what
was now the roof of the car by my seatbelt. My
heart pounded in my chest, tears pricked my eyes
and rolled hot down my face.

“Onward!”
I sat in the passenger seat of our small white rental
car and sifted through my backpack. Pulling out my
tiny blue digital camera, I began clicking through
shots I’d captured of our trip. We had visited the
San Francisco Zoo earlier in the week. I smiled,
content with the images at the zoo. My favorite was
of a giant silverback gorilla, standing proudly in his
enclosure. Preoccupied with my camera, I paid no
attention to the world around me, until suddenly, our
car came to a stop.

“What happened?”
“Can you move?” my father asked. “Please try to
wiggle your toes and move your arms. Slowly. Be
careful.”
“I’m okay. I think I’m okay. How did this happen?”
I looked down at myself. Thin burns lined my
collar bone and forearms, and skin lacerated by my
seatbelt.

“What’s going on?” I turned to myfather, staring at
him uncertainly.

“I don’t know. I’m going to try to get us out of here.”
I glanced around. The windshield in front of me
was shattered, its pieces held together by a thin
plastic-like film. The roof of the car, which was
now my floor, was dented, lumpy, unstable, the grey
fabric ceiling disturbed. Our belongings were strewn
everywhere. Where was my phone? My camera?

“Not sure…looks like there’s road work up ahead.”
A construction worker in a vivid yellow vest held
up a stop sign in front of us. The two-lane highway
veered upwards and to the right making a blind
curve. We could not see what was going on ahead
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into a tree. It looked as if the car had sustained
the majority of the blow from the main part of the
semi-truck. The tree had fallen and crushed the car.
Are the passengers alive? A white Mercedes, which
had apparently arrived unluckily behind us, had
been spun around on the highway and a man was
laying beside it, holding his arm as if it were broken.
He moaned in pain. My body was frozen and I
remained next to my father, sobbing.

Did I care? Why did this happen to us? My mind
raced and I flashed back to reality as I saw my father
moving in the corner of my eye. We needed to get
out of the car. My father reached for the car door,
attempting to open it.
“It won’t budge. I’m going to try the windows. We
might have to climb out through the windows.”
The mechanical windows rolled down, buzzing.
Thank God.

“Yeah.”

I had not noticed, but a large SUV pulled up to the
scene. The driver was out of her car on her phone,
calling for help. My father held his arms around me,
walked me to the car and sat me down in the back
seat. He spoke to the woman and explained to her
we had been in the crash, gesturing to our car.

“Okay, slowly. We’ll get out of here.”

“How are you alive?” she asked in awe.

We emerged from our car. It had flipped into the
gully on the side of the road. The car remained
balanced on the incline of the gully. A large rock
had saved it from flipping further into the dense
forest. Above our car was the cab of the semi-truck
which had hit us. The semi-truck was filled with
hay that had exploded over the highway, scattered
everywhere. It was in our clothes, in the gully where
our car lay, totaled. The cab of the semi, like our
car, was stabilized by another rock. With the slightest
movement, it looked as if it could tip over and
smash us.

“I don’t know,” my father responded. “We would be
very appreciative if you would let us borrow your
cell phone. Our phones are stuck in the car.”

“Okay, sweetie, you’re going to have to unclip
yourself. Try not to fall harshly onto the roof of the
car. Can you hold yourself up?”

I sat in the SUV, shaking and crying. My mind was
blank. I did not understand why this happened to us.
An ambulance arrived shortly to the scene, sirens
blaring. The EMT rushed to the aid of the victims
in the car which had smashed into the tree and the
driver of the semi-truck. They didn’t realize my
father and I had even been in the crash. Only once
they turned their attention to our car, smashed and
upside down in the ravine, did they seek us out. They
explained we needed to be taken to the hospital and
assessed. We looked fine externally, but they wanted
to make sure we did not have any internal damage.

Looking up at the vehicle looming above us, I could
see the shadow of the truck driver, stuck in the
cab. The windshield, like our car’s, was shattered.
I heard the truck driver’s moan, a call for help. At
that moment, I did not care for him. As quickly as
we could, my father and I clambered up the steep
incline of the gully, barely making it to the highway.
The hay filling the sides of the gully was slippery.
I tripped over myself. My body shook from the
adrenaline and fear. We stood alone on the highway
in awe, silent.

I was lifted onto a stiff, cold gurney. My view turned
upwards towards the sky, once a serene image,
now a blurry, spinning mess, with my rattled brain
distorting the space above me. My neck was secured
with a click, a stone cold neck brace supporting me.
I could not turn my head; I could not see where my
father was or where we were going. Terrified. My
father was on a gurney too. I felt his hand reach out
to me, comforting me, holding me steady.

I assessed the scene through my glistening, watery
eyes. I made out two other cars in the accident it
looked as if we experienced the least damage of all
who were in the crash. A silver crossover, which was
previously stopped in front of us, had been propelled

“We will be okay.”
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Rose Carnation
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Manananggal
By Czar Gerome de Guzman
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You know what my Kuya told me?
A Manananggal took Tita Leah’s baby.
That’s why she cries all the time now.
I heard Manananggal is a witch by day.
Yea, she has long silver hair.
No, she has black hair with bugs all over.
I heard she eats frogs and lizards.
No, she eats little girls like you.
No, she eats babies like you.
I heard she was an old lady with dog’s teeth.
My Kuya told me she was sexy lady.
What!! No way!! She’s old and ugly.
I heard the Manananggal ate Tito Neil’s dog last year.
You’re all wrong. She doesn’t eat dogs.
The Manananggal only eats babies still in the stomach.
And lives in a lonely house in the deep woods.
She waits for the sun to go down, and the high moon.
She begins her night while everyone’s eyes are closed.
Rips her bottom legs off and grows giant bat wings.
Then she’ll grow her dog teeth, for biting.
After she’ll fly through the shadow,
Looking and looking for a baby.
Until one night she found Tita Leah’s baby.
She took her long tongue, like a snake.
And put it right through the roof, and took the baby.
Note:

Then ate it all up.

Kuya: Older brother

That’s what my Kuya told me.

Tita: Aunty

And that’s why Tita Leah cries all the time.

Tito: Uncle
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How Will I ?
By Kennell Cole
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How will I fit in?
When all I know is waking up
before the rooster’s crow,
lacing up my boots, racing out the front door.
Yes sergeant, no sergeant, moving sergeant.
How will I adjust? To
No longer having to ask permission to do things.
To doing what I want, when I want,
how I want to do it. No longer
being punished ‘cause this guy, that guy messed up.
I’m responsible for myself now.
How will I remember?
The good times and forget about the bad, and
all the lessons I’ve learned along the way.
How will I cope?
With the losses I’ve endured,
the deaths of great friends I’ll never see again.
The pain I still feel to this day.
The images that won’t fade away.
How will I remain?
Focused on the goals I once had.
Focused on being the best version of me and
not who others expect me to be.
Focused on remaining the good person Mama taught me to be.
How will I?

39

What Was Out There?
By Ka’ai Fernandez
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What Was Out There?
I could hear it move from within my room.
It returned once again like it had every night for so long.
Outside or inside, it mattered not to the beast that stalked.
Once again, it was here for my sleep.
Silence.
It creeped over all things with its body.
The howling dogs and the rooting boars stood no chance.
The wind had run and the rain had fled across the island.
Only blood stood ready to defy what I hear.
Silence.
And yet, the price I pay to hear it is immense.
My blood has lied to me about being my one ally.
It works for what I hear instead of the boar, dog or wind.
A night marcher that will come for only me.
Silence.
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Ellen Ercegovich
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When hippo baby meets his Mom
Ka Man Chan
ART 123 Introduction to Painting
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Where Home Is
By Elena Paishon
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I am from the countryside.
From five acres of farmland in Māʻili.
From an old weathered plantation home on stilts,
tucked away at the base of the vast Waiʻanae Mountains.
I am from the kalo plant, from Papa and Wākea,
my ancestors, my connection to the ʻāina.
I am from the steep climb up Puʻu o Hulu
and the cool ocean mist as it greets my face and fills my lungs.
I am from pūlehu steak over fiery kiawe wood.
From my backyard imu and fresh kalua pig dusted with
Hawaiian salt.
From sizzling peppered ahi and poi,
and fresh apple bananas plucked from my tūtū’s yard.
From countless deep bowls of my mom’s Portuguese bean soup
and still finding room for Dad’s fresh mango bread.
I am from “no be shame, Behbeh, just give um” and “back in
my days.”
From “I told you, bumbai!” and “hey, pee wee.”
From “oh, you are so strong!” from “your freckles are so cute!”
and “Dad would be so proud.”
I am from Melinda Fields, my mother.
The woman with the contagious smile and gentle ways.
The woman who gave me freckles
and taught me the importance of ʻohana.
I am from Albert De Rego, my father.
The hard-working man with hands like kiawe bark.
The man who taught me how to be humble, respect my kupuna,
and to never forget where I’m from.
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Wishing Well
By Desiree Manayan
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Lately I’ve been swallowing sweets and

But then I remember how you are the

bitters before I fall asleep. I trace the

embodiment of a dream that

same nonexistent dots, only to

could haunt me the second time around. So I

keep bumping into a

continue to stand on the edge between

dead end. Constellations hide from

safety and danger. I’m a lost soul longing to

me, cackling at my heart as it

meet you, a soul of sin, filth, and turmoil, yet

aches to beat in synch with yours. And

tinged with innocence. I’ll

yet, whenever I see you, the shards of

continue to smile to conceal my

myself don’t seem so shattered. Those are the

frustrations, because even though you are a

days when I feel whole, when I

fear I could abandon, you are still a

don’t feel so lonely, when I’m

wishing well I refuse to throw my hopes into.

reminded of the beauty beneath a fallen angel.
I pretend to be in neverland when I’m
actually in the promised land, allowing
terror to choke me with her chains for
being a liar. She croons for
me to give in, to
seize right and wrong, roll it into a
tinfoil ball, and place it on a
pedestal. Allured by her whispers, I
want to succumb to her demands. You
could be the antidote to the poison that
killed me thousands of times for months.
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Ganesha

Everly Love
ART 116 Intro to 3D Composition
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Mr. Grotesque

Mark Felizar
ART 123 Introduction to Painting
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The Art We Carry
By Camilia M. Epa
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These paintings of ships
Symbolizing my life
Never settling in one place,
Constantly moving.
We jump from house to house
The scenery changes
But one thing still remains
The art that we carry
Beautiful gold and rustic frames holding paintings of
grand ships
Why must it take so long for me to realize,
Why we held on to the art that we carry
Sometimes not even meeting the wall,
But simply littering our floors with frames leaning
against them.
We never thought about hanging them up
They look better on the floor anyways
The sun pouring through the window, hitting the
rough raging oceans held in the frames
But the ships’ white sails always glinting of the
strength they persevere with
Triumphant and never giving up on the rough
waters that come
Catching my eyes every time I look past them
For the past seventeen years
These paintings have been through a lot with my
family
Fighting the rough currents that come our way.
Traveling from house to house
The scenery changes,
But we will keep on sailing
As will the art we carry.
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Enlightenment
By Kimberly Leong

ENG 100 Composition I

the park by themselves, as they seemed much too
young to be running around unsupervised. They also
wore the same two sets of clothes every time we saw
them, which was twice a week, but I did not think
much about it. I would always share my snacks with
them and eventually, they were at the park every day.
However, one night, after a late practice, my mom
asked them, “Where are your parents? It is getting
dark.” After that, they led us to their red, brokendown van, which had peeling paint and garbage
bags covering the spots where the windows were
supposed to be.

“Good job, girls!” my coach exclaimed at the end of
our practice. When I was eight years old, I played
soccer and my team was called “Pink Rules!” We
always had our practices at Kaka’ako Park and it
was the same thing every time we had practice;
we would do warm-ups, run laps around the field,
practice some plays, and eventually go home. Then,
during an unusually long water break after a good
scrimmage, I noticed that there were three other kids
at the park. One was a little girl, who looked to be
about five years old who had knots in her shoulderlength, black hair. She was wearing a white shirt,
turned brown due to mud and age, with holes in it.
The other two children were older boys, one who
looked about nine and the other ten. They weren’t
twins, but they were almost the same height and
both had dark, ebony hair that looked like a bird’s
nest. The clothes they wore were riddled with holes
and neither the boys nor the little girl had any sort
of footwear whatsoever. Yet, they seemed to be
having fun, occasionally watching us practice, and
running around.

Once we got there, we met an elderly woman who
introduced herself as their grandma. Their grandma
was named Ellie and she was a kind, old woman.
She had tangled, graying hair and was also wearing
raggedy clothes covered in stains and full of holes
and, like the kids, she had no footwear. Nevertheless,
she had a warm smile and was not angry with the
kids for showing strangers their van. After that night
we met Ellie, we would see her at the park every
day, as well. She was always washing their clothes
and pots, to the best of her ability, in a little faucet
located outside of the park’s restroom

At the end of each practice, my dad would bring
snacks for all of my team members. The little girl
and boys were inching closer and closer every
practice to see what my dad was passing out. I
thought they might be hungry, so even though
I would never share my snacks with strangers,
I decided to offer them some of our snacks. I
approached them and introduced myself.

It became increasingly clear that the van Alize,
Brian, and Jim had shown us was the place they
called home. Despite the fact that they were
homeless, I was still friends with them and would still
share my snacks with them every day. I remember
dropping candy on the ground once and they
charged towards it as if they were thirsty and had
discovered a pool of water in a dry, scalding hot
desert. They were so famished that they ate the
candy that had fallen on the ground even though it
was covered in dirt and had ants crawling all over it.

I tried to talk to the little girl, but the bigger boy
protectively pushed her behind him and introduced
himself as Brian. He told me that the other boy’s
name was Jim and the little girl was his sister, Alize.
My mom and I were wondering why they were at
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My mom and I decided to do something nice for
them because even though they were homeless,
they all had good attitudes. Ellie took care of her
grandchildren and did not ever treat them as if
they were a burden. Alize, Brian, and Jim never
complained about the fact that they did not have a
house to go home to or food to eat every day or all
kinds of toys like most kids had. They did not try to
make people feel sorry for them or beg for money.
They made do with what they had; they ate the food
they were given instead of complaining or saying,
“I don’t like that,” as most people have the luxury to
say. Instead of wishing for nice toys from the store,
they made do with what they had by making their
own toys out of leaves and sticks. Brian and Jim,
being bigger and older than Alize, would also climb
the coconut trees around the park.
That year, we gave them Christmas presents. We
gave the kids toys from the store and they each
shouted with joy when they received their gifts.
Then, we gave Ellie her present and when she
opened it, she froze and her eyes were full of shock
and disbelief. We had given her one-hundred dollars
so she could buy a nice and filling meal for the kids
and herself. After overcoming her shock, she became
so overwhelmed with emotion that strangers would
give them gifts that she broke down in tears. Her
tears were like rivers streaming down her face. Later
that night, my mom told me, “We always get so
much for Christmas and we don’t even need it all, so
it’s nice to give back to those who can’t even afford a
decent meal.”

Unbottled

Kimi Lung
ART 159 History of Communication Designtroduction to
Painting
ART 123 Introduction to Painting

At the time, I did not fully understand their situation.
I did not think of them as homeless like the homeless
people who are seen on the streets, sleeping on
benches or in tents or holding those cardboard signs,
begging for money. I just thought they were a family
that lived in a van. Most people would not give to
the homeless, much less befriend them, but I became
friends with Alize, Brian, and Jim. After that soccer
season, I never saw them again, but I never forgot
them either. I learned to always be grateful for what
I have, even if it doesn’t seem like a big thing, such
as running water, food, and clothes, because not
everyone can afford even that. They taught me that
it’s always best to have a good attitude, regardless of
the situation, because it can lead to great things.
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Grandma O’
By Linsey Dower
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home-field football games with friends. I’ll admit, I
barely thought about visiting my Grandma O’. How
could I when I would rather partake in boy-gossip
at sleepovers with my best friends? When I did go
to Grandma O’s house, I would think about how
quickly I could finish dinner, how long my parents
were taking to eat, and how soon I could get home
to message my friends on Facebook. Only every now
and then would I stop by Grandma’s TV room to
check out what she was watching with dinner.

“Linko-chan!” my grandmother would call me to
her, using her own unique Japanese version of my
name. Grandma O’ (short for Grandma Okamoto)
was my great grandmother from my mom’s side of
the family. When I was a child, she would hand roll
the most delicious, salty pyramid of nigiri for my
lunch. She would tear the heads off the formidable
bugs that blocked me from going downstairs. I still
have fond memories of nights when I would sit next
to Grandma O’ on the carpet, me in my Pooh Bear
nightgown, while she watched Kiku television and
ate her kaiseki-style dinner.

Grandma O’s health began to decline just before
I went to college. My Grandma Barbara moved
her to a nursing home, unable to watch Grandma
O’ around the clock by herself. Before I left for the
next five months of school, I visited Grandma in
the nursing home to catch up. “Linko-chan” she
greeted me with the most delighted smile, just like
old times. I wheeled her to the patio so she could
gaze at the lush green view of the valley. Her old
and weary mind couldn’t quite remember everything
about me. She kept asking if I had a boyfriend, and
bragged several times to the same old man sitting
next to us that I was her great-granddaughter. She
also smiled, and cried when I revealed to her that I
was moving for college. Reaching for my hand, she
looked up at me from her seat in the wheelchair. I
could see all the joy, sadness, and pride written in
her face that any granddaughter could ever wish for.
But I was shy back then, and embarrassed by her

My parents and I moved out of Grandma O’s house
when I was seven, but she remained my babysitter
for the rest of my childhood. I would grudgingly
spend every holiday, spring, summer, and winter
vacation at her house. This was the routine until the
year I turned eleven, and much to my delight; I had
finally become old enough to not need a babysitter.
My grandparents moved in with Grandma O’ when
she turned 90. More prone to falling and broken
bones, she needed someone to watch her during the
day. At this point, I was only visiting Grandma O’s
house a couple times a week.
Middle school came and went; and when high school
began, life became a whirlwind. My schedule was
overflowing with varsity team and club team soccer
schedules, Spanish Club meetings, homework, and
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O’ and I had spent years together. She taught me
how to crochet, took me on 75-cent bus rides to
the supermarket, and pushed me on the rope swing
under the lychee tree in the backyard. Crocheting,
how to make nigiri, putting one’s slippers neatly
together so that the burglars won’t come—these are
all the things I learned from Grandma O’. These
are things that I imagine myself passing down to
my future children with the same loving intentions.
I won’t forget how she’d point to every rainbow
and tell me “Your Grandpa O’, he’s sitting on that
rainbow. See him? He’s watching over us.” Now,
whenever I see a rainbow, I picture her sitting there
with him, and I know that Grandma O’ will always
be a big part of who I am.

tears. I awkwardly patted her hand. My mom helped
me wrap up the conversation, and I gave her a hug
goodbye, but the grasp of her hand lingered, holding
tightly to my own. I don’t think I fully comprehended
at the time how much she had loved me.
The last time I visited my Grandma O’ at the nursing
home, I was nervous to go. Her mental health had
deteriorated to the point of only flickering moments
when she could recognize who I was. Two months
after my visit, Grandma O’ passed away at 100 years
old. When I heard that she died, I didn’t feel any
sort of heart-wrenching grief because I knew it had
been her time. I did, however, feel regret. My whole
life, I had gone without once telling her how huge
of an impact she had made in my life. Grandma
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Better Late
Than Never
By Elena Paishon
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I

“Ho Uncle, broke da mouth,” I say, as I finish
chewing and take a big chug of my beer to extinguish the fire brewing in my mouth. He smiles
proudly.

walk barefoot across the damp spongy lawn,
while carefully balancing three icy cold
Heinekens and a pupu platter overflowing with
kim chee crab, shoyu ahi poke, and edamame.
Kapena is playing in the background. My husband
and brother-in-law are deep in conversation
about manly things like rims and lift kits for their
trucks. These things truly bore me to my core. My
daughters are still up running around the yard,
screaming like lunatics, and playing tag with their
cousins. It’s 8:00pm and a school night but it’s
not often they get to see each other, so I make an
exception. It’s nice to see the ohana together and
enjoying each other’s company. We don’t do this
often enough.

“So wat, you ready fo go college tomorrow?” he asks,
nudging me with his elbow.
“Ugh, don’t remind me Uncle,” I respond, rolling
my eyes.
“Huh? Why you say dat?”
“I shame uncle. I’m not young anymore. What if I
can’t learn everything fast enough? What if I don’t
pass? Then what, I’ll be a big fat failure.”

“Goddfunnit! Dey make dis stuff so hard fo open! Eh
Behbeh, come help uncle wit dis.”

“Shame? Fo wat? So wat if you no pass, you still wen
try yeah. And so wat you not young. Bettah late den
nevah!”

I look over to see my Uncle Abel fidgeting with the
lighter fluid. I walk over to him and with a firm push
on the metal can, off pops the cap.

“Yeah, I guess so,” I reply with little confidence
while taking another swig of my beer. I rub my hairy
feeling tongue against the roof of my mouth.

“Taddah!” I say in a smart-alecky tone.

“Eh, I gonna tell you one secret but you bettah take
witchu to da grave!” I nod and he continues. “When
I was pau high school, I had dreams of playing
professional football. I wanted fo be on tv. I wanted
fo be rich. Dat was my dream and I was good at it
too! I had scholarship fo go college on mainland and
everyting, but I nevah go.”

“Eh, no show off ah. Give me dat,” he says,
laughing. He then proceeds to soak the kiawe wood
in preparation for his famous grilled oysters. I assist
him in hopes of getting first dibs on one of his tasty
concoctions. About twenty minutes later, as soon as
the oysters pop open, he drenches them in butter,
followed by chunks of fresh garlic and Hawaiian chili
pepper, and then tops it off with melted mozzarella
cheese. I starved myself all day for this. Last time, I
ate a whole dozen by myself. I spent the entire next
day hovering over a porcelain bowl, but it was worth
the torture. Being impatient, I shove a whole buttery,
gooey oyster into my mouth and end up scorching
my tongue in the process.

“Why?” I ask.
“Cause I was like you, I was scared. I nevah been
off dis rock eva and I nevah know anybody on
da mainland. I was scared fo leave home and my
friends. I wen miss out on plenty stuff all cause I was
one big panty. I still tink today wat my life could have
been like if I went.” This is a side to my uncle that
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At the top, there is a crosswalk, which gives way to
a prickly display of assorted cacti. It feels like I have
stepped into a scene from a Dr. Suess book. I make
my way across the lush olive green lawn towards a
building with a sign out front labeled Kalia Building.
There is an abundance of fresh-faced students
surrounding the entrance. Every single one of them
has backpacks, which seem like they are exceeding
the maximum weight limit. Some students are
displaying the current trend of neon green dyed hair,
male and females alike. Their ripped, knee-exposing
skinny jeans, their metallic hooks protruding from
their lips, suddenly makes me aware of the fact that I
am old enough to be most of their mothers.

I have never seen before. The sadness in his eyes is
confirmation of his regret.
He then grabs my hand and squeezes while saying,
“ You gotta try behbeh. Jus give um’ and no worries,
we hea fo you no mattah wat. No be like me, one old
man wit regrets.” I assure him that I will try my best
and make him proud. The night seems to fly by and
before I know it, my phone shows 12:27 a.m.
I start to take the pupus inside and make plates of
food for everyone to take home with them. The
keiki are all sprawled out on the living room floor,
sound asleep. I maneuver around their bodies and
carry the plates of food outside. I overhear my
uncle’s new girlfriend of the season, Lei, gushing
about her new kuuipo pendant my uncle gave her
as a birthday present. I smirk and lock eyes with
him and he quickly winks his eye at me in return.
I chuckle out loud by accident. She looks at me
with a puzzled look. “Oh, it’s beautiful!” I say, in
an attempt to distract her from the truth. The truth
was that this kuuipo (or “sweetheart” pendant) was
also given to Lehua, Momi, Dawn, and Karen.

I try to refocus and continue through the reflective
glass doors in search of room 209. At the end of
the dusty, tiled hallway is my English 100 class.
The only sound is the echo of my own footsteps as
I approach the gray metallic door. In my mind, it
feels as if the world around me has stopped. I grip
the frigid handle with my sweaty palm and pause
before opening the door. Peering through the thick
tempered glass, I desperately search for a familiar
face. Strangers return my stare with the absence of a
comforting smile. I think of my uncle and the words
he said to me: “Jus give um, behbeh.” I take a deep
breath in and enter the room.

“Ok behbeh, we going. I come see you next
week and you can tell me all about da first day,”
he says, giving me a big hug and kiss. “Remembah
wat I said.”

My stomach is tossing and turning as I stand there
under the unforgiving bright fluorescent lights. I take
the first empty seat I see. This seat will become my
permanent residence in the class for the remainder
of the fall semester. At each office chair, there is a
desk with a computer monitor, an outdated dusty
black keyboard, and an abundant amount of
electrical cords tangled up with an equal amount of
human hair to match. The remnants of past lessons
still leech through the white boards hanging from
the walls. I glance up at the dome shaped clock and
realize it is almost time for class to start. I sit straight
up in my squeaky adjustable chair, place my freshly
sharpened no.2 pencil on my notebook, and await
the arrival of my English professor.

“Okay uncle, I see you guys next week. Drive safely.”
I wave goodbye from the driveway and watch the
car drive down the street. My husband and I settle
in for bed and fill each other in on all the gossip we
overheard earlier in the night. We talk about my
uncle and his new girlfriend Lei, about his regrets
of not taking a chance, and how we need to have
the family over more often. I think it is around three
a.m. when we finally fall asleep.
I awake to the warmth of the sun caressing my thigh
as it peers through the wooden blinds. All I want to
do is stay here in my bed and curl up into a ball. As
tempting as that may be, I know I have to get my
okole out of bed and get going if I want to make it
to school on time. The commute from Waiʻanae to
Diamond Head is a long and dismal process. I finally
arrive at Kapiʻolani Community College campus
around mid-morning. Twenty minutes pass before
I find an empty spot. As I step out onto the cracked
asphalt, the searing heat from the relentless sun is
a quick reminder that it is still summer. The humid
August air makes it hard to breathe as I clamber up
the steep stairway.

The duration of the class seems to go by quite
fast and it’s over before I know it. I find a shaded
bench to rest on while I wait for my next class.
Ivory and gold plumeria flowers litter the ground
around my feet. The subtle, sweet scent is carried
through the air. The sound of the breeze as it cuts
through the branches, mimics the sound of waves
washing ashore. From where I am sitting, there is an
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“He’s in room 241, sweetie,” she replies.

unobstructed view of the ocean. Looking around,
I realize how beautiful it is here. My phone buzzes
in my backpack and I notice that I have fourteen
missed calls. I listen to my voicemails, all from my
husband, telling me to call him as soon as I can.

“Thank you.” I make my way to his room and stand
outside the door, mentally preparing myself for what
awaits on the other side. After a few minutes, I slowly
enter the room. Lei is there at his side, her mascara
running down her face.

I call him and he immediately says, “Babe, it’s Uncle
Abel. He had a stroke and he’s in the hospital. It doesn’t
look good. They say he might not make it through
the night. The doctor said everyone should come and
say their goodbyes.” It’s as if he is speaking another
language. I can’t believe what he’s saying.

“The doctor said he can hear us. I’ve been talking to
him,” she says.
I approach his bedside and grab his hand. It’s so
cold. Reality suddenly hits me, and I feel a lump
in my throat starting to form. My lips quiver as I
manage to say, “I love you, Uncle.” My vision starts
to blur as evidence of sorrow begins to flow down
my cheeks one after another. I lean over, gently kiss
his cheek, and whisper in his ear, “I did it, Uncle.
I’m not scared anymore. You don’t need to be scared
anymore.” In this moment, I feel him gently squeeze
my hand. Not knowing if I’m imagining it or not,
I quickly squeeze back. A single tear escapes the
corner of his eye, and then I hear it. The monitors
let out the inevitable high-pitch beep. And just like
that, my Uncle is gone.

“What hospital?” I ask.
“Queens Hospital,” he replies.
“Alright, I’m leaving now.” I waste no time and head
straight there. Once I arrive, I quickly make my way
down the corridor to the nurse’s station. My heart
is racing, my hands shaking. The frigid air is tainted
with the scent of disinfectant. I approach the station
and see a nurse sitting behind the counter. An older
woman with reading glasses looks up and gives me a
comforting smile.
“I’m looking for my Uncle’s room. His name is Abel
Kapoi,” I tell her. The nurse behind the counter types
his name into the keyboard and grabs a nearby chart.
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with six bright red wings, none of them covering the
feet or face as the Bible described. This allowed the
revelation of human heads in the center, also topped
with feathered blond hair.

y family walked in to view my father’s
new workplace. Unlike everywhere else
in Wisconsin, it wasn’t insulated. The
cinderblock walls made it sticky hot in summer and
as cold as a tomb in winter. The high ceiling held
1950’s style light fixtures with impossible to change
light bulbs and fans that stood still now, but whined
and persuaded air to move in summer.

The whole of the hall was unyielding. From the hard
wooden pews to the tile floor, there wasn’t a scrap of
fabric or carpet to be found. There was no softness
to absorb sound. Every step reverberated around the
church twice, loudly bouncing off of the solid walls.

The front wall was a twenty-foot tall mosaic of
thousands of one square inch glittering glass tiles,
reminiscent of the Justinian and Theodora panels
of the Basilica of San Vitale. It could’ve been more
beautiful. A larger-than-life eight-foot Jesus stared
down from His throne as He returned to Earth
from Heaven to judge the living, the dead, and the
congregation. His size was made less intimidating
by his blond, feathered hair, flipped back Farrah
Fawcett style. At either top corner was the first
representation I had ever seen of seraphim, each

The church was mostly empty, except for the high
Holy Days of Easter and Christmas. The people
with a heart for loving, worshiping, and serving God
had long left. They had grown tired of the petty
squabbles and power plays of parishioners who
played out their soap opera drama in the house of
the Lord. Those who remained were exactly the
same as the church: cold, tacky, hard and empty.
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Down the Red
Dirt Road
By Gavin Arucan

S

ENG 100 Composition I

Every time I visited the town, I would be compelled
to explore every road, abandoned house, and field
I could find. Pakala seemed to have that affect on
children because my younger cousin would often
tag along. To a child’s imaginative mind, the town
presented many mysteries to be solved and secrets to
discover, and to someone as young as I was, there’s
nothing more exciting than adventure. While I spent
many summers at Pakala, there’s one visit that I
remember the most fondly. That one day may not
seem too important, memorable, or insightful, but I
still treasure the little vignettes today.

omeone’s childhood is arguably the most
important period of his or her life. The
experiences one has as a child shapes the kind
of person he or she grows into. In my childhood,
there’s one little town that showed me something
important in life that has stuck with me into my
young adult years. It encapsulates the essence of
childhood, but it’s often forgotten as one grows up.
It is the spirit of adventure.
As a child, there was one place in the world
that exuded the spirit of adventure. On this one
particular coast of the island of Kauai, down a
red dirt road marked only by a lonely post office,
lies the serene and quaint town of Pakala Village.
When I was a child, my grandma would bring my
cousin and me to the village every summer to live
with her mother, my great-grandma Saito, for a
few weeks. Our main purpose was to attend a bon
dance in Waimea a few miles away, and while the
festival got me to embrace my Japanese culture
and ancestors, Pakala always stood out the most to
me on those trips. The rotting wood walls of the
houses were gritty from the dust being kicked up
from the red dirt roads. The towering trees on the
side of the main road held rusty roofs that flew up
in a hurricane long ago. Well-maintained, fruitful
gardens provided a stark contrast to the browned
and weathered houses, and there was always the
faint crash of a wave and a salty scent in the air to
remind us of the ocean nearby. Even the inside of
my great-grandma’s house showed age. In one room,
there were messages, names, and drawings carved or
written onto a wall. These were signatures of all the
other generations who spent their summers in the
house. I noticed the names of my mom, my aunties
and uncles, and some people I was too young to
even recognize sprawled across the wall. Pakala had
a personality. It had history. Maybe that’s why I was
drawn to it as much as I was.

That morning, my cousin, Sheadon, and I decided
to sneak out of the house for no real reason. Neither
our grandma nor we were really worried about us
going outside without an adult. The town was so
small that it was impossible to get lost, and the only
people around were the families that lived there. We
left the house through the back gate and hurried
down the road as the neighbor’s Chihuahua started
to bark at us. We stopped at the foreboding old
shed a few houses down. It was made of wood and
painted red, but much like the other structures in
the area, the wood was rotting and the paint was
peeling. The door was always slightly ajar, but it
was too dark inside to see anything. Of course, as
children, our imaginations would dream up endless
possibilities of what could be lurking in the shadows.
“Maybe there’s just a really old tractor or something
in there,” Sheadon said. But I, always trying to freak
him out, suggested that maybe the shed was “home
to a scary creature that’ll eat you, or maybe it’s full
of dead bodies.” As kids do, we dared each other to
go in, but neither of us worked up the courage to
follow through.
Instead, we went to the house right across the road
from the shed. It was our Aunty Mizuno’s home,
but she had moved to the Big Island a year before.
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A narrow, sandy path took us away from the beach
and into the woods nearby where we discovered
something spectacular. Surrounded by grass that
had grown to be just as tall as we were was a little
pond glistening in the sunlight. In the pond were
dozens of shrimp, crawling over rocks and floating
around. This was the first time either of us had seen
wild shrimp and we crouched there for a long time,
mesmerized by the wonderful little sea creatures
swimming about. When we finally got bored, we
headed home and were followed by a fluffy, white
stray dog until we reached the old, rotting house we
loved so much. Besides getting shave ice a few hours
later, that was the end of our day.

Her eggplant garden was still thriving, but the same
thing couldn’t be said about her abandoned house.
The doors were locked, but we peered through the
windows and saw the house that used to be full
of Japanese antiques and souvenirs was instead
completely barren and dark. We tiptoed around the
back, trying not to come into contact with the rusty
tools leaning against the walls and sprawled across
the ground. Sheadon screamed as he looked up and
found himself inches away from the biggest spider
web we had ever seen. A gigantic spider, about as
big as a person’s hand, sat right in the middle of
the web. We backed up and chucked a small rock at
the spider. We burst out of the house onto the road
screaming as the spider, clearly agitated, fell to the
ground and started crawling around.

Sure, that story isn’t very dramatic and I didn’t
learn a lesson that day. In fact, you could say
nothing actually happened. However, I believe
that some of the most valuable things in life aren’t
learned—they’re experienced. Because I was such
a young child, my imagination turned that day of
wandering around and seeing new things into an
exciting day of adventure and discovery. While I
still go to Kauai every other year, that was my last
summer at the old Pakala home. However, I remain
fond of the little outings I had there as a child, and
it shows. My young adult years have been very busy
so far. I went to a private high school that seemed to
give more homework than any other school in the
state, I am now attending college full time, and, of
course, I love watching movies and playing video
games. Despite all that, I still try to find time to have
an adventure. Whether I’m hiking up to a hidden
waterfall or just going to the beach, I’m always trying
to find something to do or see that I’ve never done
or seen before. There’s still that little kid inside of
me longing to explore the mysterious and discover
something new. I believe that little kid was raised to
be that way by a quaint little town, down a red dirt
road, on the coast of Kauai.

After that, we had had enough with the houses and
decided to walk down to Pakala Beach. Just before
we arrived at the sand, there was a long wall that we
hadn’t looked over before. My cousin and I were too
short to see over it, but by jumping we could catch a
glimpse of one of the nicest houses we’d ever seen.
The mansion’s exterior was painted white and it had
perfectly tiled roofing, its lawn as large and clean
as a soccer field. It was nothing like the decaying
plantation homes right across from it. Years later, I
found out online that it was the summer home of the
Robinson family, the family that owned almost all of
the sugarcane plantations on Kauai.
We continued walking along the beach, passing the
landing where we would fish. There was a small river
leading into the ocean that we had to cross if we
wanted to go any further. We waited for the tide to
lower as the water was sucked back into the ocean
indicating that a wave was building up. When the
water level fell, we giddily ran across, but Sheadon,
being a bit too slow, was caught by one of the waves
and almost lost his slipper. The waves were tiny and
presented no danger, but to us kids, we imagined
the river crossing as a game similar to the one most
people play at the beach, the one in which they try
avoiding the ocean water as the tide rises and falls.

60

Crystals in Space

Allyson Villanueva
ART 115 Introduction to 2D Design

61

Hot, Wet, & Naked
By Mariah Saurin
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I

There are a lot of stereotypes and misconceptions
about Hooters girls and the establishment itself.
This should be rather obvious because anything
that involves sex appeal and money is going to
have backlash from various groups. I’m sure you
can figure out what the possible stereotypes and
comments the place gets are, but for example, some
might say the restaurant “exploits girls.” We make
grown men spell “Hooters” with their hips, while
standing on a chair with their butt toward their
fellow restaurant patrons. If anything, we’re using
the men that inhabit the restaurant. If I sit at a
man’s table while he drinks a few “Big Daddy’s” (by
the way guys love hearing us say this) and talk to him
about anything, he’s going to feel as if I’m giving
him special treatment, which guarantees me a great
tip. On another note, I’ve had guys leave me their
phone numbers on $1 bills. Guys, if you’re going
to leave your number, you better leave your digits
on at least a $50. At least then, your chances of me
contacting you go from 1% to 1.5%.

t was my brother’s birthday, and I was about nine
years old. My parents took my four brothers and
me to this awesome restaurant. Upon walking
in, the place smelled of chicken wings, beer and—if
we’re being honest …men. But not just any type of
man, a man who likes to eat with his hands—who
doesn’t mind having sauce all over his face while he
washes the chicken down with a beer we call a “Big
Daddy.” The all female wait staff wore tight bright
orange shorts, fitted white tank tops, high white socks
and tan tights. At nine years old the uniform isn’t
what made this restaurant my favorite. It was the fact
that they embarrassed my brother and got paid to
do it, while I’m at home doing it for free. They made
him stand up on a chair with two cones in his mouth
to form a beak and two menus under his armpits to
mimic bird wings. The girls then chanted a birthday
song while he flapped his wings and ran around the
restaurant. At nine years old I decided I wanted this
job. I wanted to be a Hooters Girl.

The history behind Hooters is actually pretty fascinating, but many people, including the waitresses
themselves, don’t know how it all started. Hooters
was established on April 1, 1983 by six businessmen
with no prior restaurant experience. They chose
April Fools day because they didn’t think Hooters
would actually become successful. Now, there are
over 400 Hooters restaurants worldwide.

I’ve worked at two other restaurants and Hooters is
by far my favorite. I now get paid to embarrass other
people’s brothers or friends. So I encourage you to
come in to Hooters and enjoy some wings prepared the
same way everyone likes them: hot, wet, and naked.
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Tropical Rift
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When we arrived at Salani, the owner Chris and
his two playful boxers Nyah and Muzza introduced
themselves. He told me it was slow season and there
weren’t very many guests. One was due to arrive the
next day but at the moment all twelve of the western
style “fales” were empty. “Perfect,” I thought to
myself, “more waves for me.”

“You gotta go. Seriously, you’d be an idiot if you
didn’t,” my girlfriend told me while waxing up her
surfboard. I felt as if I had just won the lottery.
Earlier that day, an old friend called with an exciting
offer. He asked if I would take a job as a boatman
at Salani, a high-end surf resort in Samoa. I had
jumped at the chance without first consulting my
girlfriend and was now relieved to find we were both
on the same page.

Before I met our first guest, I had no idea there were
lawyers who surfed. Chesa was a weekend-warrior
type from San Francisco, who misguidedly looked
up to me as his experienced escort to the challenging
reef breaks of Samoa. Little did he know, although
I was a very capable surfer, I was in a new place and
not a seasoned surf guide. As I navigated our boat
through the river out to the reef pass, Chesa asked
for my insight on the wave we were about surf.

I bought my ticket that night and spent the next
few days preparing for the unknown. As a boatman
at the resort, my job would be to drive the guests
out to the surf break in a small dinghy and act as
their lifeguard. I didn’t have any experience with
boats or lifesaving so I took a last minute CPR
and first aid class. After the course, I couldn’t
remember the compression to ventilation ratios for
certain and prayed I wouldn’t have to put my new
skills to the test. I hoped for everyone’s sake I was
better at driving the boat than I was at reviving the
mannequin in the classroom.

“I’ve never actually surfed it,” I admitted. Chris had
taken me out the day before when showing me how
to pilot the boat but the conditions were bad so we
had decided not to get in.
Chesa laughed heartily, thinking that I was joking.

I arrived exhausted at Upolu airport on a hot and
sticky December afternoon. I was delighted to see
a friendly Samoan man wearing a gorgeous yellow
lavalava waving at me while holding a cardboard
sign with my name on it. While by local standards
his size was unremarkable, he towered over me by
a foot and was double my girth. He told me his
name was Tao and we became fast friends on the
three-hour ride to Salani.

“I’ve never driven this boat without supervision
before either so I may need your help tying up to the
buoy,” I shouted over the outboard motor.
He stopped laughing and quickly jumped into
position on the bow of the boat to fish the mooring
from the channel.
The waves were clean and playful so Chesa and
I indulged for hours. The surf was challenging
without being scary, so we were able test our skills
without any foreseeable consequences. No one else
was around so we cheered loudly for each other’s
good ones and chatted freely about our lives at
home. This was the experience we had both traveled
halfway around the world for and we were going to
capitalize on the enjoyable conditions. We didn’t
return to camp until our arms no longer functioned

We drove past houses built with minimal use of walls
known as “fales.” Entire families hung out together
under the open-air pavilions, enjoying the breeze in
what would be considered their living room, except
there wasn’t a TV in sight. Their well-manicured
front yards were bursting with different colored
tropical flowers and plants that had been arranged
with the utmost care. Tao told me that there is a lot
you can tell about a man from his front yard.
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I was feeling light-headed and couldn’t respond. Tao
gave me a towel to hold under my neck that quickly
became red and sticky with blood.

properly, our skin was cracked and cooked well from
the sun, and our faces were stuck with permanent
smiles. We spent the rest of the night recounting our
best rides while dining on freshly prepared sashimi
and enjoying our share of the local beer. We hoped
for more days like this to come.

“Oh shit,” was all Chesa could muster when he saw
me in the backseat of the truck. He jumped in with
me and we sped off the beach, up the steep muddy
road out of the valley.

The next day we awoke to a depressing scene. The
swell had died overnight and the once active sea now
resembled an undisturbed lake. Thankfully, Chris
informed us that there were likely waves on the other
side of the island and that Tao would take us there soon.

Halfway up the hill the truck became stuck in deep
mud. I now looked to Chesa for direction.
“You don’t have a lot of time. We’ll work on getting
the truck out but you need to get to the main road in
case we can’t get it free,” he decided.

When we arrived at Tiavea Bay just before noon,
its awesome beauty stunned us. Waterfalls tumbled
down the lush green valley walls into the crystal
ocean bellow. Just outside of the volcanic sand
beach, a splendid A-frame shaped swell peeled off
pleasingly. We wasted no time, forgetting to put on
sunscreen before skipping over the hot sand to the
playground that awaited us.

I walked alone up the muddy road armed with just a
towel and a cell phone to call for help once I was able
to get reception. I was not certain I was going to be
okay. Tears streamed down my face as I thought of
the possibility of never leaving this valley alive. Only
hours before, Tiavea Bay had seemed welcoming;
now it felt hostile and unforgiving. Just as I reached
the highway our truck blew right past me.

A group of expat surfers from the city of Apia soon
joined us in the lineup. We were all overwhelmed by
our amazing good fortune that led us to this point.
On one wave I took off just a tad too deep to make
it in front of the breaking lip. Because the situation
seemed to pose no threat, I attempted to punch
through the lip in order to eject from the wave but
was quickly was sucked back over awkwardly. While
tumbling underwater I felt my board strike my jaw
with alarming force. As I got back on to my board,
I noticed more blood than I have ever seen at one
time. It poured from my neck, completely covering
my shoulder and upper arm. I was in shock, but I
believe the small amount of first-aid training I had
received allowed me to instinctively remember to
apply pressure to the hole in my neck, slowing the
bleeding. I paddled in with one arm and made my
way to Tao waiting back at the truck.

“Get in!” they screamed as the truck screeched to a
stop. A feeling of relief swept over me, causing more
tears to flow as my friends comforted me.
I figured I was on the way to receive state of the art
medical care, so I was somewhat disappointed when
we arrived at a small rural clinic. There were no
doctors working at that time, so a reassuring nurse
was the first calm face I encountered since being
injured. Her steady confidence was a welcome relief
from the preceding uncertainty. She told me I was
going to be fine as she held my hand and then went
to work putting me back together. She sewed me
up as best she could, but the stiches she made were
crude; excess skin hanging from my chin looked like
misplaced earlobes. Swollen folds of flesh twisted
inward to form an unnatural looking knot just below
my jaw. Although I was thankful to no longer be
split apart, I knew I would be left with a life-long
scar. I felt completely drained and ready for it to be
all over.

The panicked look on Tao’s face confirmed my fears.
“What has happened?” he managed to spit out in
English through the cursing in his native tongue.
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