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About Lē‘ahi

Nani Lē‘ahi, he maka no Kahiki.

Beautiful Lē‘ahi, object of the eyes from Kahiki. (Diamond Head, 
always observed with interest by visitors from foreign lands.) Mary 
Kawena Pukui, ‘Ōlelo No‘eau 2277.

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

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

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).

The views/claims that are presented in Lē‘ahi are those of the respective authors and  
artists and are not meant to reflect the views or opinions of the UH System, B.O.R., the College,  
its administrators, faculty, staff and subsidiaries.
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When I was younger, I had a daily routine of walk-
ing one block home from school and being excited for 
a warm bowl of wonton noodle soup wrapped with 
plastic on top of the kitchen counter. I will never for-
get my elementary school days of coming home from 
school to taste my mother’s great cooking. I attended 
Palolo Elementary School, and as a child I would al-
ways come home with my siblings to find early dinner 
prepared for me, my older brother, and my younger 
sister. We were latchkey kids, which meant that 
because our parents were working, we often came 
home to an empty home with little to no parental 
supervision. Living on 9th Avenue close to school was 
a convenience; we did not have to wait like the other 
children for our parents to pick us up, and overall, we 
built a sense of independence for ourselves at a young 
age. It was all thanks to my parents.

As we got home around 3:00 p.m., the first thing Lucy, 
Leon and I would do is kick our shoes off, get into the 
kitchen and smell the great aromatic scents of what 
Mom made for us right before 
she left for work. Mom would 
often have late afternoon 
shifts from 2:00 p.m. until 
8:00 p.m., while Dad had his 
shifts from 8:00 a.m. until 
6:00 p.m. When we arrived 
home, we would get right to 
eating and start doing our homework so that it would 
be ready for the next day of school. Dad would come 
home around 6:30 p.m. and he would prepare dinner 
for himself and mom, since we already ate earlier. 
Mom would make various Chinese dishes such as 
chow fun, wonton, congee, zhong, or even my favorite: 
shiitake mushroom pork patty and egg drop soup with 
scallops. Mom would come home around 8:30 p.m. or 
sometimes later, exhausted from a long day of work. 
She’d check to make sure we all bathed, finished our 
homework and ate dinner, then right off to bed we 
would go. The next morning, we all woke at 6:30 a.m., 

got ready for school, and walked to school with Mom 
to get breakfast at the cafeteria right before we were 
dropped off to our homerooms.

Looking back at my childhood, I have always ques-
tioned why my parents were always at work and often 
not at home. In 2007, when I was eight years old, my 
mother had stopped becoming a stay-at-home mother 
to go out and get a job because the U.S. economy went 
through financial crisis. It was a tough time realizing 
that my mom would not be at home waiting for us 
so we could tell her all the events that happened in 
school and all the exciting things we were taught. I 
once asked them why they were working so much.  
They told us that they had to make money to give us a 
better life. 

What is a better life? Is it being rich and comfortable 
with plenty of money? Having your goals come true? 
For me, it is spending time to the fullest with my 
parents. To this day, I still see them working hard to 

provide for us, with me and my 
brother  going to college and 
my younger sister finishing 
high school. I can just feel that 
they are proud of all their hard 
work finally paying off.  They 
are witnessing us go through 
college and getting the life 

that they were never able to have. My mother never 
finished her elementary school years, and my father 
never finished intermediate school. 

Consequently, after getting a job during my senior 
year in high school, I experienced how hard my par-
ents worked every day with just one day off per week. 
Because of the skyrocketed cost of living in Hawaii, it 
is incredibly difficult to earn enough to survive. When 
I started at Longs Drugstore, making $11.00 an hour, 
I imagined how little my parents must’ve made when 
they first immigrated to the U.S. from Zhongshan, 

Appreciation for Mom and Dad
JENNY LIU
ENG 100—COMPOSITION

“What is a better life? Is it being 
rich and comfortable with plenty 
of money? Having your goals come 
true? For me, it is spending time 
to the fullest with my parents.”
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China. This was shocking to me, because I realized 
that they had sacrificed a lot.

Having seen how hard my parents had to work has 
given me a sense of appreciation for them and I am 
glad that they are my parents. Growing in an average 
income family did not give my childhood many op-
portunities regarding new toys, new clothes (most of 
my clothes were hand-me-downs), or having my own 
room. However, my parents did the best they could 
to make sure we had a happy childhood. And it was a 
happy one indeed, filled with spending time with my 
cousins from Waianae and Salt Lake. We would run 
around the house playing tag, or play in grandma’s 
garden pretending to run a fantasy kingdom and kill-
ing invisible monsters that tried to reach the princess 
in the castle (which was just my cousin in the short 
lychee tree).  The power of imagination gave us a 
great time. Another best childhood experience is mom 
making her Chinese almond jelly dessert or coconut 
milk tapioca, or dad taking me and my siblings to vis-
it the Honolulu Zoo every few years. We were not rich, 
but we lived plentifully, all thanks to my parents.

On a rainy day walking home from school, I once 
asked my older brother, Leon, “Do you feel bad that 
mom and dad are always at work?” 

He responded “sometimes,” with a shrug. 

I thought about it more and felt quite ashamed to not 
have a “normal family,” such as one that doesn’t work 

so much.  I felt especially concerned for my younger 
sister who was in first grade at the time. Would she 
be sad not having our parents around 24/7? 

Later that evening, as I was falling asleep, I thought 
about how my parents would react if I were to talk 
to them about my feelings. In my deep dream as I 
slept, I talked to mom and dad: “I know you both are 
working hard to provide for this family, but Lucy is 
not getting enough parental attention. Is there a way 
you guys can possibly cut back on some work hours?” 
They were shocked to have heard this from me as if 
they had been oblivious to this, apologizing for not 
being there enough and crying that they were trying 
their hardest for us. I woke at 6:30 in the morning to 
mom’s voice calling out to my siblings and me to get 
ready for work. 

It could be hard to communicate feelings in a Chinese 
household, where feelings are shown through actions 
and not through words. We never said, “I love you,” 
gave hugs, or had heart-to-heart talks about our 
personal lives. Instead, our feelings were expressed 
through what we did for each other. These were sim-
ple things, like placing a blanket on top of a relative 
who had fallen asleep on the couch while watching 
television, or taking in the laundry for mom, since 
we knew she’d be tired from work. My parent’s hard 
working nature could make my family seem some-
what abnormal. In the end, though, I am happy with 
where I am today, and it is all thanks to them.

Tree
DARSHA LEE
ART 115–INTRODUCTION TO 2D DESIGN
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Sister
RITA GANZ
ENG 273C—CREATIVE WRITING AND LITERATURE: FICTION AND POETRY

RISE UP

Up and coming leaders

The Millennials– Gen X

Sister speaks with a maturity that belies age.

Emotions Building.

Desperately wanting–

TIME, an extra minute.

Finding her calling

Expressive and Articulate

Global Young Leader

Empowering– motivating

She says we will be the ones to get it done.

My sister and the neighbor girl
GRACE TANG
ART 107–INTRODUCTION TO PHOTOGRAPHY

Family
ZHIHAI HUANG
ART 107–INTRODUCTION TO PHOTOGRAPHY
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Irony of Paradise
EMILY PHAM
ART 107–INTRODUCTION TO PHOTOGRAPHY

This is it! I’m in! he thought, as he waited his turn. 
He had been trying to get her attention for the better 
part of a year. She always brushed him off saying that 
he wasn’t cool enough or that he didn’t wear the right 
clothes. With a change of wardrobe and a few rumors 
that he started about how he was into drinking and 
smoking weed, he was able to get her attention. 

“Your turn, big guy,” she said, playfully.

He took the lighter and small phallic-shaped pipe in 
his hands and hoped he wouldn’t embarrass himself. 
Come on this is what you have been working towards, 
he thought. As he simultaneously lit the pipe and took 
a deep breath, a surge of endorphins immediately 
overloaded his brain. As his brain began to shut down, 
he melted into the couch and all of reality and time 
warped around him. He had never noticed just how 
nice the couch had felt. From the bottom of the couch 
he stared at the ceiling, his eyes slowly closed, and his 
breathing quickened.

As time slowed down she lowered her face towards his 
and asked, “How’s it feel?” 

A wave of hair-raising adrenaline flowed through 
him from the hairs on his head all the way to his toes. 
Suddenly, filled with more energy than he ever had in 
his life, his eyes jerked open and he jumped up from 
the couch screaming, “I’m the king of the world!” 

He slammed open the front door and began to run 
across the street. Car horns blared and the screeching 
of tires echoed. He tripped over the curb and gashed 
his knee against the hard pavement, exposing the 

bone. As a chunk of skin flapped in the wind he wiped 
the blood off with his sleeve, jumped up, and ran the 
rest of the way home leaving a trail of blood along the 
way.

Thirty years later… “I had been trying to get with this 
girl,” he said, talking through his hands. “I thought 
that this would get her to like me.”

“She forced you to do it?” the man in the white coat 
asked.

“No. No. I.. I wanted this,” he said.  His eyes began to 
water, making his eyes look like glass. “I grabbed the... 
the… the pipe. I remember thinking this was going to 
be the best day of my life, you know? Something to be 
remembered,” he said tearfully. “I took the hit. I took 
it!” He dropped his head between his knees, sniffing 
loudly as snot attempted to escape his nose.

“Take your time, but tell me how it made you feel,” the 
doctor said, grabbing a tissue.

Drying his eyes on his sleeve, he said, “I felt joy like I 
had never felt before. Like I was on cloud nine. I could 
have run a damn marathon! I felt so good. I remember 
running. I can’t remember where to, but I remember 
scaring my mother from all the damn blood.”

“Blood?” the doctor asked, as he scribbled something 
down discreetly.

“Yeah I tripped and cut my knee so damn bad I had to 
get ten stitches. Didn’t heal for three weeks! Almost 
had to have surgery,” he said, chuckling. “Anyway doc, 
that’s the first day I did meth.”

Changing Perspective
PATRICK MCCRINDLE
ENG 273C—CREATIVE WRITING AND LITERATURE: FICTION AND POETRY
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I became homeless in 2001 and spent the next 
ten years in a community on the fringe of society, 
amongst people who are often invisible and ignored. 
I would come to know these people and call many of 
them my friends. Yes, they were addicts, alcoholics, 
sinners, and thieves. They were exactly what peo-
ple thought they were. However, I saw much more 
to them than just the peripheral. They were artists, 
academics, professionals, and skilled workers. They 
were inventive, practical, comical, and caring. Some 
of them were hard workers who liked working in-
dependently instead of the normal 9-5 jobs. Brian 
was one of them that did exactly that. He and I 
were “roommates’” in Ala Moana Park. He would 
find broken canopies and tents that park users threw 
away, fix them, and then I would post and sell them 
on Craigslist. We would do the same thing with bikes. 
Randy was another guy that hustled for his money. 
He was a fisherman that would sell his catch in Chi-
natown every morning. They were not all freelancers, 
as many worked in restaurants, parking lots, and 
in construction and demolition. They had a sense of 
community among them and I was lucky enough to 
become part of that community. We cared for and 
watched out for each other. However, there was one 
man that stands out for me when I think about the 
capabilities of the homeless…his name was Doc.

 I met Doc a few weeks after becoming homeless. He 
was a flamboyant, seventy-two-year-old, gay alcoholic. 
I knew none of these things when I met him. At first 
glance all I could see was a decrepit, hunched over, 
old white guy with wispy white hair and a bulbous 
nose. He wore dirty white shorts and a pink and blue 
aloha shirt with grass huts and canoes on it. It looked 
like the kind of shirt you can find a thrift store for a 
nickel. He looked exactly like what you would think 
a homeless guy would look like, with a shopping cart 
full of his belongings to boot. Despite his outward ap-
pearance, Doc had a certain presence about him that 
eclipsed his outer shell. He spoke with the regality 
of a King holding court, but with the flashiness of a 

court jester at the same time. You could not help but 
be enthralled by his stories. He would tell me of his 
time in Vietnam as a medic and about the time he 
cooked Coq Au Vin for the Queen of England. He had 
many stories I found hard to believe, and for the most 
part, I did not believe them.

My friend Dave and I would visit Doc every day at 
his spot across from the Chinese Cultural Center and 
in front of the Shinto Temple. He was always happy 
to receive company, especially if they brought beer, 
which is what we did. But he never made me feel like 
that was the reason behind our friendship. We were 
all in the same boat at the same time. All of us were 
just trying to get through another day by any means 
necessary, which usually meant beer. Also, since 
liquor stores in Chinatown would sell beer for cheap, 
we drank a lot of them. Doc was a different case, 
though. He would literally get sick without a drink; 
he needed it. Without it, his body would convulse, and 
he would sweat profusely. Because he would get the 
shakes without alcohol, he would always save three 
beers to get him through those tortuous three hours 
in the morning, between three o’clock when he would 
wake, and six o’clock, when the stores would open. 
This is why my friend Dave and I would always meet 
up with him in the morning. We wanted to make sure 
he was okay. On several occasions, he was in terrible 
shape. To see him like that was horrible.

Things went on like this for several years before Doc 
finally got some back pay from the military and got 
himself off the streets and into a house. With his 
health deteriorating and a diagnosis of liver dis-
ease, Doc quit drinking. He had cirrhosis of the liver 
and it had made him jaundiced and weak. I had not 
seen him for a while until I ran into him outside the 
Kmart on Nimitz Highway. He looked great. He was 
dressed to the nines, with beige lightweight slacks 
and a long sleeve cream dress shirt with blue vertical 
stripes. The biggest change, however, was not in his 
clothes, but in how he looked, physically. His hair was 

DOC
DARRYL MAKEKAU
ENG 100—COMPOSITION

now red and styled like a young Liberace. He stood 
up straighter and his eyes were nice and bright as 
opposed to their normally bloodshot appearance that I 
remembered. 

“Holy shit, Doc, look at you!” I greeted him. He twirled 
around like a proud peacock on display.

 “Yes, I know, darling, I look marvelous,” he said, 
accentuating the “a” in marvelous like Billy Crystal 
did on Saturday Night Live. “How do you like these 
puppies?” he asked while extending his hands palms 
down and showing off his manicured nails all painted 
with the colors of the rainbow, each one a different hue. 

I could not believe this was the same man who would 
soil himself after only drinking for a week and not 
eating. This was a new man in front of me. We stood 
there talking for a while before he reached a hand 
into his pants pocket and pulled out his wallet. He 
slid out a card and showed it to me. It was his ID for 
his job at Tripler Hospital. Apparently, he had been 
telling the truth all these years. He was a doctor be-
fore and was one again. I could not have been happier 
for him.

 I began thinking about all the other people I have 
met on the streets that would tell me stories of their 
past. Were they also telling me the truth? Were they 
really a college professor, a bakery owner, an oboist 
with the Honolulu Symphony Orchestra? I began 
investigating some of them and what I found astound-
ed me. Many of the people whom I had called friends 
were indeed what they claimed to have been. Bryan 
owned a bakery in Hilo with his father, Clyde was 
indeed an oboist with the Honolulu Symphony Or-
chestra, and Andy taught art history at UC-Riverside. 
Now, whenever I pass someone on the street, whether 
they are pushing a shopping cart or sleeping in a tent 
on a sidewalk, I wonder what their story is. What 
were they before they got here? Were they a doctor or 
a master musician? What is their story? Most of us 
have some preconceived notion of the homeless. 

The last time I saw Doc was at the Walmart on 
Keeaumoku. He had just come from the hospital. He 
informed me that he was going to need a liver trans-
plant. He did not hold out much hope in getting one. 
We had lunch at the Vietnamese restaurant across 
the street before saying our goodbyes. That was over 
four years ago. I hope he is doing alright. Because of 
Doc, I can now see the diamond in every lump of coal 
that I encounter.

Watching Over Her People
BRIDGETTE LARANIO
ART 107–INTRODUCTION TO PHOTOGRAPHY
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The picture would silence you,

It would test you to the sound of the past.

As its intense hoarse voice asked your heart,

The silence grew cruel.

 

Time senses the pain it had,

Dramatically increased your guilt.

You carefully put it in your pocket,

Lit a cigarette, and watched the ash hit the sand.

Picture
TRAVIS TIQUI
IS 161—INTRODUCTION TO CREATIVE THINKING

Sacred Mountain
CAROL TAKAMOTO

Lunalilo Scholars Portrait
EDUARDO JOAQUIN
ART 223–INTERMEDIATE PAINTING
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Hey Youz Guyz! I Down’t Eeven 
Tawk Li Dis Anymoor, Aight?
PAULA BENDER
LING 102—INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY OF LANGUAGE

I was born unaware that I even had an accent. We 
tawked the way we tawked. Everyone else talked 
funny. As things got less and less funny at home, I 
escaped New Jersey by joining the United States Air 
Force. I was 18. I was excited, scared, and ready to 
discover new things. That’s when I learned there was 
more to speaking than my Jersey twang. Now I was 
the one who talked funny.

While researching about the dialect I was born into, 
that of Burlington County in South Jersey, I found 
I had to expand my search to include Philadelphia. 
There is no conflict. In fact, where I grew up it was a 
given that we were all part of Philadelphia, a prettier, 
across-the-river, more genteel part of Philly. Our 
radio and TV stations were all in Philly. Our sports 
teams were (are) the Iggles (Eagles), the Phulls 
(Phillies), the ‘Sixers (76ers), and the Fliars (Flyers). 
We ate hoagies not subs, drank coffee [ˈkɔə.fi] with 
our bagels [bɛg.əlz] and we all called everyone hun 
[hʌn]. I do that all the time anymore (that’s a dialect 
thing, that anymore hiccup).

 My parents were born in Philly to new immigrants. 
Irish and German on my mother’s side. English 
and a whole mutt-mobile on my father’s side. One 
of his aunts used to tell us scary stories about how 
our ancestors were pirates [pairæts] like it was a 
good thing! Ancestry.com confirmed that there is 
no pedigree in my roots, the culmination of nothing 
significant, just salt-of-the-earth people who scraped 
by to survive, or ripped people off on the high seas. 
Our language, our dialect, was not exactly the rain 
staying mainly on the plain. Think Monty Python, 
think, “Bring out your dead!” No matter how hard 
my father tried, he was born a wannabe Republican 
with a blue collar job. It is embarrassing. I probably 
embarrass him now because I teach English to 
immigrant students so we can have more Democrats 
in this world. True story.

So, you prolly think I still tawk lye dat, but I doen. 
Doen spik pidgin either. Naht evn tryn. [soʊ ju prolly 
ˈθɪŋk ai ˈstɪl tawk ˈlai ˈdæt] bət ai donʔ] [donʔ spik 
ˈpɪdʒ.ɪn ˈiː.ðər] [nat iː.vin ʈɽa.iŋ.]

The article A Jawn By Any Other Name: A 
Sociolinguistic Analysis of the Philadelphia Dialect, 
written by LaSalle University honors student Ryan 
Wall in the Fall of 2017, investigates the history 
of Philadelphia dialect and analyzes how trends in 
immigration, migration, and socioeconomic status 
have affected it. Wall examines how the dialect had 
changed over time and how it might continue to 
evolve. He also cites leading sociolinguist William 
Labov, who referred to Philadelphia as a city offering 
an “ideal laboratory for the study of change in 
sounds.” 

Studying the dialects of Philadelphia makes sense 
for me. Each neighborhood had its own. My mother’s 
family was in Bridesburg, a neighborhood in 
Southeast Philly. When I was a young teenager, we 
would go to the family home there, the end unit in a 
line of pristine row houses. The only residents were 
of German, Italian, and Polish descent. Most of them 
belonged to the neighborhood church. And homes 
didn’t publicly go on sale, but were sold by word of 
mouth to keep the neighborhood.

But again, this was solidly blue collar society. 
Scrappy people with a chaotic and unorganized 
dialect weaving old world speak, evolving lingo, and 
vernacular mainstays in day -to -day conversations. 

In the 1970s, many of the next generation of 
Philadelphians migrated to South Jersey where there 
was real estate with new developments featuring 
homes with two-car garages, big yards, and natural 
features such as the stream that ran behind our 
house. Across the street there were the Pupos, the 

Tartaglias, the Bregmans, and the LoPresti family. 
On my side of the street there were the DiPietros, 
the Robinsons, the Farkas family, and the Free, 
Schmidt, Dougherty, and Scimeca families. A crazy 
quilt of ethnicities, religions, and occupations. Kids 
were everywhere. My sister, brother, and I went 
to the nearby Catholic schools with some of the 
neighborhood kids, while the rest of them went 
to the public schools. After school when we would 
go out to play, there was rarely an instance of 
misunderstanding. No matter what we were learning 
at school, we continued to stress our vowels, and we 
rarely dropped our ‘r’ sounds after vowels. The words 
Mary [məri], merry [ˈməri], and marry [mæri] had 
distinctive sounds then, and according to linguists 
Labov, Ash, and Boberg, only 17 percent of Americans 
did not have a complete merger of those sounds, while 
57 percent had a full merger of the sounds. We were 
different, and proud of it. 

Speaking of sounds, why do we say Iggles instead of 
Eagles? The “long e” and “long a” are shortened before 
a “g.” This also explains why we say [bɛ.gəl] for bagel, 
[ˈl ɪːɡ] for league, [ˈkɑːl.ɪːɡ] for colleague, and [feˈt..ɪːɡ] 
for fatigue. My speech isn’t so drenched in Philly tawk 
anymore, but I do pull out the favorites when the 
Iggles win the Superbowl or when my family sends 
me pics of them all down the shore. I also use “hun,” 
no matter whom I’m speaking to. In fact, this one 
worries me a bit because what if I say it to someone 
in class? What if I say it to the vice principal? Or to 
a police officer? Usually it’s out before I even realize 
it. Crack me up (another South Jersey/ Philly speak 
term)! 

Let me share some more pronunciations. When we 
were mad, we were ‘me yad,’ [meː.ʝæd] drawing out 
the first vowel with the y sound, and turning the 
word into two syllables. Stretching words into more 
syllables than meets the eye also occurs with like  

[lai.ʝk], come on | ˈkʌm ˈowɪŋ ], and, ‘oh no, I 
cauweaught a cold!’ [oh ˈnow] [ˈai kɔ:l.ˈwet ə ˈkowld!] 

In a New York Times article from 2014, Daniel Nester 
writes about our diphthongs, “In Philly -South Jersey 
patios… no vowel escapes diphthongery, no hard 
consonant is safe from a mid- palate dent.” Crack me 
up! 

The Philly -South Jersey effect also comes through in 
certain consonants. Like, an actual glottal stop before 
the letters “m,” “n,” and “l” sounds. In Wordorigins.
com, Dr. Dave Wilton, a linguist and professor at 
Texas A&M University, presents a perfect example 
with “Walt Whitman” Bridge as the “Wall Women” 
[ˈwɔ:l ˈwɪ.mən] Bridge. 

Now about this word “jawn,” which is unique to Philly 
and is post 1978, when I left the area to become 
something I don’t know what. Wall doesn’t exactly 
explain its meaning to me in his article. He sources 
Merriam-Webster’s Dictionary for it as a substitute 
for “joint,” or a location, or for a marijuana cigarette. 
The word has been immortalized in song and hip-
hop dance, and according to a graduate student of 
linguist William Labov, Taylor Jones, a young African 
American male, the word “...used to mean a bag, like 
a bag of chips; a physical place; a variety of different 
women, like Puerto Rican joints versus Irish joints; 
and his own genitalia.” 

I have never used it, and don’t know if I’ve ever heard 
of it. I feel as though that’s a part of the culture there 
that I missed. If you really wanted to know who has 
a Philly accent, you could look up Chris Matthews 
of MSNBC/CNBC fame. Matthews was quoted in 
a Philadelphia Magazine article as saying, “I don’t 
think I ever realized I had a Philadelphia accent 
until I was away for a while in college and I began to 
understand that we really did talk differently than 
most people.” I detect a pattern.
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Wall also cites some Saturday Night Live sketches 
featuring Tina Fey of Upper Darby, a Philly suburb in 
Pennsylvania. A sketch she did with Jimmy Fallon as 
two Philly suburb moms discussing politics in October 
2016 had the audience rolling on the floor. And 
another sketch starring Fey, Maya Rudolph, and Amy 
Poehler, had the other two remarking on Fey’s classy 
and beautiful accent while making her say the word 
‘water’ [wuː.dɝː]. 

Since I left the area in 1978, I have lost a lot of 
the dialect. Yes, some of it bubbles out when I’m 
excited or when I’ve gotten off the phone with a 
family member. My husband says I’m no longer that 
shrill maniacal crazy lady who goes all Jersey when 
something goes wrong. But he will also admit that my 
going all Jersey is very handy when he wants me to 
take care of something that involves talking to people 
or making a return at Home Depot. I still have that 
Philly trait to get in your face if you refuse to see my 
point of view.

You ain’t got no idea anymore. I’m done my homework.

ju ˈeynt ˈɡɑːt ˈnow ay.ˈdiː.ə ˌen.iˈ.mɔːr | ˈaim ˈdən mai 
ˈhowm.wɜːk.]

Introspection
JAKE CAMARA
ART 107–INTRODUCTION TO PHOTOGRAPHY 
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The Bungy
AVERY BURUD
ENG 100—COMPOSITION I

Regret filled my mind as I sat in the passenger seat 
of my friend’s car as we inched down the winding 
New Zealand roads. We were both Au Pairs in the 
small town of Timaru, and we had decided to go on 
an adventure together for our Christmas holiday. 
The night before, a wave of bravery had come over 
me and I thought it would be a good idea to book 
a last minute bungy jump. My friend was doing it, 
so why shouldn’t I? Yet, as I sat in the car, staring 
out at the rugged, painting-like mountains, I was 
wishing it was refundable. I was stuck now. Anna 
Sara told me not to overthink it, but I disregarded 
her advice and opened up the NZ Herald to read 

“Bungy Horror: Woman Slips Out Of Harness.” In the 
article, reporter Becky Vass stated, “On the recoil, 
one of the foot straps came loose. She came out of 
the foot straps and landed in the water from about 
6m, and unfortunately the 
water depth is only about 1m.” 
This accident happened only 
months before at the same 
bungy location where I was 
about to take my plunge. My 
stomach instantly dropped 
and my mouth became dry. 
What had I done? Thoughts 
of my lifeless floating body 
down the Kawarau River 
consumed my mind; I pictured my mom sitting alone 
on the couch, halfway across the world, with tears 
streaming down her face. I expressed my concern to 
Anna Sara and she reassured me it would all be fine 
in her barely understandable Swedish accent. More 
than fine even—epic. We were going to bungy jump 
off Kawarau Gorge Bridge. Jon

 New Zealand is the home of the first ever commercial 
bungy. According to the website NZHistory.gov, 

“In November 1988, A.J. Hackett Bungy opened 
the world’s first commercial bungy operation at 
the Kawarau Gorge Suspension Bridge, near 
Queenstown.” The fact that it was the first bungy in 

the world was a good reason to choose this particular 
river bungy versus any other options. If nothing else, 
they had the most experience. 

After a grueling four hour road trip, we pulled up 
to a gravel parking lot. Anna Sara jumped out the 
car but I lingered a few seconds longer, cherishing 
the comfort of the warm sun wrapping itself around 
me. My thoughts drifted to our last trip together 
when we swam with the world’s smallest dolphins 
and I started wishing we were back in Christchurch 
instead. I had actually learned the following from 
the World Wildlife Fund’s website: “Hector’s dolphins 
are the smallest and rarest marine dolphins in the 
world. They are found only in the shallow coastal 
waters along western shores of New Zealand’s North 
Island.” We had taken a boat out into the deep ice-

cold waters and spent hours in 
the sea with the tiny creatures 
swimming alongside us. 

Anna Sara startled me with 
a tap on the window, her 
muffled voice telling me 
to hurry up and get out. I 
reluctantly stepped out of the 
car and fear instantly engulfed 
me. My scrawny white hands 
shook as I went to slam the 

door closed. Butterflies filled my stomach. As we 
walked into the check-in building, we were greeted 
with smiles and cheeky New Zealand greetings. “You 
alright?” asked one of the workers, meaning how 
are you. They were not asking if I was okay. We had 
about 30 minutes before it was our time to jump. We 
headed over to the outdoor viewing area where we 
could watch people throw themselves off the bridge. 
The Kaurawu bridge was breathtaking. According to 
an article from the website Engineering New Zealand, 

“This important landmark was completed in late 1880, 
and is an exemplar of the contemporary regional 
vernacular type of bridge.” Far down below was deep 

“What had I done? Thoughts of 
my lifeless floating body down 
the Kawarau River consumed 
my mind; I pictured my mom 
sitting alone on the couch, 
halfway across the world, with 
tears streaming down her face.”

Thomas Moran - Copy
MIYUKI SEKIGUCHI
ART 111–INTRODUCTION TO WATERCOLOR PAINTING

Self Portrait
MARY MANN CORTES
ART 101–INTRODUCTION TO VISUAL ARTS
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Zipline
NATALIA LUKEY
ART 116–INTRODUCTION TO 3D COMPOSITION

This whole experience really made me realize that  
fear is all in our heads. We let it consume us and  
what we are really afraid of is not the actual event, 
but the possible worst case scenario. We shouldn’t 
worry about whatever it is that scares us, but instead 
let the moment happen and know that it will be okay 
in the end. 

turquoise water flowing downstream in between 
rugged rock mountains. The dark brown suspension 
bridge stood out against the rocky gray background. 
The shrieks of the jumpers echoed in the valley, 
amplifying my anxiety and leaving me more nervous 
as the time moved on. I looked down at my phone and 
saw it was time for us to head to the bridge; time had 
flown by.

I started dragging my feet, not wanting this to 
become a reality. Anna Sara excitedly grabbed my 
hand and started speed-walking towards the bungy 
jumper line. As we stood in line, my mind raced with 
the worst possible scenarios. A strong Kiwi accent 
(Kiwi meaning New Zealander) brought me out of 
my daze. “How’s it going?” a tall, blue eyed man 
asked. We struck up a conversation after he noticed, 
from my accent, that I was not a New Zealander. 
This man was born and bred on the South Island 
of New Zealand. He had been taking trips down 
to Queenstown since he was a kid. He now lives 
in Christchurch, and is an avid snowboarder and 
thrill seeker, so he usually made the long drive 
down every month. One of his best mates worked as 
a bungy instructor here so he got free jumps. This 
would be his 67th jump. I told him how freaked out 
I was and he reassured me that it was no big deal 
and the adrenaline I would experience would be 
amazing. People from New Zealand tend to be really 
easy going, so talking with him really helped ease 
my nerves. It was his turn next, so I waved bye to 
him as he cheerily jumped off the extremely high 
bridge. According to a Stuff.Co.nz blog post by Angela 
Quigan, “Each year 38,000 people throw caution to 
the wind and their bodies off a 43-metre-high bridge.” 
I watched as he plummeted down…

The moment I had been fearing all day long had 
finally come. It was my turn. I decided to jump before 
my friend because I just wanted to get it over with. 
Fear seized my whole body and I panicked. My hands 
started to get clammy and sweat beaded down my 
forehead. As one of the workers wrapped my ankles 
with the harness, I felt my knees give out. I held onto 
the railing for dear life. I waddled like a penguin 
to the edge of the plank and looked down. I could 
vaguely hear the guide giving instructions, but all I 
could focus on was how high up I was. My stomach 
started twisting and I could feel the large pancake 
breakfast I had just a few hours earlier make its way 
back up. I took a deep breath and swallowed it back 
down. I was about to make the leap of faith when I 

heard someone yell “STOP!” The guide informed me 
there was a big stick flowing down the river and to 
wait until it passed before I jumped. The suspense 
was killing me. I tried not to look down and instead 
looked at the olive green trees around me, but my 
eyes kept making their way back to the roaring river 
below me.

I heard someone shout “JUMP!” from behind me so 
I sprung off the plank into the air. I free-falled for 
a few moments and felt my stomach twisting and 
turning as a rush of adrenaline flew through me. My 
head flipped backwards and felt as if I was getting 
whiplash. The blood started rushing to my head as 
I hung upside down swinging back and forth with 
the river water spraying up against my face, but it 
was over. I had conquered the jump. I was slowly 
lowered down into a raft with a few guides. When 
they asked how it was, I could feel my face flush with 
happiness and my eyes go wide. The only word I could 
manage to squeak out was “Amazing!” All the fear 
that had been eating away at my insides disappeared. 
I have never experienced such a high before. After 
they unstrapped my harness, I hopped off the boat 
and giddily made my way up the steep hill into the 
building. When Anna Sara met me at the top we 
both grinned at each other and laughed. We patiently 
waited for our photos and videos to be uploaded. 

The short woman behind the counter broke the 
silence with bad news. They had gotten the pictures 
of my jump but there was a malfunction with the 
video camera. They hadn’t gotten the footage of my 
jump. She offered me another free jump so they could 
record the video. Butterflies made their way back 
into my stomach. Yes, it was a thrilling and amazing 
experience but I wasn’t sure I was ready to do it again 
so quickly. Quietly, I pondered whether it was worth 
it or not to jump again. Could my body handle the 
stress? I embarrassingly declined the free jump, an 
offer so many others would jump on, and just bought 
the photos. Since I was on such an adrenaline high, 
I was content with my one jump that I had fretted 
about all day long. 

After we were given our photos, we raced back to the 
car, shrieking with joy. Anna Sara and I were ready 
for whatever the rest of the weekend was going to 
throw at us. Anna Sara made fun of me the whole 
way to the hostel we were staying at that night. She 
made jokes about how scared I was and the look on 
my face as I jumped off the bridge.  
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She is angry 

Not he,

Caroline Hubbard

Madame the,

Pursed lips 

Tell the tale, 

Mr. Hubbard’s in a cell

What he did

Was not of need

But he has confessed

With a woman

Not of his marriage

The crime he did 

Begging to her

With sorry glares

Has not brought day 

But awful stares

Red Stain
ASHINI PAL
IS 161—INTRODUCTION TO CREATIVE THINKING

He still asks for forgiveness

Of the surprise he gave

But she will not accept 

As her mind is made

A month of disappearance 

And cut eyes,

Has her honey 

Unknowingly left behind

Just to find himself

In a disaster

As he is now

Caught 

In red stains

Portrait Study Sketch 3
EDUARDO JOAQUIN
ART 223–INTERMEDIATE PAINTING
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Him
CIARA DELOS REYES
ENG 273C—CREATIVE WRITING AND LITERATURE: FICTION AND POETRY

If love was a person,

he’d have a smile

like the stream of sunlight in a break of clouds,

his arms a warm promise,

and he will smell of sweet affection.

Listen closely.

When the explosive remnants of verbal warfare

litter the foreground,

when your first language becomes spiteful

and escapes your lips in threats,

he will stand steadily among the rubble and chaos

like a white flag.

He will speak only in gentle apologies.

Watch as they pour from his mouth in petals,

thousands of your favorite kind of flower.

Then, wipe his hands clean and allow yourself to 
forgive.

Remember that if love was a person,

he would not be perfect.

But he will be patient.

A river for your mountains of insecurities and 
weariness.

He will show you how water can be soft and kind.

He will find you, sometimes, in the latest of night

just to lose himself in you.

Ah, yes.

Listen for his hurried heart beat.

It will sound like the rhythm of drums

in the song that makes you smile.

If love was a person, he would come unexpected,

yet he will have been expecting you his whole life.

He’ll whisper you into the air,

wish you into eternity,

and speak fondly of the stars behind your eyes.

It is then that you will know.

Because if love were a person,

he would give you just that.

F.E.B. The joke became a reality
NATALIA LUKEY
ART 116–INTRODUCTION TO 3D COMPOSITION
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“I need help, Mom. This lady can help me,” I said with 
tears in my eyes.

“You not depressed,” she said. “You just need to 
exercise and go to church more. No artificial therapy 
crap.” Here I was, literally crying out for help, but 
getting rejected from my own mother. Almost all 
of my parent’s beliefs stemmed from their deep 
connection with Christianity. They believed in 
homosexuality as much as they do mental illness. It 
can all be cured by God.

The salty water of the lagoon splashes onto my face 
courtesy of my teammate in front of me. The taste 
enters my mouth and I suddenly want to drop my 
paddle and give up. Sounds like life. My hands are 
cramping up now and my grip on the paddle becomes 
weak. At the head of the boat sitting on the nose 
facing the six of us is my coach, who is holding on for 
dear life as the current starts to pick up and the sky 
fills with cloud.

“Aiya,” he says with that thick local accent. “Look like 
gon’ storm or sahmtin.” 

Oh, Uncle. If only you knew.

∙∙∙∙∙

Two weeks after coming out to my friends, I found 
myself faced with the possibility of revealing this 
to the very woman who has denied me before. We 
were in her cluttered bedroom, sitting on opposite 
ends of the bed facing one another. “Mom, I need to 
tell you something” I said. Here goes nothing. My 
mom stared back at me with her eyebrows furrowed, 
urging me to come clean. You can do this, she’s your 
mom. Despite the encouraging voice in my head, I 
still could not come to a conclusion if I should tell her 
or not. My thoughts had been running wild ever since 
my conversation with Jennifer. Why was it so easy for 
me to come out to Jazerei, Jennifer, and Florence, but 
not my own life giver? Doesn’t blood run thicker than 

water? As contradicting as it sounds, my mother and I 
actually have a strong relationship. I am closer to her 
than I am to my father, and I tell her a lot of things 
that some kids would not normally tell their moms. 
But beliefs and opinions, especially when they can get 
religious on her part, is where I draw the line. 

While trying to recall a time when I have heard her 
talk about same sex relationships and people being 
gay, I kept coming back to conversations we had 
about my oldest sister. Shayla is a full-on lesbian 
who did not really come out, she just kept bringing 
a girl to family parties whom we later figured out 
was her girlfriend. My mom always said that though 
she did not accept Shayla’s ways, my sister is still 
her daughter and she would not disown her in any 
way. That should be comforting, right? Wrong. Before 
coming out to anyone, I would test the waters and 
question people about what they thought if I was gay. 
When asking my mom, she had her nose scrunched 
in disgust and responded with, “Why do you wanna 
date a girl? You can’t even have kids together. I need 
some grandbabies before I die you know.” My father 
had once referred to gay people as sick or diseased. 
My mom made no attempt to correct him or defend 
my sister since he was not directly talking about 
my sister. The fact that neither of them saw how 
malicious and detrimental their words were, made  
me sick. 

As I sat in front of my mother, on the bright 
purple bedspread where most of our meaningful 
conversations took place, red lights started to flash in 
my mind accompanied with the ringing of an alarm. 
All confidence that I possessed before walking into 
her bedroom dissipated. I decided that the closet was 
pretty cozy for now. 

“Never mind. I forgot” I said.

Yeah, I’ll just put it off for now. 

∙∙∙∙∙

Who Gay? I Gay
ANELA-RAE DOMINGO
ENG 273N—INTRODUCTION TO LITERATURE: CREATIVE WRITING & LITERATURE: CREATIVE NONFICTION

“I’m gay… kinda,” I said. “Pansexual.” And no, I am 
not attracted to pans. Pansexuality can be defined 
as a sexual, romantic, or emotional attraction to a 
person no matter their gender identity or sex. In 
simpler words, it means that if I am attracted to you, 
then I am attracted to you.

During my senior year of high school, I fully realized 
and accepted that I was not like my friends. I was 
always the odd one out within the group. I was 
interested in different things, thought differently, 
and overall did things different from my three close 
friends: Jazerei, Jennifer, and Florence. While my 
longest relationship was two months, Jazerei, a 
happy-go-lucky girl with owl like eyes, had been 
dating her long-term boyfriend Chris for four years. 
Jennifer harbored an aloof personality and does 
whatever she wants unapologetically. On the other 
hand, I burst into tears whenever someone yelled 
at me. Florence considers other’s feelings when she 
speaks to them and sugarcoats the truth, while I 
bluntly state the truth without thinking about the 
consequences. There is a bigger difference between 
us that spoke volumes to how contrasting we were, 
and it was the time for me to finally acknowledge it. 
Slamming my hand onto the table, the three girls look 
up at me with expecting gazes.

“That’s great” said Florence with a bright smile on her 
face. I could see bits of orange from the carrots that 
she had been snacking on earlier between the metal 
wires of her braces.

“I knew it! Even Chris said so,” Jazerei said. She 
somehow knew everything. There was a theory 
between us four that whenever Jaz looks at you 
with her doe-eyes, she is staring into your soul and 
unlocking all of your secrets. 

You know those friendships where you do not even 
need to say anything to the other person, but just 
one look shared between you two and the message 
is understood? Jennifer and I held that friendship. 

Hence, when she gave no verbal response, I thought 
nothing of it. Instead, she just gave me a reassuring 
look to silently communicate that she accepted me 
and that was enough. She and I were the closest 
within our quartet since we were the schools paddling 
team together. As close as I was with the other two 
girls, my bond with Jennifer ran a lot deeper. While 
we are total opposites, we understood one another 
like no one else did. This is why she decided to talk to 
me separately after school that day on the litter-filled 
shores of Keehi Lagoon, where we met for paddling 
practice. 

“Does mom know?” she asked. I shook my head. “Is 
she ever going to know?” I shrugged my shoulders 
in response this time. I spent the whole practice 
contemplating whether or not I should tell my mom. 
My mother is a tricky woman and Jennifer knew that. 
She is practically her adopted daughter. You would 
think that living in Hawaii, a state full of different 
backgrounds and cultures, she would be somewhat 
open-minded to things like homosexuality or mental 
health. My mom held beliefs, which were often 
religious, that contradicted and belittled my own. I 
never really vocalized my own convictions to her 
because I would automatically get shot down. 

When I was in the 7th grade, I heavily struggled 
with depression and anxiety. It got so bad that I was 
one snap of the fingers away from flunking because 
I was consistently missing school days. My guidance 
counselor referred me to a behavioral counselor on 
campus which I believed would help me a lot, but I 
was not able to attend sessions without my mother’s 
permission. I had both counselors give my mom a 
phone call hoping that they would get through to 
her. I expected the worst when I got home, and my 
expectations were spot on. 

“Why these ladies calling me saying you need 
counseling?” she huffed. Her dyed blonde hair  
was tousled and her usual pearly complexion  
was flushed red.
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Sira struggles with her own sexuality and her family 
as well. She has difficulty coming out to her father 
because of his strong religious background. This 
sounds totally ridiculous, but she copes with that 
stress by continuously changing her hair. Whether it 
be shaving half of her head or dying her dark black 
hair bright pink, she has done it all. 

“It’s called a mid-life crisis,” she once said. The ends 
of her hair were a mix of purple and blue, almost like 
the colors of the galaxy. I could still see some dye 
stained on her dark skin.

“You’re sixteen!” I replied. I have been there for every 
hair change and every tear she ever spilled.

Now it was her turn to help me. When I first came 
out to my friends, I told her about how easy it was to 
come out to them, but not my family. The thing with 
Sira is that she always says she doesn’t know what 
to say, but she does. She told me that I did not have 
to be out to anyone if I was not ready. As long as I 
am comfortable with who I am, then it should not 
matter who knows or not. I started crying my eyes 
out. Whenever I told someone that I was gay, their 
first response after the “congratulations” would be to 
ask if my parents knew. Since I kept getting asked 
that question, I guess it started to become something 
that I had to do. To them, hiding something like this 
was a big deal. I mean, it is a big deal, but if there is 
something that is telling you not to do it, then why 
should you put yourself in that position? 

The bright yellow infographic with the smiley faces 
from the Human Rights Campaign might be right. 
Maybe I will be happier if I came out to my family, 

I decided to stall for over a year. Along the way, I 
came out to people outside of my tight circle of friends. 
I publicly announced to the people of Twitter.com 
that I am a homo. I received immense support from 
my classmates and even people I did not know. The 
positive messages were short-lived, though, because 
I deleted the post after I remembered that my cousin 
was an avid user of the site. While she did not say 
anything about seeing it, that fear of being outed  
to my family when I was not ready took over 
everything else.

Taking the same approach that my sister was 
unappealing to me. Not once did Shayla talk about 
being gay with us, her family. She never fully 
disclosed anything about her relationship with her 
girlfriend. I did not wish to be afraid to the point 
where I could never outright admit it. It felt wrong to 
be unable to publicly talk about it and be comfortable. 
I had to do something to let it be known. The LGBT 
community stresses on how we should be proud of 
who we are, not ashamed.

According to the Human Rights Campaign (HRC), 
about 73% of LGBT youth are more honest with 
themselves online than in the real world, and 64% 
are out to their classmates and close friends. Along 
with that, 26% of the LGBT 
youth population say that 
their biggest problems are 
not feeling accepted by their 
family. Like most of the young 
gay kids, it was easier for me 
to come out on the internet 
than in person because if I 
wanted to act like I never said 
anything, all I had to do was 
press “delete tweet”. I guess 
what I am trying to say is 
that social media makes it 
super convenient to take back what you tell the world 
online than what you tell your loved ones offline. 

∙∙∙∙∙

As I sit in my room at 2 AM with all the lights off, 
typing out this essay, a bright yellow hue emits from 
my laptop. The last statistic that I am reading about 
LGBT youth literally smiles right at me. 

Is this a sign from the gay gods? Is the FBI agent in 
my laptop trying to tell me something? Maybe it is 
the large coffee I am drinking with extra espresso 
shots, or maybe it IS the gay gods trying to tell me 
something. Either way, it makes me think. I am 
unhappy right now. Unhappy, because I am keeping 
this secret about myself from my mother, the one 
person who would do anything and everything to 
make sure I am happy and healthy. She is the person 
who gave me the name “Kamakana,” which means 

“gift,” because she viewed her pregnancy with me as a 
sign from God to do better. Before becoming pregnant 
with me, she and my father were heavily addicted 
to the unhealthy lifestyle of drug and alcohol abuse. 
My whole family considers me as a gift from God 
because my existence is what led them to break their 
addiction.

Keeping this secret from my family is causing my 
shoulders to feel heavy. It is like a dark cloud is 
looming over my head everywhere I go. Whenever 
I do decide that it is time to come out and get rid of 
this burden, that dark cloud becomes a storm. This 
anxiety and fear of not being accepted soaks my 
entire being as if it is the rain pouring down. These 
negative thoughts of imagining my mother’s voice 
degrading me rings in my ears like thunder. And to 

shield myself from the storm, 
I retreat to the only place I 
know—back into the closet!

I have this friend, best 
friend actually, who has 
been helping me since the 
beginning of my journey 
through the land of rainbows 
and drag queens. Her name 
is Siralyn (Sira for short), 
and she was the first person 
to know that I was pansexual. 

We have known each other for five years and she 
has been my safe haven ever since. Though she is 
a year younger than me, I know I can rely on her to 
keep me in check and sane. I often run to Sira when 
it comes to my sexuality because she is someone who 
is out and proud, which I admire. When she started 
a LGBT club at her school to create a safe space for 
students to freely be who they are, I knew that she 
was passionate about helping LGBT youth. 

but not now, as I am not ready at all. Will I ever 
become ready to tell them? Who knows? But what 
I do know is that I am pansexual and I am loved by 
my friends and myself. Acceptance from my peers 
and myself is enough for me to want to help support 
those who are also gay. I have been silently donating 
to multiple projects dedicated to helping LGBT youth 
such as the Trevor Project, which serves as a suicide 
hotline for LGBT teens. I also donate to the True 
Colors Fund, which helps homeless LGBT youth get 
off the streets. Donating to such projects is a way for 
me to be who I am and support the community with 
which I identify. 

There is another statistic-filled infographic on the 
screen that catches my eye on the HRC website. It 
states, “Over three-quarters (77%) of LGBT youth say 
they know things will get better.” The gay gods are 
really working hard tonight, huh? Making me think 
about my feelings. 

A motto that I follow is “this too shall pass,” and I 
believe that this constant fear of telling my mother 
and not being accepted will fade away. One day, I will 
be able to freely and unapologetically be who I am to 
EVERYONE who knows me. 

Feeling an overwhelming sense of fatigue wash over 
my body, I look at the top right corner of my laptop to 
check the time. When I read 3:12 AM, I decide to call 
it a night. Shutting my laptop, I notice a sticker on 
my wall, a touristy sticker that I got for free from a 
surf shop. In all its glory on my dirty, white wall, the 
word “HAWAII” is in big block letters with the colors 
of the rainbow filled in between the lines. Rainbow 
state, huh? Sounds gay.

“I did not wish to be afraid to 
the point at which I could never 
outright admit it. It felt wrong 
to be unable to publicly talk 
about it and be comfortable. I 
had to do something to let it be 
known. The LGBT community 
stresses that we should be proud 
of who we are, not ashamed.”
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Her smile, her radiant beaming smile.

She loved every animal. 

Free spirited often to a fault,

her chase of the next mountain

made her not see the next valley.

The skid marks on her arms outnumber,  

my willingness to be hurt.

Shapeshifting into a fiending creature,

I don’t recognize this monster.

Her smile filled with too many teeth,

causing even animals to growl in her presence.

She lies in the valley now,

with her new-found friends.

Each day mirrored from the last,

looking for the next mountain top,

in the river of her arm.

Shattered Love
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Dolly and Sam had moved to Tetan, Idaho back in 
1971, the same year the Tetan Dam had become 
operational. The dam was said to be an engineering 
marvel that was meant to tame flooding along the 
Tetan River. For Dolly and Sam, this meant the land 
closest to the river was now affordable farmland and 
offered a new beginning for the young couple. 

If asked, Dolly would say it was the land that had 
called them, with its lush fields and rich soil that was 
full of nutrients. But in truth, the couple had made 
the decision to migrate after a week-long row that had 
left them both shaken to their cores and questioning 
the sanity of their union. So in a last-ditch effort to 
save the marriage, and themselves, they had packed 
their things and headed west. Dolly had hoped 
by leaving the memories miles behind she would 
somehow rid herself of the dark seed of bitterness 
that had taken root deep inside of her; its blackness 
growing daily, while patiently awaiting a harvest. For 
Sam, it was just another band-aid for a wound that 
would not heal; postponing the inescapable parting 
that would surely come to pass.

But no matter the reasons, it’s just as the old saying 
goes, “wherever you go-there YOU are.” On June 3, 
1976, Dolly had woken with a knowing in her heart 
that she could not deny. The blackness inside of her 
had filled to the extent of her heart’s capacity, and 
it came leaking out like a backed-up toilet. Through 
gritted teeth she called to Sam, who was still in bed 
and reeking of alcohol, his face covered to block out 
the morning light. “I’m not going to ask you again, get 
out of that bed and help me with the garden.” She 
could feel the anger surging in her veins, frightening 

her a bit with the murderous thoughts that came 
leaking through the cracks. “Get out of that bed 
now, or by God I will drag you out myself!”

Unbeknownst to Dolly, she was not the only one 
concerned about leaks that morning. A team of 
engineers from Tetan had been sent out before 6am 
to inspect what was said to be water seeping from the 
ground in two locations, downstream from the dam. 
The seeps were confirmed and an additional seep 
was found as well. Although this caused concern, the 
engineers felt they were not serious enough to cause 
alarm. 

This could not be said of Dolly. All through that day 
and into the next, the anger bubbled up and out of her 
like an over-boiling pot of chili. Try as she might, she 
could not control the stream of violent thoughts that 
danced in her head. She knew she was close to her 
breaking point and could not even muster concern for 
what she might do if driven to the brink. In fact, she 
was enjoying the possibility.

At 7am on June 5th, the engineers found the first, 
then the second seep, at the dam itself, with turbid 
waters flowing from them both. By 10am the sheriff 
had been called to start evacuations while two dozen 
men worked together with dozers to try and patch the 
now flowing cracks, which were swiftly eroding the 
dam.

On the same day, with little or no sleep, Dolly’s rage 
peaked. If Joe had been a smarter man, or even a bit 
less intoxicated, he would have realized the moment 
Dolly’s eyes rolled back in her head that his minutes 

“The blackness inside of her had filled to the extent of 
her heart’s capacity, and it came leaking out like a 
backed-up toilet. Through gritted teeth she called to 
Sam who was still in bed and reeking of alcohol, his 
face covered to block out the morning light.”

on this earth were numbered to few. Dolly went 
outside slamming the door behind her and headed 
straight for the shed. She had just reached the 
bedroom door, hoe in hand, when a loud thunderous 
noise sounded and the house trembled on its stilts.

By 11:30, despite the courageous efforts of the entire 
team, all hope was abandoned at the dam, and the 
men waited for the inevitable to happen. By 11:45 the 
crack had eroded to a gushing hole and then almost 
instantaneously, exploded with a load roar. In less 
than 15 minutes the entire northern wall of the dam 
let loose with a thunderous scream, and a nearly full 
reservoir came rushing down river.

In the state of Idaho, there have been 23 well-known 
fatal disasters, but only one man-made. This calamity 
is known as the failing of The Teton Dam, which 
happened on June 5, 1976. It was found that the dam 
had been made with inferior rocks, full of fissures. 
One geologist was recorded saying, “Everyone knows 
it only takes one crack to bring down a dam.” Eleven 
lives were claimed that day and with the recovery 
of the bodies, ten people were found to be victims 
of drowning. However, the eleventh death had been 
more difficult to analyze, although it was finally 
concluded that the massive contusions found on the 
victim’s head and face, “may” had been caused by one 
of the many wooden logs that crashed downstream 
when the dam burst open, and gave up its holding.

Wikipedia: “Dams are considered “installations 
containing dangerous forces” under International 
humanitarian law due to the massive impact of a 
possible destruction on the civilian population and 
the environment. Dam failures are comparatively 
rare, but can cause immense damage and loss of life 
when they occur.”
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his co-workers, but he felt bad because he knew his 
pleasantries were forced. By the end of his shift, he 
was exhausted. Not from cooking over a hot stove or 
from being on his feet all day, but because he had to 
pretend like everything was okay, which took a lot of 
effort. Head chefs couldn’t be zombies.

Before heading home after his 11-hour shift, Daniel 
decided to relax on the steps in the grungy alley 
behind the restaurant to smoke a cigarette. The sky 
was gray and the air was crisp, but it wasn’t snowing 
yet. Suddenly, Daniel saw a slight movement out of 
the corner of his eye. He looked up to see a dog sitting 
next to a rusty green dumpster. The dog was not your 
typical stray. It looked healthy and had a thick, shiny, 
coffee-colored coat that darkened on its back and 
lightened into a caramel color that framed its face. 
Its floppy ears blew slightly in the wind, and its long, 
wiry tail was wagging. The dog had piercing hazel 
eyes that were fixed right on him. Daniel had never 
seen such a beautiful animal roaming the streets of 
New York City. Yet, Daniel noticed it had no collar, 
which surprised him. He scurried into the restaurant 
kitchen to grab some scrap meat, but when he came 
back out, the dog was gone. Daniel felt strangely sad 
that the dog had left. It was as if he was about to sit 
down with an old friend, only to have the chair pulled 
out from under him. He lingered for a moment to see 
if the dog would return, but it did not.

*beep beep beep*

Daniel let out a big sigh as he hit snooze on the alarm 
clock despite, once again, already being awake. He 
repeated his same mundane morning routine, except 
this time before heading out the door, he stopped to 
look at the dried red flecks of pasta sauce splattered 
across the pale-yellow wallpaper in the kitchen. 
His mother always made her famous Bucatini 
all’Amatriciana on Friday evenings. She would tie 
bacon into loose knots before frying it and then would 
throw a few on top of the pasta just before serving. 

“It’s a trick I learned from an old friend,” she liked 
to tell him, “way better than buying that fancy ham 
stuff.” 

On one particular Friday, she had the pasta sauce 
going on the stove, her favorite Jimi Hendrix record 
blasting, and a ladle in her hand that she was 

pretending to use as both a microphone and an air 
guitar while dancing around the kitchen. Near the 
ending of one of her crazy guitar solos, the ladle flew 
from her hand and landed directly into the pot. Pasta 
sauce splattered everywhere: the walls, the cabinets, 
the counter tops—everywhere. She froze at the sight 
of the kitchen, which now looked like a crime scene. 
Daniel and his mother had stared at each other for 
a few seconds before breaking out in uproarious 
laughter that didn’t stop even when there were tears 
streaming down their cheeks. Daniel could still hear 
her laugh, that contagious, echoing laugh. He slowly 
turned around, put on his beanie and grabbed his 
keys, before heading out the front door. This time, 
however, the coming day seemed less bleak. He felt 
an odd sense of anticipation that sent a slight shiver 
through his body. 

On his way to work, Daniel stopped at the newspaper 
stand on the bustling corner of 18th Street and Grand. 
Upon paying, he fumbled with his change, which 
scattered across the cold, filthy sidewalk. A quarter 
rolled out of arm’s reach. Daniel bent down to retrieve 
his change, but decided that the quarter wasn’t worth 
the effort. As he began to stand up, he had the feeling 
that he was being watched. He looked around and 
was startled to see two round, hazel eyes staring at 
him through the sea of swiftly moving legs. It was 
the dog again, sitting on the curb across the street. 
Daniel stared back at the dog and then broke into a 
smile, feeling a sense of warmth come over him. The 
sky was still very gray, as if an aura of gloom had 
fallen over the city. Yet the dog, with its shiny, coffee-
colored coat, appeared to be glowing. Daniel blinked 
his eyes to make sure they weren’t playing tricks on 
him. Nope, it was the dog all right. He then looked 
around in disbelief at the people walking by, who paid 
no notice to this striking creature. 

“Does nobody else see this?” he wondered to himself. 
Granted, there were many dogs in New York City, 
though Daniel found it hard to believe that not one 
person was attracted to this dog the way he was. No 
one stopped to pet it or tried to shoo it away from the 
heavily trafficked street. There was a zen-like quality 
to this dog that, quite frankly, unnerved Daniel a bit. 
Car horns were blaring and people were rushing by, 
yet the dog remained immobile and oblivious to the 
hubbub around it. 

The Dog
RACHEL INOUYE
ENG 273C—CREATIVE WRITING AND LITERATURE: FICTION AND POETRY

*beep beep beep*

The digital alarm clock blared. Daniel slowly pulled 
his arm out from under his faded blue sheets to 
hit the snooze button. He was already wide awake, 
staring blankly at the ceiling, trying to motivate 
himself to get out of bed. Outside, the sun was just 
beginning to rise, giving the room a soft, yellow glow. 

*beep beep beep*

The alarm again. That was Daniel’s cue that he 
actually needed to physically get up or he would be 
late for work. He went through his daily morning 
routine like a zombie: slow, deliberate and lacking life. 
He decided against brushing his hair, which was very 
wavy and looked the same whether he brushed it or 
not. He grabbed a white, short-sleeved shirt and black 
pants off the floor, his version of a work uniform. 
Then he put on the same Nike sneakers that he wore 
every single day. As he headed out the door, Daniel 
grabbed a granola bar, thinking, maybe I’ll eat today. 
Just as he was about to pass the threshold of the door, 
he paused to take one more look at the small, two-
person coffee table pushed up against the wall just 
below the gray, frozen window. His eyes shifted to the 
permanent, faded water ring stain where his mother 
used to drink a cup of tea every morning, her own 
unique concoction of dried herbs and spices.

“It cleanses the soul,” she would say.

She died two months ago, but Daniel still 
remembered the last morning he saw her. She was 
sitting right there at that table, sipping her tea in 
her flowered night shirt and flipping through old 
mail. His mother had been a very independent, free-
spirited person with a natural beauty that emanated 
from her face like rays of the sun. She was not one to 
wear makeup, and she had always let her dark brown 
hair flow in soft curls to her shoulders before cutting 
it short as she grew older. She had worked for many 
years at various waitress jobs. Daniel knew that his 

mother’s intelligence made her capable of much more, 
but she had taken whatever jobs she could to provide 
a decent life for him. 

“Have a great day, sweetie!” she had said, sipping her 
tea. Those were her last words to him.

The smell of that tea always reminded him of her. 
Some of his mother’s tea concoction was still in the 
cupboard, which Daniel used sparingly just to catch 
the scent. He was actually surprised at how affected 
he was by her death. They were close, but they hardly 
ever spoke about matters of consequence. Mostly 
superficial chit-chat. But because his mother had 
passed suddenly, he never had the chance to say 
those last things people want to say before someone 
dies. He regretted not telling her that he loved her.

Daniel wondered what last pearls of wisdom or 
personal memories his mother might have wanted to 
share with him, had she known her time was limited. 
He remembered times when his mother had seemed 
sad and contemplative, yet she had never offered 
an explanation. Her preference was to maintain a 
perennially sunny disposition, for Daniel’s benefit. 
Only now did he realize how her kind smile and 
comforting presence had been such a huge part of his 
life. With no siblings or other family, he felt alone 
and isolated. Fighting tears, Daniel slowly turned 
back around, put on his beanie, and grabbed his keys 
before heading out the front door to face another day. 

The restaurant was on 32nd street in Queens, and 
it was very busy that day. Daniel figured that it was 
because of the cold outside, not because the food was 
particularly good. His theory was not very flattering, 
considering he was the head chef at the restaurant. 
He had created many of the menu items and was 
able to prepare them almost robotically, with little 
thought. The routine was always the same: cook, 
put the food on the counter, and tap the little bell 
to let the server know the food was ready. Daniel 
smiled at the customers and chatted amiably with 
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Daniel looked back at the dog and they once again 
briefly locked eyes. Another wave of legs then 
disrupted his view and, just like that, the dog was 
gone again. It was as if it disappeared into thin air. 
Daniel shot up from his crouched position, craning his 
neck and turning in circles, looking for any sign of the 
dog in the crowded street. Nothing. Inexplicably, he 
felt almost panicked. Daniel turned to the man who 
had sold him the newspaper.  

“Hey, did you see where that dog went?” he asked.

“Dog? What dog?” the man retorted.

Daniel didn’t know what to make of what had just 
happened. Did he really see the dog? Was the dog 
even real? Or was it just a figment of his imagination? 
Daniel slowly pivoted his feet in the direction of 18th 
Street with a quizzical look on his face. He merged 
into the flow of bodies walking down the sidewalk and 
continued on his way to the restaurant. Every time he 
saw a pigeon pass overhead or a stray cat, he began 
wondering if it was real or not. For the rest of the day, 
Daniel couldn’t stop thinking about the dog. 

*beep beep beep*

The next day was Thursday, Daniel’s day off, but he 
had turned on his alarm by force of habit. He was 
wide awake way before the alarm went off, and he 
lay there staring at the ceiling. He was now totally 
obsessed with the dog. He had an overwhelming 
feeling that he would see it again that day, but 
he didn’t know when. He decided to go downtown, 
because both times he had seen the dog near his 
workplace. After several hours of walking around – 
down side streets, through parks, down the grungy 
alley where the first sighting occurred – no luck. 
Daniel trudged home with his head down, feeling like 
he had failed on some important mission.

When Daniel turned the corner onto his street, he 
froze in disbelief; there was the dog, sitting on the 
sidewalk across his apartment building. His eyes 
widened and he audibly gasped. He had the urge 
to run up to the dog and hug it, but somehow he 
knew he needed to keep his distance. Daniel became 
distressed when, after a few minutes, the dog got up 
and sauntered down the street. 

Daniel shouted after the dog, “Wait, where are you 
going?”

He didn’t know whether to follow or just wait until 
tomorrow, trusting that another daily meeting would 
occur. 

“Oh, what the hell,” Daniel muttered to himself as he 
rushed to catch up to the dog.

The dog walked at a leisurely pace for a very long 
time, down block after block. Daniel trailed about 
fifteen feet behind. Soon they were in the outskirts 
of the city, more in a residential area. Daniel wished 
he had dressed more warmly, because his fleece 
jacket, jeans, and sneakers just didn’t cut it in the 
crisp, biting air. Finally, the dog casually walked 
into a property surrounded by a wooden fence that 
clearly used to be white, but was now missing most 
of its paint. Daniel peered into the fenced area and 
looked around for the dog. It was nowhere to be seen. 
He stood there for what seemed like an eternity, 
wondering what to do next. Should he just go home? 
Should he go up to the house and knock? The house 
looked friendly enough. It was small and old, with 
four steps leading to the porch and front door. The 
paint on the house was very faded, but small fresh 
geraniums in the window flower box provided some 
color and warmth. 

Daniel finally decided that, since he had walked all 
that way, he might as well ask the people who lived 
there about the dog. He walked up the steps and 
knocked softly on the door. It was early evening, with 
darkness falling. Daniel knocked again, with more 
force this time, and then almost jumped back when 
the door suddenly opened. There stood a slender 
woman with dark, wavy hair. Daniel couldn’t tell her 
age, other than that she looked a bit older than him. 

“Hi, can I help you?” the woman asked. 

“Hello, yes, uh…” Daniel stammered, “this is going to 
sound strange, but I wanted to ask about your dog.”

He proceeded to describe the dog to the woman 
and how the dog had begun visiting him daily. He 
admitted to feeling very affected by the dog, for 
reasons he couldn’t explain. He told the woman how 
he had followed the dog for miles, ending up at her 
house. Self Portrait
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“No,” she replied, “I never really knew my mother. She 
and my father separated when I was just a baby. Dad 
told me they weren’t married and she got pregnant 
by someone else, so she left.” While the two talked, 
Henry got up and announced that he was going to 
make some tea. Sarah then leaned over and said in a 
quiet voice, “Dad has never told me much about my 
mother. He said it makes him too sad to talk about 
her.”

In a few minutes, the smell of tea wafted to the table. 
Daniel suddenly sat erect, trembling slightly. All 
sorts of memories, both happy and sad, flooded his 
mind. “That tea,” he said, “it can’t be.” 

Sarah asked, “What do you mean? That’s a special 
tea mixture that my dad has been making for years. 
Doesn’t it smell heavenly?”

“But it can’t be,” Daniel said, almost in a whisper. 
“My mother made her own concoction of tea, and it 
smelled exactly the same. She also made bacon knots, 
just like you did.”

The three sat in silence for a few seconds. Daniel’s 
heart was beating fast, so fast that he thought it 
might burst. He didn’t know what to say or think. 
The silence was finally broken by Henry, who asked 
Daniel what his last name was. 

“It’s Robinson,” Daniel replied. 

Henry let out a gasp and brought a hand to his mouth, 
looking at Daniel wide-eyed like he had just seen a 
ghost. “Oh my God.” The words fell from his lips like 
his heart fell in his chest. “Was your mother’s name 
Marjorie?” he asked. He could tell from the look on 
Daniel’s face that the answer was yes. Henry got 
up from the table and walked slowly into the living 
room, where he retrieved a folded piece of paper from 
a white ceramic vase that was perched on the top of 
a dusty wooden bookcase. When he returned to the 
table, he was unsteady and pale. 

By now, Sarah was feeling a rising sense of anxiety 
and confusion: “Dad, what’s wrong? Are you okay?”

Henry took a deep breath and said, “I need to read 
you a letter that I received from Marjorie Robinson 
twenty-five years ago.”

Before he could continue, Daniel interjected, “Wait, 
what? A letter from my mother to you? Why?” 

Henry raised his hand to silence Daniel. He then began 
to read the letter out loud in a shaky voice: 

My Dearest Henry,

 You have been so wonderful to me. I have loved 
our life together, creating happy memories that will 
live with me forever. Our beautiful Sarah is such a 
blessing. I know I have been a handful sometimes 
and have made many mistakes. Thank you for 
loving me through our struggles. But I have made 
a terrible mistake that I can’t ask you to forgive. 
Simply put, I am expecting a child by another 
man. I am so sorry, Henry. From the bottom of my 
heart. I don’t expect you to ever forgive me. I feel I 
must leave to give you and Sarah a true chance at 
happiness. I love you and wish you everything good 
in life. Please find another woman who will treat 
you with the respect you deserve.

All my love, 

-Marjorie

Henry was reduced to tears in reading this letter, 
which was wrinkled and worn through years of 
handling. “This is just such a shock,” he said to Daniel 
and Sarah, who sat there speechless. “But I’m quite 
sure you two are brother and sister. Half siblings, I 
suppose.” He had a furrowed brow and his fingers were 
pinching the top of his nose between his eyes. “I was 
devastated and angry when I first saw this letter. But 
I loved Marjorie so much and tried to find her to let 
her know it would be okay, that I was willing to accept 
her child. I tried my best for several years, but never 
could connect with her. And yet today, twenty-five 
years later, her son just walks through our door. I can’t 
explain it.”

Daniel was still unable to speak. He was shocked, but 
overjoyed. After being overwhelmed with loneliness 
after his mother’s death, he now found out that he 
had a sister. He had a family! He wouldn’t be alone 
anymore, if Sarah would accept him. For her part, 
Sarah was full of happiness to have validation that 
she had been loved by her mother and excitement to 
hopefully begin to learn more about her. After a few 

As Daniel spoke, the woman’s face turned a bit pale 
and her mouth dropped open. She looked frightened. 

“That’s so strange,” she said in a shaky voice, “we 
don’t have a dog, but I have been seeing that dog 
around lately as well.”

By now it was dark, and it was very cold. Daniel said, 
“But I saw the dog walk into your property, through 
your gate! It has to be here.”

The woman looked at Daniel and could see his 
desperation. She was also comforted to meet someone 
else who was seeing the strange dog, which was not 
threatening but, in its own way, relentless. The dog 
seemed determined to convey a message to them, 
but what? And why them? The woman felt a strong, 
personal connection with Daniel, like two people who 
share a common belief in aliens or a common interest 
in folk music.

The woman told Daniel, “My name is Sarah. Why 
don’t you come in out of the cold and we can talk some 
more?” 

Daniel eagerly accepted her invitation and strode into 
the living room. “I’m Daniel, thanks,” he said, as he 
scanned the room.  It was small but neat, with striped 
wallpaper. There was a sofa, loveseat and coffee table. 
A brown, textured rug was under the table. He could 
smell food cooking in the kitchen. Spaghetti. Sarah 
ushered him into the kitchen area and motioned for 
him to have a seat at the small dining table, which 
was covered with a yellow vinyl tablecloth.

“Dad,” Sarah said to the older 
man standing in front of the 
stove. He was stirring the 
contents of the pot furiously, 
with smoke circling his head. 

“This is Daniel. He was the 
one who knocked on the door. Believe it or not, he has 
also been seeing that dog I told you about.” The man 
turned around quickly, causing some of the spaghetti 
sauce to fly off his spoon onto the cooktop. He was 
clearly eager to see the person who had also been 
visited by the strange dog. 

“How’s it going,” the man said, “I’m Henry.” He was 
a heavy-set man wearing a white t-shirt and navy 
blue sweatpants. He had a full head of salt and 
pepper hair, and a kind face. Daniel could tell that 

in his younger days, women probably considered the 
man handsome. The man stuck out his hand to greet 
Daniel, and they firmly shook hands. “Sit down, and 
I’ll make you a plate of spaghetti,” he said. “Nothing 
fancy, but we like it.” 

Daniel realized how hungry he was, and sat down. 
When Henry put the plate in front of him, he saw 
that there were three loosely knotted pieces of bacon 
sitting on top of the pasta. Daniel was surprised, 
as he had never met anyone who put bacon knots 
on their food. It immediately reminded him of his 
mother, and a feeling of sadness washed over him. 

“I love bacon knots,” Daniel commented. 

Henry explained, “Us too, we eat those a lot because 
it’s much cheaper than that fancy ham stuff.” 

Daniel’s head shot up. He looked at Henry with a 
wrinkled brow and his jaw dropped slightly open. 
That’s exactly what mother would say, he thought to 
himself. That couldn’t be just a coincidence, right? 
Daniel was definitely a little shaken, but kept his 
thoughts to himself.      

He wolfed the spaghetti down and sat back in his 
chair, stomach satisfied. He then noticed that Sarah 
and Henry were both watching him, and laughing. 

“You sure were hungry,” Henry said with a chuckle, 
“thanks for not eating the plate.” Although Daniel 
couldn’t quite understand why, he felt totally at ease 
with these people, whom he had met barely an hour 

ago. Daniel explained to Sarah 
and Henry how he had been 
raised by a single mother, and 
that she had died suddenly a 
few months ago. Since then he 
had rarely had a home-cooked 
meal.

Daniel and Sarah then took turns describing their 
encounters with the dog. Their stories were similar, 
and both agreed that although they initially felt a 
little scared by the dog’s sudden appearance, they 
felt oddly drawn to the animal and kept wanting it to 
return.

“Did your mother die recently too?” Daniel asked 
Sarah. “I can’t help, but notice that it’s just you and 
Henry.”

“The dog seemed determined to 
convey a message to them, but 
what? And why them?”
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minutes of awkwardness, she and Daniel hugged each 
other for the first time, which blossomed into spirited 
conversation. They talked until morning, reminiscing 
about shared experiences they never really had, but 
which felt real. Sarah wanted to hear all about her 
mother, and laughed until she cried when Daniel told 
her about the time their mother went wild to Jimi 
Hendrix.

Over the next few months, Daniel met Sarah on a 
regular basis. He was so happy and grateful that 
Henry, true to what he had wanted to tell Marjorie, 
accepted him and welcomed him into his home. For 
Daniel, the days seemed lighter and the future 
seemed brighter. No more waking up early and 
staring at the ceiling. No more forced friendliness at 
work, because he felt genuinely upbeat and happy. 

Teddy Bear
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Fleeting
CLAUDIA DURENBERGER

the moon loves your silhouette,

i think.

it dances and prances and sings

it outlines your voice

     and your stature.

on the white sands

we lay

in discord of dark sun rays.

what is it to love?

this moment.

it is nothing

but this moment

Still Life
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With their new-found family, Daniel and Sarah didn’t 
notice that they were no longer being visited by the 
dog. One day, however, Daniel was at the house 
enjoying lunch with Sarah and Henry when he saw 
something out of the corner of his eye. He looked 
through the window. There was the dog, reappearing 
after several months’ absence. Daniel’s and the dog’s 
eyes locked. 

“I love you. I’m sorry I didn’t say it earlier,” he said, 
very softly. 

As he spoke the words, Daniel was momentarily 
distracted by Sarah calling his name. When he looked 
back, the dog was gone. Daniel knew in his heart that 
he would never see the dog again. But it was okay 
with him, because the dog’s job was done. 
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Travel Writing
JADYN LUNG
ENG 100—COMPOSITION I

On the northeastern side of the Big Island lies 
an area known as the Panaewa Forest. Its lush 
vegetation and abundance of lehua trees makes it 
unique among other forests. Bordering the regions 
of both Pele and Hi’iaka, it is one of the few areas 
shared by more than one god (Kanahele). Panaewa 
was an ideal location for animal life and, in 1978, the 
Panaewa Zoo was born (Yamanaka). The zoo later 
created a section purely for equestrian activities. To 
this day, the Panaewa Equestrian Center is home 
to many different events, such as family activities, 
rodeos, and— what I would soon be participating 
in— horse shows. The 2017 Orchid Isle Show was the 
first event I had ever decided to compete in and I was 
determined to prove I could place.

I had ridden for about five years before an island wide 
equestrian show came to my attention. As I ran my 
hand across the smooth, freshly printed paper posted 
on my stable’s announcement board, I truly felt at 
conflict. Showing had never 
been something I desired to 
do,but at that moment, faced 
with the bright colors and 
bold words, I thought why 
not? With excitement and 
anxiety coursing through me, 
I went to find my instructor 
to inform her of my decision. 
She had always told me I had 
lots of potential to win and 
her words finally clicked in me. I began training daily 
and continued with this rigorous schedule for the next 
month until it was finally time to pack up and leave 
for the Big Island.

Landed and settled in the truck, we began the lengthy 
drive to the Panaewa Equestrian Center. Horses, of 
course, are not native to our islands. The first horses, 
a stallion and a mare, were brought to Hawaii by 
Richard Cleveland in 1803 (“Introduction of Cattle”). 
As we drove, I looked out at the passing fields 

abundant with horses of all shapes and sizes and 
marveled at how much their population has grown in 
that time period. We soon turned down a gravel road 
that led to the equestrian center’s show grounds. The 
truck came to a halt and I swung my door open to 
a breathtaking sight. The glistening coats of horses 
shone brightly under the morning’s rays. Each of 
these horses had an unimaginable price tag. Show 
workers were frantically running things around the 
grounds, careful not to upset any of the competitors 
or their horses. Yet what I was most surprised 
by was how loud it was. Trainers yelling at their 
students, horse hooves clopping on the ground, and 
announcements screaming from the speakers were 
only some of the noises I could distinguish from the 
melangerie. The shocking new experience of my first 
show admittedly gave me nerves that I did not think I 
could channel to a good performance.

There were a couple hours before my turn to compete, 
so I decided to see what I was up against. I found 

a spot in the bleachers and 
concentrated on the riders 
in the ring. Show jumping 
is an event where both the 
horse and the rider are judged 
by very basic standards: 
clearing the fences and the 
time it took to do so (“Judging 
Horse Events- Jumping”). 
The competitors in the ring 

obviously had much more experience and were 
in a higher class than I, which meant I wouldn’t 
be competing against them. Despite this fact, as I 
watched each one complete clear rounds with jaw 
dropping times, I felt uneasy and almost nauseous. 

I almost was convinced that I shouldn’t compete until 
an older lady with skin dark from the sun sat down 
next to me. Reading me like a book, she asked, “You 
nervous?” I guess I didn’t hide that fact at all with 

“With excitement and anxiety 
coursing through me, I went to 
find my instructor to inform her 
of my decision. She had always 
told me I had lots of potential 
to win and her words finally 
clicked in me.”

Joan’s Joint
SIOBHAN COAD
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my bouncing legs and fidgety hands. I replied to 
her, “Yeah, this is my first show and everyone here 
is so much better than me.” She gave a reassuring 
smile and then went on to tell me her story. The Big 
Island had been her home for her whole life and she 
learned to ride before she could even walk. Competing 
nationally had always been her dream but because 
of her finances and lack of support from family, she 
wasn’t able to achieve it. Listening to her unfulfilled 
dream grounded and reminded me how lucky I was 
to even be there. I decided that I would dedicate my 
performance to the lady whose name I never learned, 
but whose story inspired me to succeed.

Leaving the kind lady on the bleachers, I left to 
find comfort in my own horse, Chewy. He is an off 
the track thoroughbred and was the only horse I 
could imagine sharing this new experience with. 
Though he experienced the intense and borderline 
abusive training as a young racehorse, Chewy had 
the thoroughbred’s gift to jump quickly to take 
me through the ten jump course (Strapp). The 
loudspeakers finally called out, “Number 46, Jadyn 
Lung and Chewy are on next. Please get ready to 
enter the ring.” I closed my eyes for a few seconds 
and tuned out everything as I listened to Chewy’s 
constant, steady breaths. There was nothing I could 
compare to how nervous I felt in that moment, but 
knowing I had a great horse as my partner helped me 
focus and regain my confidence.

My trainer came around and gave some last words 
of encouragement and advice then set me on my way. 
Mounted, I tried as much as I could to remain calm in 
the saddle. Horses are very sensitive to emotions as 
they, being herd animals, depend on their ability to 
detect any non constant variable that may affect their 
well-being (Pike). I directed Chewy to the entrance 
of the ring, and as I heard the starting bell, I guided 
him in warm up circles. The course was fairly simple 
and I had studied it for hours. Yet, as I watched it go 
by every time I circled, I began to worry. A nagging 

fear whispered that everything I had done to be there 
in that moment wasn’t enough.

I glanced at the looming timer and its quick, ticking 
numbers and urged Chewy to a fast canter. We 
circled the arena one last time before the first jump 
seemed to pop right in front of us. Remembering the 
lady from earlier, I forgot all my nerves and easily led 
Chewy over the first vertical. We cleared the next few 
jumps with ease and I was now confident to the point 
where I overshot my next move. I decided to take a 
shortcut that could put us in the lead, but doing so 
put Chewy in an awkward position to jump. The risk I 
took caused him to knock down a rail and guaranteed 
that we would not place in first. With a penalty, I 
knew I couldn’t win, but still I decided to give it my 
all. The last jumps came with no problems and we 
still finished with a decent time. My only hope was 
that it was enough for us to place.

The final riders finished their rounds and it was time 
for all to enter the ring as the winners were called. 
As I stood among all the great competitors from the 
show, I thought to myself that even if I didn’t place, I 
was proud to be a part of this experience. There were 
13 of us standing in the arena and awards were given 
from 6th place and up. Names were being called one 
by one and I almost lost hope that I placed. The judge 
called out the ribbon for second and as I was looking 
to the ground, I hallucinated that they said my 
name. It couldn’t be true, so I ignored it at first until 
my name was repeated. They called out my name a 
third time and it was only then that I realized I had 
won 2nd place. There were no words to describe how 
exhilarated and overjoyed I was in those few seconds. 
The judge came by and pinned a shiny red ribbon to 
Chewy’s bridle. Even Chewy instinctually seemed to 
know we had accomplished something big as he held 
his head high in the air with bright eyes and perked 
ears. Even though we didn’t win, it was a great start 
to my competitive riding. I learned to never let my 
fears deter me from accomplishing something I love.
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Daddy looks at me with wide eyes and says, “You’re 
going to get it.” 

Mommy tries to tell Daddy not to hurt me but it 
doesn’t work because she turns to me and tells to me 
to go to Grandma’s house so Daddy doesn’t hurt me. 
She’s holding the baby now and Daddy’s gone to the 
last place he put his whatever it is he will choose to 
hit me with. 

“Hide,” she half whispers to me. I stand there and 
stare at her too serious face that I wish weren’t. “Go, 
Tiare!” I run through the living room and out the 
sliding door to Grandma’s house, which is connected 
to ours with a patio. 

I’ve found a place. Maybe if I pull my knees close to my 
chest, there’s a better chance I won’t be seen. 

“Tiare!” Daddy’s voice screams from the other house. 

I also will be in a better position to spring up and  
run if…

“Tiare!” 

…to spring up and run if I have to, although I’m in a 
corner and don’t know where I’d run. I often end up in 
corners during situations like these. If there were no 
walls in this house, I’d probably keep running forever. 

“Tiare!” 

This time, I’ve managed to squish myself into a 
triangle-shaped corner in Grandma’s room behind 
the bathroom door. It’s swung open against the side 
of a white plastic drawer that I’ve managed to pull 
up against me. Peering through the see-through 
plastic, I make out a blurry contorted version of 
the room. The twin-sized bed. Another drawer. The 
closet. This space I peer through is the size of my face, 
enough for someone to identify me if peeking at my 
level, or if they want it the easy way, peering from 

above, as I have no covering over my head. I sit and 
wait crouched down looking through the plastic that 
separates me from the world. Nothing is going on. I 
stare a bit longer and wait, the same way you would 
during a horror movie right before something scary 
pops up. 

I pull my knees close to my chest. 

Have you ever hidden behind a door during hide-and-
go-seek? The spot that is everyone’s last choice when 
they can’t find a place to hide, thus resorting to the 
most obvious hiding place in the world: the door? The 
likely chance of being caught creates a thrill as you 
peek through the one- inch crack that is always too 
wide, hoping and praying the person won’t find you. 
Being too close to the crack, I’ve learned, gets you 
easily found. 

I scoot closer to the plastic cart. Then I hear it. 

The abrupt clicking of the doorknob a hallway and 
living room away with the forceful swinging following 
after. I don’t know what it is you’re hearing when a 
door opens quickly, but I can’t see this as a situation 
where it would casually creak with the person on the 
other side strolling through. No. This big person has 
big people stuff to do. 

That door is the heaviest door in probably the entire 
world. Every kid in the family has slammed their 
fingers on said door—twice. It’s the kind of door that 
adult dads would have a hard time taking off by 
themselves—but not Daddy. Daddy is strong. Daddy 
could do it by himself. I know the door can come off 
because one time Papa needed the door to come off 
and Daddy did it by himself. 

The heavy and quick shuffling against the carpet in 
the hallway nears the door to Grandma’s room. He’s 
here. I can’t see him. I don’t want to. I duck my head 
between my knees and hope this shrinks me into a 

The Transmission Tower
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“Whaaaaaaaaaa!” screams my baby sister, Alexis.  
Oh no, I pushed her too hard!

“Whaaaaa!” I was only trying to play! 

“Whaaaa!” I’m supposed to be watching her! 

“Whaaaa!” He’ll be coming! This is the loudest cry I’ve 
ever heard, and this will be the biggest trouble I’ll 
ever be in. I jump down from the top of our makeshift 
slide, which I’ve constructed by leaning Daddy’s 
sheet-less twin-sized mattress against the family 
room’s couch. My sister is on her side at the bottom 
of the slide on the carpet. I hear my parents’ bedroom 
door swing open down the hallway. 

“Tiare!” yells Daddy louder than Alexis’s cries. He was 
in the bedroom with the door locked, as he usually 
is for I don’t know how long whenever Mommy’s at 
work. This time, Mommy is home (probably cleaning 
something), but when she’s not, Alexis and I take 
advantage of this freedom to flip the couches so the 
legs are in the air and headrest on the ground to 
ride them like horsies, eat raw saimin, and of course, 
create makeshift slides. Well, I do all the hard work 
and eat the raw saimin while she plays because she’s 
only a baby and just learned how to walk, so I have 
to watch her. When she cries, I get in trouble from 
Daddy. She’s crying now, louder than before. Daddy’s 
stomps roar through the hallway, and I know he’s 
coming now. The walls shake and I think I do too. 
He’s just around the corner, but hasn’t spotted us yet. 
Where is Mommy? She’s probably cleaning something. 

“Tiare!” he shouts again. I don’t answer. I have to 
move Alexis. If he sees her next to the slide, he’ll know 
I pushed her. He’ll find out that it’s my fault. It’s 
always my fault. If she’s away from the slide, I can 
tell him she fell on her own. I pick up my sister from 
behind, hook my arms under hers, and start to drag 
her walking backwards with her feet trailing on the 
carpet. 

“Yes?” I shout back, now that I kind of have a plan. 

“Whaaaa!” Alexis cries. I’ve only taken a few steps 
when Daddy appears from behind the corner and 
catches me dragging the baby. I snap my head toward 
him when he does, and the sight of his figure makes 
me jump. I involuntary squeeze the baby as he nears. 

“What did you do?” says Daddy. I open my mouth to 
explain, but words don’t come out. He hasn’t stopped 
coming for us and his pace has picked up to an almost 
stride. He’s shirtless with black swim shorts on—
home clothes. Daddy is halfway through the kitchen 
and almost on top of us. His wide dark eyes with 
eyebrows raised are on me. I drop the baby and run 
backwards a few steps, keeping my eyes on his. I’m 
terrified to run with my back to him because then I 
won’t know where I’ll get hit. I don’t like to get hit. I 
don’t want to get hit. I can’t even brace myself for it 
because all I can think about is how I don’t want to 
get hit. I’m still backing up looking at him when he 
breaks contact and picks up Alexis who’s a few feet 
away from me in the same position I dropped her in. 

Mommy comes frantically running through the front 
door. “What happened?” she cries looking at Daddy. A 
situation like this is probably the only time Mommy 
will raise her voice to Daddy— he wouldn’t stand 
for it. He darts his head toward me and raises his 
eyebrows waiting for an explanation. I’m lucky he’s 
holding the baby because otherwise there would be 
less waiting and more doing. 

I go through with my plan and tell them that she 
fell. But I was dragging her away from the mattress, 
and Daddy uses this evidence to conclude I pushed 
her and it’s my fault. Daddy’s good with evidence. He 
watches shows all the time where people kill other 
people and get away with it. “I didn’t push her,” I say. 
This time, not yelling, but in a lower sinister voice, 
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nothingness that no adult can see. I hear an ankle 
crack at the doorway and see two thick muscular 
calves colored with a tan from a fishing trip. He’s 
moving briskly toward the closet across the room from 
me. I hear the abrupt metal screeching of the hangers 
that didn’t yet get the attention of Grandma’s 
knitting. The high-pitched sounds taunt me as though 
they say, “You see? You’re not as smart as you think. 
He’d know where you’d be if you chose the closet; 
even though your sister and cousins couldn’t find you 
during the Christmas party’s annual hide- and-go-
seek extravaganza, it’s not such a good hiding spot.” 

The heavy footsteps come now. I tilt my head slightly 
to peer through straight black strands draped over 
my knees. The black leather belt rolled up with the 
metal part in his left hand reveals itself through the 
plastic. It’s just a foot from my face. There will be a 
couple of times later when the metal part will not be 
in his hand. Next reveals the black swim shorts three 
inches above the knee, the same dress code Our Lady 
of Good Council School holds for the older girls who 
wear the real skirts rather than skorts. After seeing 
their skirts, I never liked my skort. The black swim 
shorts with holes in rather embarrassing places I’d 
not mention are reserved for home wear. Except for 
when they’re not, which is much of the year. I get a 
glimpse of the holes in the belt. I never got to count 
the number of holes that 
led up to his left hand, 
and I’m a good counter. I 
count all sorts of things. 
I count how many times 

“This Old Man” played 
knick-knack paddy- wack. 
I count Papa’s fishing 
poles. I count Grandma’s 
spices. I can count to 
twenty-thirty-two. My 
sometimes rude cousin 
(I don’t know why Santa 
Clause gives her Pokemon bedsheets, and me nothing, 
when she lies all the time), always interrupts me 
before I can go further. 

“Twenty-eight, twenty-nine, twenty-thirty. Twenty-
thirty-one, twenty-thirty t—” before I can finish, my 
rude cousin chimes in. 

“You can’t do that!” she’d say in between hysterics.  
I can’t understand why. 

My favorite things to count are Mommy’s shoes. She 
has four: platformed black-foam sandals, “for home” 
black-rubber Longs Drugs branded slippers, pristine 
white tennis shoes, and my favorite, special pearl-
white high heeled pointed shoes reserved for church 
and very special occasions. In fact, I know which 
dresses in her closet that are to be worn with these 
high-heeled shoes. She has two of these dresses that 
match these shoes, which in both, she is absolutely 
beautiful. Mommy is the most beautiful person in the 
world, and Daddy is the strongest. 

He walks past the plastic drawer, and I don’t move. 
He’s going to find me, he’s going to find me. He’s 
on the other side of the door now and walking into 
the bathroom. I turn my head to the left and peek 
through my hair and see the side of his body through 
the one-inch crack. Why did I choose the corner? I 
don’t know if I wish Mommy were here right now 
because then she would tell him to stop and she’d get 
hurt. She would jump in front of me and tell him to 
stop and get hurt. She would cry and I would comfort 
her. Maybe she and Alexis can fit in my triangle and 
the entire world will go away. Except Alexis would 
scream because I can still hear her from the other 
house and Daddy will find me. Mommy is mostly 
likely with Alexis now, trying to calm her cries so I 
don’t “get it.” Except Daddy is here anyway. 

Please just go away. I no longer see 
him through the crack, but hear 
his brisk footsteps marching out 
of the bathroom. His strides are 
long, probably as long as my body. 
Why did I push her? I’m terrified 
to look up, so I don’t know why 
I do. There I see him—no hair 
covering my face this time. Fully 
exposed and with both eyes, I see 
the underneath of a chin under 
wild eyes and shirtless body. Black 

square thin-framed glasses and wavy black hair. He’s 
going to find me. Why did I push her? An ankle crack 
from Daddy. I shouldn’t have let this happen. Another. 
I’ll be in this corner forever. 

He’s still in the room. Please just go away. I one time 
asked Daddy if he were taller than those ginormous 
triangular things with lines coming out of them. He 
said they were called transmission towers and that 
they were strong and powerful. He told me that he 
wasn’t taller than them nor more powerful. Now, 

Leonard
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“He said they were called 
transmission towers and that 
they were strong and powerful. 
He told me that he wasn’t taller 
than them nor more powerful. 
Now, looking at him from below 
in my corner, I think he was 
lying.”

looking at him from below in my corner, I think he 
was lying. 

I lower my head back onto my knees. Why did I push 
her? Why? I shouldn’t have let this happen. Just please 
go away. Please please. Go away. PLEASE! Why did I 
push her? This isn’t...FAIR! This isn’t FAIR! 

GO AWAY! WHY DID I PUSH HER? THIS ISN’T 
FAIR! THIS ISN’T FAIR! THIS ISN’T FAIR! 

He will yank my arm, his grip on my wrist, and lift me 
in the air to beat me with his belt. 

I will never let this happen again. 
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After “Curse” by Luisa Igloria

 

Grief kicks into overdrive

and takes our daughters

on a treacherous journey

to live up to the family name,

even though they know 

when they marry,

it won’t be the same.

 

Red or black,

even or odd,

boy or girl?

Make a bet,

and spin!

 

The oldest who

swears to never marry or have

any children.

Is careful in 

every step, averting

the curse.

But, becomes the mourning mother

of five formidable daughters.

 

Melancholy middle child menace,

who is in seek

of constant attention.

Loses her first born,

a sonshine.

The light goes out,

and the darkness consumes.

Marilou the mother 

of an all girl zoo.

 

She who has the soft,

maternal touch.

Declares that she is 

the cure to the curse.

Is diagnosed with 

polycystic ovarian disease.

Her pledge,

of upholding her husband’s last name,

loses its ease.

Daughter after daughter,

becomes the

death, after death.

Of her new last name.

 

I fear for my daughters,

as the curse continues,

and which soon disappears

as my ninth granddaughter is born.

The curse of how sons,

shall father only daughters,

who have married into oblivion,

their new names have now disappeared

upon the wind. 

And the curse,

continues.

Value
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