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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).
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A dog does not have to drag you from a burning 
building to be dubbed a hero. My first dog was a Toy 
Fox Terrier named “Napua,” which means “the flowers” 
in Hawaiian. My mom chose that name because she 
thought it was pretty, so I went along with it. The year 
was 1996, and I was six years old. My family and I 
went to my grandparents’ house in Waianae for a 
get-together. The sun was setting and ignited the sky 
orange, pink, and yellow, making the mountains in the 
background a dark, mysterious silhouette. My aunty’s 
dog recently gave birth, so she brought the litter over 
for people to pick a puppy. She set the cardboard box 
on the green grass, and I laid eyes on one and in-
stantly knew I wanted her. Napua was the cutest, the 
smallest, and there was just something different about 
her that I could not put my finger on. She was white 
with a light brown face and ears, and she had a large 
brown spot on the right side of her body in the shape 
of an oven mitt. I gently snagged her from the group 
and held her close to my chest. This was my dog.  
My cousin asked, “Can I hold her?”

“No,” I said sharply. 

“Can I pet her?” he bargained, and I murmured a reluc-
tant “Yes.”

The entire night I kept my eye on her, and everyone 
knew she was claimed. When it was time to head 
home, my mom verified, “Is that the one you want?”  

I nodded and clung on to this tiny, warm, soft creature. 
Late that night, Napua and I started the journey home 
to Kapahulu. My mom suggested wrapping her in my 
shirt, so she didn’t get cold from the air conditioning. 
Being a pudgy kid there was not much shirt to share, 
but we made it work. Along the way my eyelids and 
head grew heavy with sleep, and slowly Napua was 
slipping from the swaddle. I remember hearing my 
mom warn me, “Kerstyn, the puppy is falling out  
of your shirt.” I jolted up and tucked her back in  
to my pretend pouch. I was a kangaroo, and she  
was my joey. 

One of my favorite “activities” to do with Napua was 
ballroom dance. I would support her with my left arm 
and hold her paw with my right hand and dance with 
her to music playing in my head. 

“Dun dun dun, du-dun. Dun dun dun, du-dun,” I sang 
to her in our living room.

“What on earth are you doing to her?” My mom asked, 
half amused and half confused.

“Ballroom dancing,” I casually answered.

“You’re so off,” Mom said, walking away smirking.

We continued dancing with childlike sophistication.

Napua loved laying down by our front door because 

A Life for a Life
Kerstyn Au

Tunis City Logo 
Ariana Taylor Enomoto
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there was always a nice breeze. After I finished my 
homework, I would lay down next to her and watch 
her ribs rhythmically move up and down as she 
breathed. I discovered she did this funny thing with 
her hind leg. I would lightly tap her thigh and she 
would quickly lift her leg as high as it could go, then 
slowly put it back down, all without opening her eyes 
or breaking the rhythm of her breathing. I would do 
this quite often to amuse myself.

Maybe a few years after first getting Napua, my mom 
told me that in the wild, animals would eat the runt  
of their babies. Napua was the runt, so I always 
thought that by choosing her that night, I saved her 
life. Being an adult and reflecting on this, I realize  
what my mom said was not entirely correct. I read  
an article written for National Geographic about  
the Smithsonian National Zoo’s sloth exhibit. The  
article was about how the mother sloth gave birth  
to three cubs and ate two of them, so the curators 
intervened and removed the third cub from the den. 
Tony Barthel, one of the curators, explained that  
mammals eat their young if they are sick or if there 
aren’t enough resources for the mom to survive. By 
eating the sick babies, it also eliminates the carcass, 
so the smell won’t attract predators. Babies are not 
usually eaten just for the sake of being eaten. I have 
also learned that no amount of domestication will 
remove the natural instincts these incredible creatures 
have. Sure, it’s possible Napua could have been eaten 
when she was just born, and I realize that by the time 
I got to her, she was past the point of filial cannibalism, 
but I still like to think I came to her rescue at just the 
right time. 

When I was around ten years old on Christmas Day 
Napua’s eye was tearing excessively, so my mom and 
I took her to the vet the next morning. There used to 
be a clinic behind Rainbow Drive-Inn on Kapahulu 
Avenue, which was close to our house.

Philip Kau (I refuse to call him “doctor”) said, “She has 
excessive fluid in her eye. Leave her here overnight, 
and I’ll drain it.” 

The next morning, we picked up Napua thinking  
she’d be cured, only to find her eye terribly swollen 
and instead of being a transparent chocolate brown, 
her eye was a milky stone gray. 

“That’ll be $750,” the receptionist requested, flatly.

I don’t remember what my mom said to her, but I 
know the receptionist must’ve been thinking she 
should’ve called in sick that day. Philip Kau refused to 
come out and face the angry client. I couldn’t under-
stand how someone who dedicated his life to healing 
animals could do something so horrible and not take 
responsibility for it. I hated the situation more because 
I was a kid, and I couldn’t do anything. 

I suggested to my mom, “Why don’t we tell him we’ll 
kill him?”

“That’s threatening, Kerstyn. It’s illegal,” Mom  
explained.

“Let’s set his hospital on fire!” I suggested again.

“That’s called arson, Kers. We can’t do that.”

“So we can’t do anything??” I was furious and  
frustrated.

My parents and I sought out legal advice from my 
grandpa who was a retired judge. He explained that 
we could sue him, and it’d be a small claims case,  
but the downside is Kau could sue us back.  
I don’t remember why he could sue us back, but 
because of this, my parents decided not to pursue it. 
Essentially, this irresponsible person who didn’t de-
serve the title of DVM (Doctor of Veterinary Medicine) 
got away with blinding my best friend. This experience 
made me want to become a veterinarian, so I could 

replace this horrible “doctor,” and no other pet or pet 
parent had to suffer through this. I would never make 
someone literally pay for a mistake I made, especially 
a life-long mistake. I knew there must be other bad 
doctors out there, and I wanted to be the good doctor 
to put them out of business and save their patients 
the trouble and heartache of stupid mistakes and 
unprofessionalism.

Over time, Napua adapted well to being blind in  
one eye. Maybe three or so years after the initial 
incident, her other eye lost its sight. I became very 
protective of Napua until I realized how independent 
and intuitive she was. Napua was highly intelligent 
and had our house mapped out perfectly. She knew 
where the kitchen was, her bed in the living room, my 
bedroom, everywhere. She could walk to these exact 
locations without bumping into anything. 

One afternoon my cousin, Ikaika, and I walked to 
what we called “the lane,” which was a couple hous-
es down from mine. We left Napua home because 
she was enjoying laying in the sun and warming her 
smooth, white and brown fur. Ikaika and I were talking 
and picking at the grass in my neighbor’s driveway 
when we suddenly saw Napua turn the corner and 
walk toward us.

“Wow, she found us!” Ikaika exclaimed.

I ran over to her and picked her up: “Yeah, I’m so glad 
she did. I gotta tell my mom that she can still squeeze 
under the gate.”

“Hey, let’s try an experiment!” Ikaika suggested. “Let’s 
see if she can find us again.”

“Uhhh, okay, but let’s keep an eye on her just in case.”

We put Napua back into the front yard and headed 
back to the lane. We saw her squeeze her little body 
under the gate, and with nose to the ground, she 

turned and walked in our direction. Thrilled, my  
cousin suggested, “Let’s try one more time, and  
we go across the street.”

We repeated the process of putting her back in the 
yard, and we walked across the street to Aunty Mae’s 
house. Both of us stood off the curb, so that in case 
a car decided to come on our street, we could run 
to grab Napua. Silently, we watched her squeeze her 
squishy body under the gate again. Nose to ground, 
she started to head towards the lane, then stopped. 
She turned and with tail wagging, started to cross the 
street coming straight for us. I ran out and grabbed 
her, and Ikaika and I gave her all the praise in the 
world. Napua was my perfect dog—the only perfect 
piece of my life.

During my adolescence I heard many “I love you’s,” 
experienced many hugs, and felt so much affection, 
but none of it was for me. I was eleven years old when 
my mom started babysitting my one-year old cousin, 
Holly. Not long after did both of my parents realize 
this was the daughter they never had. She was smart, 
lovable, cute—everything I wasn’t. My mom asked  
my uncle if she could adopt my cousin. Uncle said 
no, but mom asked him again later. And then later, 
she asked him again. At the time, I thought it would 
be great to have a sister, but it wasn’t until a year 
had passed that I realized how messed up the whole 
adoption thing was. However, my uncle’s consistent 
rejections didn’t sway my parents from giving Holly 
the love she deserved. 

Holly could do no wrong, and I could do no right. She 
learned how to call me “fat” and “stupid” by the age 
of three. Seeking solace, I confided in my parents and 
they responded, “Let her go. She’s just a kid, it’s okay 
for her to say that. You need to stop being so jealous 
of her.” I felt alone, neglected, and unloved after my 
parents kept defending her. I even felt hated when my 
parents would say, “I love you” to her and compliment 
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her on her cuteness then turn around and criticize 
me and tell me I look like Aunty Ursula (who is known 
as the ugly aunty). I was twelve when I first started 
thinking about suicide. If my own parents didn’t want 
me around, then nobody would. 

My cousin really liked Napua because she was small, 
calm, and sweet. At last I for once felt like I had the 
upper hand because this is where my cousin was shit 
out of luck because Napua was MY dog. Napua was 
great at comforting me during those times of injustice. 
I would hold her little body against my chest and feel 
her soft cheek against mine and hear a little groan 
from her as I hugged her. I would also catch a whiff 
of her halitosis which would make me laugh. Napua 
would melt away all my problems.

I remember this one afternoon when I was sixteen, my 
mom came home from work and was furious at me. 
Early that morning she asked me to do three tasks 
for her (I don’t remember what they were now), one of 
which I didn’t do because she had a tendency to tell 
me chores when I was sleeping, so I didn’t remember 
everything she asked. The two duties I did remember 
were apparently completed incorrectly. My mom was 
standing in the kitchen starting dinner and yelling, 

“You are the laziest kid I ever met! You can’t do some-
thing so simple! How many times I gotta tell you…” 
her voice faded into the background and the suicidal 
thoughts emerged into the foreground. My mouth 
melted into a frown, my eyebrows furrowed prepar-
ing my eyes to cry, and the light inside of me slowly 
dimmed, dimmed, dimmed and then burnt out. I was 
defeated. In the midst of her rant, I stood up, picked 
up Napua, went into my room, and decided it was 
time. I sat on my bed and looked around my room 
designating my belongings to my brother, my cousin, 
and Goodwill. My eyes circled my room and landed 
on Napua laying down on my pillow staring at me the 
best she could with her blind eyes. 

“Damn it,” I whispered to myself, “What about Napua?”

I ran through my mental rolodex of people who liked 
animals and knew Napua, but none of them were 
good enough to be blessed with my perfect dog.  
Sure, they would feed her, walk her, and take care of 
her basic needs, but they would never be able to love 
her, appreciate her, and understand her as much as I 
did. What the hell was I going to do? I started thinking 
about when I would be gone and how Napua’s daily 
life would be. There would be nobody to sing silly 
songs to her, nobody to tell her “I love you” fifty times 
a day, and nobody to disturb her nap just so they 
could kiss and hug her for the one-trillionth time. They 
would not understand that despite being completely 
blind, she would know you were standing in the kitch-
en and would refuse to eat until you left, nor would 
they realize that she was clever and could find spaces 
to squeeze under the gate.

I looked at Napua and told myself, “Fuck, I can’t leave 
her.” 

I gave Napua a big hug, and her fur soaked up my 
tears. Through my sobs I vowed, “I’ll stay here with 
you. I won’t leave you. I promise.” My special dog 
continued giving me the motivation and happiness I 
needed for many more years to come. 

I graduated from high school in 2008 and then  
attended Kapi‘olani Community College. After grad-
uating from KCC, I moved to the Big Island in 2011 
and enrolled in the Pre-Veterinary program at the 
University of Hawai‘i at Hilo to really start my veteri-
nary journey. While living in Hilo, I would Skype with 
my parents, so I could see Napua. They would aim 
the camera toward her, and I would do my homework. 
When able, I would fly home and visit her. There was 
nothing like scooping up and embracing this sweet 
little dog.

On October 4, 2014 at approximately 2:30 p.m., I was 
sitting in the living room of my downtown Hilo apart-
ment skyping with my parents. My dad was talking to 
me, and I asked him, “Where’s Pua?”

“Drinking water,” he said, turning around. “Oh, there 
she is going back to her bed.”

“Can you put the camera on her?”

My dad turned around again to bring her bed next to 
the computer. He suddenly froze. 

“What’re you doing?” I asked.

“Kerstyn,” he started, “I think Napua died.”

“WHAT?!?!?!” I was frantic. “Can you grab her?? Listen 
to her chest! Hurry up, listen to her! Do you hear her 
heart???”

My dad brought my beloved friend to the computer 
and put his ear on her chest. He didn’t have to  
do that; her limp almost fluid-like body told me  
everything. Wiping the tears from my eyes, I asked  
my dad what happened earlier that day. 

“She went outside this morning like normal,” my dad 
explained. “She ate. She just went to drink water and 
laid back down.” 

Napua’s passing was peaceful; she literally fell asleep. 
But this whole thing sucked more because I was stuck 
in Hilo. I was not able to get a flight out until a few 
days later, and forcing myself to keep attending class 
was almost unbearable. My parents put Napua’s body 
in a soda box and a trash bag and placed her in the 
freezer until I could fly home. The day finally came, 
and my brother, Travis, picked me up from the airport. 
We didn’t say much to each other.

We pulled up to the house, and I immediately jumped 
out and entered the gate that Napua always knew 

how to escape from. I hastened to the large freezer on 
the side of the house and lifted up the lid. There was 
the white trash bag containing the one thing I literally 
lived for. I gently lifted the bag in the same fashion I 
would lift her, closed the lid, and placed her on top. 
Gingerly, I opened the bag and came face to face with 
reality. Oh, how I never thought this day would come. 
What pieces of my heart were left had dissolved and 
blew away with the breeze into the clear, blue sky  
and scorched in the luminous sun. I laid my forehead 
on Napua’s head and between bawls I whispered,  

“I’m so sorry I wasn’t there. I wish I could’ve been with 
you. I’m so sorry I wasn’t a better owner.” Her body 
was cold, but her fur was still plush like I knew. She 
appeared completely normal—not sickly or painful, 
not even dead; just sleepy. 

I used to volunteer at Ohana Veterinary Clinic, so I 
took Napua to Dr. Kam to be cremated. I hated parting 
with her body because it validated that she was really 
gone. I also had to go back to Hilo the next day, so my 
parents had to mail Napua’s ashes to me. Off I flew 
back to Hilo knowing that the most valued thing in my 
life was with God now instead of me. The next day, I 
returned to school and attempted to live a somewhat 
normal life, which I still do today.

I told only two people that Napua was the reason I 
didn’t commit suicide sixteen years ago, and both 
asked me, “What prevents you from doing it now 
since she’s gone?” 

Excellent question; I had to think about it. My answer 
was, “Well, over time I learned to deal with bullshit 
in my own way. I also have new pets now, so they 
are continuing what Napua did.” Nobody knows the 
meaning of life, but we somehow give life meaning.  
If we have one thing to motivate us, we’ll figure out 
the rest. 
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I had not properly dealt with the passing of Napua. 
After her cremation, I tucked everything away and  
had to tolerate a life without her. Last year, on the 
anniversary of her passing, I told myself I had to  
acknowledge it, and I had to recognize her. I bought  
a mixed bouquet of pink and purple flowers and a 
single pink rose and went to Waikiki Beach. I casually 
picked off the petals of each flower and tossed them 
into the water. As I watched each petal bob up and 

down in the waves, I opened myself and was present; 
present with God, present in the moment, present with 
the memory of Napua.  The water looked so beautiful 
and perfect with the flowers decorating it, just like how 
Napua, as was her namesake, decorated my life and 
made it beautiful and perfect. I thought I had saved her 
those twenty-two years ago, but in the end, she saved 
me at just the right time.

Vanitas 
Sora Jung

Ambitions
Janet Liao

I dream of a place amongst the stars 
where I can ascend. 
I am a constellation, 

housing the stars within me. 
I will shine even in the darkest nights. 
People look up to me, search for me, 

eyes and minds admiring me.

But I am not a star, 
I will never know how it feels. 

So I lay on Earth 
looking up at my dreams.
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An Unforgettable Summer Night
Thuy Nguyen

During the summer I was fifteen, I was still living  
in my small hometown, Can Tho, in the south of 
Vietnam when I was kicked out of the house by my 
troubled brother. It happened so suddenly that I 
couldn’t prepare. I remember that night at about  
9:00 p.m., my brother was fighting with his wife 
about financial problems after drinking with our 
neighbors. It occurred almost every day, and the 
more they fought, the fewer household appliances 
we had because they threw those things at each 
other. I wished I could escape from that place be-
cause I lived in a nervous state of fear, not knowing 
what bad things would happen. It made me feel 
depressed and ashamed in front of everyone. My 
brother does not care about the future and always 
blames things on his destiny. 

All I wanted was a normal family, which is why I told 
him that he should stop drinking and gambling. I told 
him that he should save money to pay creditors and 
make the situation better. Sadly, he did not accept 
his problems and yelled at me. “Stop it,” he shouted. 

“You do not know anything. You are my burden. Do 
not be insolent with me or I will slap you in the face!” 
He then dragged me outside and locked the door. At 
that moment, I was thinking that he would open the 
door in a few hours, so I waited. He went to bed and 
quickly fell asleep. I could hear his snoring. I was 
shocked at his behavior and I was having a panic 

attack because I did not know where to go. It hurt 
me a lot; I felt heavy-hearted and abandoned, and 
my tears welled up.  

My father passed away when I was one year old. 
My mother, a seamstress, was kind and gentle. She 
was very beautiful with white smooth skin and long 
black hair. Among my five siblings, I am closest 
to my older sister, who is a hard worker and likes 
cooking. Although we struggled with finances, I felt 
warm and secure when my mother, sister, and I lived 
together. When I was in seventh grade, during the 
time of my final exams, my life abruptly changed. My 
mother passed away from heart disease. My family 
broke apart like pieces of glass. I still see my mother 
in my dreams, in which she is still alive. The pain of 
grieving heightens my self-pity whenever someone 
reminds me about my mother. 

I lived with my sister for two years, and then she got 
married and moved out. I had to live with my brother 
who is a decade older than me. People could recog-
nize that we are siblings because our features look 
exactly alike. We had a good time together during my 
childhood, but unfortunately, he was not the person I 
once knew. He became addicted to drinking, smok-
ing, playing cards, soccer betting, and cockfighting. 
Most people in my hamlet suffered from poverty 
because of gambling.    

Manong 
Florani Camacho
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After a few hours sitting outside that summer night, 
my eyes were tired and blurry, and I thought my 
whole body was going to collapse. I was embar-
rassed to knock on the door of my cousin’s house, 
which was next to my mother’s house. Moreover,  
I did not have a phone to call anyone for help, and I 
was not sure my relatives would be open to helping 
me. Hence, I just sat in front of my house for the 
whole night, and that night was longer than any night. 
Everything seemed to pause, and nothing moved. 
My heart was thumping so hard in my chest, my 
forehead tensed, and my sweat was dripping down. 
It was so silent that I could hear the insects fly, and 
I started to count the seconds and minutes. Every 
minute seemed like an hour. I looked around the 
dark streets, which frightened me like a slow-motion 
scene in a horror movie. I nodded off to sleep and 
was startled by drunken men’s voices, so I quickly 
ran to the backyard to avoid being abused by those 
drunkards. Sexual harassment occurred frequently in 
my village. I moved quietly to prevent the dogs from 
barking because if they barked, people might think I 
was a thief. Even though I got bitten by a thousand 
mosquitoes, I did not move much. 

Despite the fact that I was extremely afraid of 
ghosts and darkness, my family trauma scared me 
the most. I felt lonely and hopeless and prayed to 
God to keep me from harm. I did not know if I could 
continue to go to school. What should I do if I could 
not finish high school? I missed my Má. I wished she 
were there, so she could hug and take care of me. I 
imagined how painful she would feel if she saw us 
not getting along well and not protecting each other. 
All the good and sad memories flooded through my 
mind. I have never forgotten that my mother had to 
walk three miles at midnight to the pharmacy to buy 
medicine for me when I had a terrible stomachache. 

Likewise, when we could not afford to buy any food, 
we often ate boiled vegetables that she picked from 
my aunt’s yard. Sometimes, she saved vegetables 
for us and went to bed hungry. My mother was 
repeatedly scolded by the neighbors when she bor-
rowed rice to feed the whole family, but she was able 
to return it to them on time. Looking at my mother’s 
eyes, I could understand how badly she suffered 
from a lack of income. I just wished that I could’ve 
done something to help our family. It makes me feel 
so sad, and I dwell about the miserable time in the 
past whenever I think about her.     

Eventually, my horrible night passed when I heard 
a voice from my cousin’s house. “Wake up, son! It 
is time for school.” My cousin opened the door and 
saw me. She was immensely surprised. “Why are 
you sitting here? You look so pale. Are you okay?” 
she asked. She was looking at me and wondering 
what happened. My head was huge and heavy, my 
muscles felt sore, and my skin was dry and itchy 
from the mosquito bites. I replied, “I am not O.K.,  
but I am O.K.” She did not understand.

The incident helped me learn how to prioritize my life 
and helped me understand more about myself. I was 
more mature than I thought. I was not easily affected 
by a bad environment. I discovered that I am not 
only strong, but also resilient. I have learned to live 
independently, standing on my own and confident in 
overcoming difficulties. I realized that when a family 
has a problem, it will be worse if we do not focus on 
solving it and blame each other instead. I feel bad 
and worry about my brother’s problems; I attempt to 
live a better life and not follow his path. I pray and 
hope for my troubled brother to find his purpose,  
to stay away from social evils, and to live well. 

Children of the Sun
Shay Latif

Let her know that her dark eyes hold  
the depth of a thousand universes, 

and the dust of stars. 
She is a descendant of queens and gods, 

of gold and jade stones. 
Tell your daughters that the fire that burns within them 

is the same fire that have kept alters warm,  
that made thousands of men bow their heads in worship and prayer.  

Her roots stretch further and deeper than any tree,  
for she, is where all mankind began.  

Do not let her get lost in stories of Vikings and conquerors, 
show her instead how her feet fit in the footprints of rulers from the past, 

how her hands fit into the carvings of temple walls,  
how her eyes have been depicted in every scroll of wisdom.  

Teach her to listen carefully,  
to the songs from the hearts of her people,  

how their hymns shake the ground beneath their enemies. 
How the skies weep for their injustice when the smoke of the fires 

reaches the heavens.   
The thunder will echo through the mountains,  

and she will learn, 
that we came from the flames of the sun,  

and to the flames of the sun we shall return. 
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Connected by Water
Samuel Elliott

The plane’s wheels touched ground, and John  
had at last arrived in Hawaii. He was excited to  
finally complete everything on his bucket list, but  
the first stop was the hotel to check in. As he  
talked to the clerk at the help desk within the  
hotel, he asked about the beaches and diving  
sites. “Sorry sir, most of the diving sites have been 
shut down due to the mass bleaching that wiped  
out nearly all of the coral reefs this year,” sighed  
the man. John felt rocks in his stomach. The main 
part of his bucket list was visiting the reefs so he 
could witness the beautiful schools of fish and coral. 
John continued questioning the man about what he 
could do to visit and see the reefs, and eventually 
the man muttered that there was a research facility 
that was looking for volunteers for aid. John quickly 
thanked the bored man and ran to his rental car to 
find the location of the facility. 

As he drove his rental car, he tuned the radio to  
the news channel. “Hi this is your host Cerizo, for 
Island News Now, the sound that knows no bounds,” 
the voice blared from the radio. “I wanted to talk to 
you about the bigger picture of our islands. Recently 
this year, the coral reefs around our islands have 
started to die out from mass bleaching, and that’s 
not hau’oli brothers, please let your ohana know 
about the growing problem and get involved. But 
now back to the great Hawaii hits.” John didn’t  

think the situation was this terrible. He quickly found 
the research facility and went inside.                     

It was mostly empty; the few people that were there 
seemed busy looking at microscopes or writing 
down notes. John walked up to the help desk. 

“Where is everybody?” he questioned the clerk. 

“Sir everyone is out collecting data to find out more 
about the coral reefs. If you want to find out more, 
go talk to researcher Sam Noonan,” the clerk told 
John and pointed to a scraggly bearded man. 

As John walked up to him, the man droned: “Sir, if 
your vacation was affected by this disaster, you only 
have yourself to blame.” 

John was taken back; this man had no right to say 
such things. “You don’t know who I am. How could 
you think this is my fault?” John remarked. 

Sam, never taking his eyes off the paper he was 
reading, explained: “Sir, since we have shut down  
all the reefs, most of the people who have come here 
are just wanting to find a way to see the reefs; if you 
are not here to help then leave.” 

When Sam turned to look at John, John was horri-
fied at what he saw. Sam’s eyes were bloodshot red 
with great heavy bags under them. “I will say that 

Dawn near the Park Benesse House; 
Naoshima Island 
Nancy Hiraoka
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usually the people that come here are more...um…
youthful,” Sam teased. 

John was about to retort as a door slammed behind 
them. Sam pushed past him as three men came 
in with suitcases. “Is this the data collected from 
Hanauma?” he asked the men.

“Yes, it is, though there wasn’t much left of it. We  
did what we could but there might not be enough 
data to conclude anything concrete, sir” the first  
man stuttered. 

“Well, get it to the data room and look over it,” Sam 
exclaimed as he dialed a number into his cellphone. 

“I need someone to come with me to the Papua New 
Guinea reefs to look for further data; when can I 
expect someone at the facility?” Sam demanded on 
the phone. “What do you mean no one can make 
it? Fine…fine,” Sam bellowed, “I’ll handle it.” He 
then explained: “When they have recovered, direct 
them go to Hanauma, take samples, and bring them 
back.” Sam exaggerated as he threw the phone on 
the nearby table. Sam leaned over the table and 
slammed his clenched fists down in defeat: “Looks 
like it’s your lucky day, old man,” Sam hissed. Not 
looking up from the table, Sam explained to John:  

“I need a second man to come with me to Papua 
New Guinea to collect data. Can you afford the  
plane ticket?” 

“Yes,” John said, still absorbing everything he just 
witnessed, “I want to help anyway I can.”                   

The sun was rising as their plane took off. John could 
barely understand how things could have gotten so 
mixed up from yesterday.  How did he not know of 
these problems? What was causing the reefs to die 
out? Now, he was going to ask Sam everything. The 
man had not slept a minute since John first met him.

Sam, now barely able to keep his eyes open, looked 

at John and softly muttered with a smirk: “What do 
you want to know? I know that look.” 

John, letting it all out quickly, asked: “What is caus-
ing the reefs to die out? Why do you think this is my 
fault? Why are we collecting this data?” 

Sam chuckled as he rubbed his eyes. “I didn’t think 
you were this much of a greenhorn to the problem. 
The major problem is ocean acidification, and some 
of my colleagues argue that it has been caused an-
thropogenically.” Sam glared down at the papers he 
brought with him and continued: “So it isn’t just your 
fault. We are all responsible. A big problem with it is 
the fact that we continued to damage the ocean like 
this until President Obama restricted a lot of water 
pollution. Even this isn’t helping us enough, as we 
only have so many people to watch and collect data.” 
Sam let out a big sigh. “The biggest problem is not 
having enough research centers. Having enough 
would allow us to conduct more tests and at a faster 
rate. Currently, there are only a handful of monitoring 
stations capable of measuring ocean acidity, and 
most of these are in first-world countries. There is 
very little monitoring of the biological impacts of 
acidification anywhere in the world. Without more 
stations around the globe, it will not be possible to 
identify areas of vulnerability or develop effective 
measures and management strategies. The best 
solution is to start letting your family and friends 
know about what is happening,” Sam finished as he 
pushed his seat back.

“So why collect the data now? Shouldn’t you have 
enough? I mean those guys already brought some 
in,” John pleaded. 

“Each reef is diverse in its own way, and taking a 
sample from one area only shows us that one is 
healthier than the others,” Sam conceded. “We 
will need to always make sure we have concrete 
evidence; a lot of people are unaware of what is 

happening, and so they think we are trying to restrict 
them with these laws for other reasons.” As Sam 
finished, he dozed off to sleep. 

Sam and John woke up as the plane touched ground 
and came to a stop.

With sadness in his voice, Sam said, “John, I was 
here years back before collecting data to stop this 
very thing from happening. The data the team and I 
collected was to prevent this from happening.  We 
had taken countless samples and studied them for 
three years, but it still wasn’t enough for them.” Sam, 
his voice now in a whisper, continued: “They said 
there were too many variables to take into consid-
eration…all that work for nothing” Sam muttered 
as a tear rolled down his cheek: “If the corals aren’t 
growing, they’re dying.” 

John rubbed Sam’s back: “Well let’s go dip our toes 
in the water and check.” Sam forced a weak smile 
with tears in his eyes. 

They dove into the beautiful blue waters of Papua 
New Guinea; John was gushing with excitement. He 
was finally going to be able to see a reef and help a 

catastrophic problem. The reef was nothing like he 
imagined. No schools of fish swam by him, and the 
coral was a bone white. The next hour dragged on 
as John followed Sam around to collect scraps and 
sediments of coral or sand. As their boat returned 
to the beach, John looked back at the reef. The sun 
was setting across the water like a tombstone for the 
now lifeless white-boned reef. They both sat there, 
quiet and unable to say anything. As they arrived 
on land and paid the boat driver, they got into their 
rental and remained silent as they sat in the car. 

“Years ago, when I was here to take samples,” Sam 
uttered as tears fell from his face, “there were 
schools of fish and the reef had a deep brown color—
it was full of life.” As he spoke the last words, he 
broke down. Unable to stop Sam from crying, John 
didn’t know what to do.  He didn’t know Sam that 
well, they were barely acquaintances, and he didn’t 
know what comforting words to say. 

John embraced Sam: “We…we can stop this from 
happening everywhere. We just have to get the word 
out, let everyone we know, our families and friends. 
Reach out to social media and let people know.”



27 | Lē’ahi Creative Arts Journal | 28

Endless Horizons
Abigail Dang

Finished with my pre-takeoff checklist, I sat patiently 
but anxiously in my seat, holding down the brakes, 
making sure the plane didn’t roll past the “holding 
short” line just before the runway. I lazily glanced 
into the pale blue horizon, scanning for approaching 
aircraft while I waited for the green light to take off. 
Tense minutes passed with only silence and depart-
ing aircraft. When one left, another one returned. 
Finally, the air traffic controller (ATC) spoke the call 
sign for my plane in my Bose noise reduction head-
set: “Skyhawk two-six-niner-Mike-echo, you are 
cleared for takeoff on runway four-right.”

Those words were music to my ears. Excitement 
bubbled in my chest and jitters began to fill my arms 
as I pressed the radio button and repeated back, 

“Skyhawk two-six-niner-Mike-Echo cleared for  
takeoff, runway four-right.”

Slowly, I eased my feet off the brakes and pushed 
the throttle forward, taking a deep breath and smiling 
as the plane accelerated off the taxiway. Entering the 
runway pavement, I marveled at the immense white 
lines marking the track like a gargantuan crosswalk 
for aircraft. The thick white stripes in the center,  
however, were worn down to the pavement and 
distinct streaks marred their purity from the millions 
of tires that had touched down on that very spot. 
Someday, I would make my mark on those strips in a 
Boeing 747 or Airbus 320. That dream had to  

wait, however, because I had to get the plane  
off the ground and accomplish this takeoff first.

With a firm push of my right foot on the right rudder 
pedal, the plane turned on command and lined up 
on the 8,999-foot long runway. I set my lips, straight-
ened my back, and stared down the track. This was 
my moment. So, I grasped it securely with both 
hands and ran with it. In this situation, however,  
I did not just run. I soared.

Faster, faster, faster, the airplane raced down  
the runway. Firmly gripping the yoke, I could feel 
the frame catching the wind, trying to pull off the 
asphalt as an excited puppy pulls on its leash, trying 
to break free. However, it was not time to fly yet. I 
glanced at the airspeed indicator on the top of the 
dashboard. Its needle steadily rose, 30 knots, 40 
knots, 45 knots. Not yet, I told the machine, pushing 
firmly on the yoke to keep it on the ground. When 
the dial finally reached 55 knots, I relaxed my hold 
on the yoke.

The aircraft naturally pitched upwards, balancing on 
its two main wheels, grasping for the sky. I could 
not pull it off the runway yet, either. If I did, the plane 
would stall, and we would fall to the ground, imme-
diately ending our much-anticipated day. At last, the 
airspeed indicator reached 65 knots, and I gently 
tugged the controls. At long last, the airplane floated 

effortlessly off the runway. The second the aircraft 
left the ground a hush fell over the cockpit—one of 
my favorite parts of flying.

Despite the minor feat of the takeoff, a wide grin 
spread across my face. I scanned the horizon with 
a sense of pride in my skill and finesse and felt a 
sense of relief and peace. Like the strong and agile 
mechanical bird I commanded, I glided effortlessly 
above and past my fears, stresses, and worries, and 
was free to focus on a single task: keeping the plane 
in the air.

Since it was 6:00 in the morning, the air was clear 
and turbulent-free, ensuring a smooth climb. As I 
rose to 1,500 feet off the ground, the sun rose with 
me. Moments later, I had to squint my eyes in light 
of its unbearable brilliance peeking over the horizon. 
Like a moment by a fire on a chilly day, the warmth 
and radiance of the sun’s flames spread across the 
island like wildfire. Inch by inch, mile by mile, its  
orange glow spread over the countryside, a tidal 
wave of light washing over the earth, stirring life into 
the boughs of every tree, bush, and sapling on the 
face of the island.

According to ATC protocol, I had to follow the 
Moanalua freeway. Unfortunately, that meant I turned 
away from the glorious sunrise. Fortunately, I faced 
an equally spectacular celestial sight: the blood wolf 
super moon. Its pale grandeur easily competed with 
the sun. I breathed in awe. How lucky was I to expe-
rience such marvelous astronomical wonders from a 
front-row seat? Pondering on that thought, I glanced 
down at the freeway, when a glint caught my eye. I 
scanned to the origin of the shimmer and couldn’t 
help breathing in awe once more. On the rippling 
surface of the Oahu lochs, the super moon reflected 
its white glow.

When I had cleared the Honolulu airport airspace, 
my instructor and I headed over to the “South 

Practice Area,” an airspace that spanned between 
the three airports, Honolulu, Kalaeloa, and Wheeler 
airport above Mililani and Ewa. During a simulat-
ed engine-out emergency, I descended closer and 
closer to the surface. The recognizable shapes of 
streets, houses, and endless farmlands grew larger 
and larger, their detail becoming more and more 
transparent. Eventually, I could spot driving cars and 
street lamps. What was once 3,000 feet of altitude 
decreased to 1,000 feet above sea level. Accounting 
for the elevation that the land rose above the sea lev-
el, however, I was floating precariously close to only 
100 feet above the town. Miniature ants crawled on 
the ground below my fuselage. On a farm below me, 
miniscule tractors, trucks, and farm equipment lay 
quietly, disappearing underneath me as soon as they 
appeared. However, there was one entity that kept 
pace with the aircraft. I watched the plane’s shadow 
whisking over the receding landscape, untethered to 
any object. The grey bird floated over every obstacle, 
unhindered, free. That shadow was me.
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Highway Sound
Cameron Cole

The highway passes near my house, 
I can hear it from my window always. 

I know it more than silence now- 
But that’s not what I’m hearing, is it? 

Instead I am hearing 
hundreds and thousands of people. 
People who pass me by every day, 

together singing me a song. 

 I used to need a fan to sleep,  
white noise helps to keep my mind free. 

The highway does that now, 
A lullaby from them to me.
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If I Could Go Back in Time and 
Spend One Day with One Person

Leina‘ala Young

The person I would choose to spend a day with 
would be my deceased partner, Jesse, who has been 
gone for two years now. He died at such a young 
age, at what I think was the height of his life. He 
and I had made plans that couples who are fiercely 
and selfishly in love would make. We wanted to be 
married, have our own business, and our own home 
and children. We wanted all the things that most 
couples dream about, but for us, it just wasn’t meant 
to be. We spent eight years loving, building, laughing, 
and dreaming until time ran out for the both of us. 
Sadly, the love between us didn’t expire—only time 
did. After his death, all he left me with was time: time 
to mourn, time reminiscing, just a whole lot of time to 
do what? I am still finding out. 

My whole world was built around him and his family. 
His family was his greatest responsibility, so I made 
his family my responsibility. But when he died, I lost 
him and a family. I had to grieve for my partner, my 
lover, my first genuine love, my world, and his family 
all at the same time. My world shattered instantly 
without warning, and I was alone gluing what pieces 
I found to make sense of what is now my life. His 
death left a void inside of me.

Currently, I have managed to muster up the courage 
to want answers. I want to know all the answers 
to the questions he left me with when he suddenly 
passed away, but I know I will never get them.  

Here within this English assignment I gladly write 
down all the things I would want to say or ask if I  
had that one day with him. I would want to ask why 
he excluded me in the decisions he made about our 
life together. I would encourage him to prepare better 
for death. How?  

I would urge him to put pen to paper and let every-
one he loved know what his wishes were instead of 
leaving me with just verbal affirmations in the event 
of his departure of life. People often think that they 
know what your loved one wants because they just 
made verbal requests, but ultimately, in the end, 
having everything in writing carries more weight than 
words spoken into the air. I would want him to know 
that even when he believed I didn’t love him, I loved 
him fiercely. I would want him to know that I will love 
him through time and eternity, just like the vows I 
wrote for our supposed wedding day. I would tell him 
to remember it is me who loves him unequivocally.

I would want the chance to thank him for showing 
me how to love and how to be loved even when I did 
not recognize it. He taught me so much about myself 
and how much I deserved from myself and from oth-
ers. I want him to know that I’m doing okay with the 
life tools he left me with, such as respect. He taught 
me that just because I was dealt a crappy hand in 
life, it does not give others the right to treat me less 
than I am worth. I would want to thank him for teach-

ing me to fight back against those who said I would 
not amount to anything but someone’s servant, with 
no say about my life. 

I would tell him thank you for believing in me and 
giving me the only clean slate. I would tell him how 
much I miss him; how much I miss my best friend 
and how life is starting to get better one day at a 
time. I want him to know that there is life after death. 

Earth 
Sora Jung

It may take time, but it does get better.  I am starting 
to heal as I take one step in front of the other even in 
the hardest of times, when these footsteps get heavy. 
I would tell him I kept my promise to finish school. I 
want him to know that I am not as angry as I was 
when he left me with nothing more than memories 
and eight years of sentimental gifts shared between 
anniversaries, birthdays, and holidays. Lastly, I would 
say “Please continue to watch over me and smile.”
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Little Black Dress
Tristen Rayne Nakamura

I pull the dress over my head, careful not to smudge 
the makeup on my face. I smooth out the wrinkles 
in the black fabric and finally let my eyes travel to 
the image in the mirror. It’s a simple dress, made of 
cotton, like a long, fitted t-shirt. It hugs the curves 
of my body but still looks professional enough to 
wear to work. The neckline sits above my collarbone, 
the hem falls to just above my knees, and the short 
sleeves cover my shoulders.

Today is the first day I’m wearing the dress. I bought 
it for eight dollars last week during a mission to find 
new clothes to wear to work. I’ve been at this job 
for a month. I haven’t worn a dress since I was old 
enough to pick out my own clothes, but I reason that 
a new job deserves a few updates to the wardrobe. 
Until today, I’ve been surviving, for the most part, on 
my mother’s hand-me-downs. I avoid shopping the 
way most people avoid the dentist, and every time I 
get dressed, I’m afraid it shows.

But I like this dress. It feels casual, like something 
I would wear every day, but it looks like something 
suited for a hostess at a comedy club, my fairly new 
job. If I were a tourist, I’d buy a ticket from me.  
Maybe it’s the way it conforms to my body, but it 
feels like me, or, rather, an extension of me.

On my way out, I pass my mom sitting on the couch 
in the living room.

“Look at you in your new dress,” she says in  
approval.

I turn around so she can see it from every angle.  
The fact that likes it means more to me than I 
thought it would.

“Don’t you need a sweater?” she asks.

I hold up my purse. “Have one.”

A slight frown cuts through her smile. “Be careful,” 
she says. “Text me when you get there.”

“I will.”

I pull on a modest pair of heels and step outside into 
the late afternoon sunlight. I can feel sweat start to 
form against the sweltering summertime air, but the 
fabric breathes well, offering some relief.

I have barely walked a block from my apartment 
when I pass a woman walking her dog. The woman 
is older, her hair a salt-and-pepper color, dented 
by a visor. Even in this heat, she wears a white 
long-sleeved top and pants. Japanese, I think. The 
conservative culture would explain the sun-repellent 
clothing, sure to keep blemishes from her skin. She 
doesn’t meet my eyes, but she looks me up and 
down the way my grandmother would look at two 
men holding hands in the street, with wide eyes and 

pursed lips. Suddenly, I’m aware of my exposed legs 
and how only a thin layer of material stretches over 
my skin, how every surface and edge is displayed 
for the world to see. As the woman passes me, she 
raises her eyebrows. My daughter would never dress 
like that, the gesture says.

I cross my arms over my chest and continue walking 
toward the shaded bench of my bus stop. The bus 
rolls around the corner with a whining growl. I climb 
aboard and make a beeline for the back of the bus, 
my eyes disciplined to avoid the absent gazes of the 
people already sitting.

I settle into a seat. The hem of my dress has ridden 
up a few inches and, despite my tugging at it awk-
wardly, stubbornly remains the length of a miniskirt. 
The back of the bus is almost empty, anyway, save 
a few passengers, who instead focus their attention 
on the phones in their hands. When the bus reach-
es downtown, they leave and are replaced by the 
afternoon rush.

I glance at my watch, anticipating another twenty 
minutes before I reach Waikiki. I pull on my head-
phones and switch on the music. Before I can return 
my gaze out the window, a man taps me on the 
shoulder.

“Is it okay if I sit here?” he asks, pointing to the seat 
next to mine.

This strikes me as odd. Hardly anyone on the bus 
asks if they can sit. In fact, I think it’s illegal, accord-
ing to some state law, to say no, especially when 
there are no other empty seats, like today.

 
I nod wordlessly and turn my music up. The bus 
passes the State Capitol building and the King 
Kamehameha statue, and I turn my attention to the 
window again. The sights on this block are full of 

green grass and old buildings, a nice break in the 
middle of the congested downtown area.

“Hey,” the voice of the guy who sat down next to me 
says, muffled by my music.

I continue to stare out the window, not even sure if it 
were me he were addressing and not excited to find 
out if it was.

I feel a tap on my shoulder and hear another, “Hey.”

I consider pretending not to hear him a second time, 
but he would probably try again.

I raise my eyes to him. I didn’t pay him much atten-
tion when he first sat down, but now I’m forced to 
take in his appearance. He wears dark sunglasses, a 
t-shirt, and shorts. A local-looking guy.

“Do you have the time?” he asks.

I glance at my watch and repeat the numbers back 
to him. Exactly four minutes pass before he asks 
again for the time. This goes on for a while. Around 
Kapiolani Boulevard, he starts tapping me on the 
shoulder and pointing to his wrist, and I hold up my 
watch so he can see it.

“Where you headed?” he asks on one of these  
occasions.

I point to my headphones, though I can hear him fine. 
“What?”

 
“Where you headed?” he asks again, undeterred.

“Uh, work,” I say.

“Where do you work?”

I try to keep my answers vague. “Waikiki.”
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“Where in Waikiki?”

“In a hotel.”

He must think this was a joke because he laughs 
lightly. For the first time, I see his teeth. They’re 
crooked and yellow with black specks stuck to the 
surface, like someone sprinkled pepper on an ear of 
corn. I would think he was homeless if he had more 
stains on his clothes and wasn’t clean shaven.

“I’m going to work, too,” he says.

I nod politely and move to replace my headphones 
on my ears.

“I sell weed in Waikiki,” he continues.

I sigh, but he doesn’t seem to take the hint.

“What’s your name?” he prods.

I scramble to come up with a fake name, an average 
name that wouldn’t warrant many questions, and 
settle on the name of a girl I went to high school with. 

“Alyssa.”

“Alyssa?” he repeats. “I’m Coje.”

“Cool,” I mumble, not sure if I heard him right, but not 
caring at all.

“So, what do you do?” he continues.

“I work in a hotel.”

“Do you work every night?”

“Yeah.”

This throws him off a bit. It’s an obvious lie, but it 
ceases the conversation long enough for me to cover 
my ears with my headphones. A couple of minutes 
later, he taps me on the shoulder again. “You’re really 

pretty, you know that?”

“Thanks,” I say, shifting uncomfortably in my seat.

“You have a boyfriend?”

“No.”

Recognizing this line of questioning, I pull the cord 
and signal the driver to let me off at the next stop. 
It’s not even close to where I need to be, but I reason 
that I’ll be able to catch the next bus.

“You getting off here?” the guy says. “That sucks.”

“Mm.” I shrug.

“Do you want to chill sometime?”

“Not really.”

He laughs again. “Are you sure?”

“I’m sure,” I answer firmly, standing up.

He moves to let me out but stops before I reach  
the aisle.

“You remember my name?” he asks.

“What?”

He holds up his hand and brandishes the letters tat-
tooed on his knuckles. “Coje,” he says. “C-O-J-E.”

The bus screeches to a stop, and I push past the guy.

“Bye, Alyssa,” he calls.

I step onto the street and watch the bus depart, 
breathing a sigh of relief that he doesn’t follow  
me out. I wait at the stop and catch the next bus  
into Waikiki.

Untitled 
ZhiHai Huang
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“Sorry I’m late,” I announce to Wendy, my manager, 
as I enter the lounge ten minutes past six-thirty.

“That’s okay,” she says. “Oh, I love your dress.  
Is it new?”

“Yeah, it is. Thanks,” I say. “I, uh…”

I’m about to tell her about my eight-dollar find  
before considering what that would mean to the 
woman who hired me only a month ago; that this 
 job is a venture only worth eight dollars to me.  
Wendy always has a cute outfit on.

“I thought I’d try something different,” I finish.

“Well, it’s really nice,” she says.

Wendy compliments me whenever I wear new 
clothes or lipstick or do something different  
with my hair, but it always seems like she means it.  
She’s in her late fifties, and she’s one of those  
people I see and hope I’ll look like in thirty years.  
 
Her words make me feel better about the dress, like I 
must be doing something right.

I start my routine of answering questions about the 
show, checking people in, showing them to their 
seats, rinse and repeat, all with a plastered smile and 
a voice an octave higher than normal. About an hour 
into my shift, a man approaches my hostess stand.

“Hi, there, sweetheart,” he says.

Most of the hotel guests are retired military person-
nel visiting from the mainland, most of whom look 
like this man: Caucasian, white hair, wearing a base-
ball cap.“Hi!” I greet. “What can I do for you?”

“I’d like to buy some tickets for tonight. Can I do that 
here?” he asks.

“Yes, you can,” I answer, pulling out a ticket. “How 
many in your party?”

“Just two. My wife’s coming down in a minute.  
Now, one question for you.” He steps closer and 
leans down so his mouth is inches from my ear.  
I try to move away to widen the uncomfortably  
narrow space left between us, but he has cornered 
me between the wall and my hostess stand. “Is it 
possible for us to order food here before the show 
starts?” he asks.

I can smell the beer on his breath and feel him rest  
a hand on one of my shoulders. I inch away so far 
that the edge of the hostess stand digs into my side, 
but he only steps closer. It’s almost comical, his 
seeming to lack any sense of personal space, like 
the stereotypical barfly, stumbling, in his drunken 
haze, to the first pretty girl who catches his eye.  
But this isn’t some drunk looking to flirt or make  
 
incoherent small talk. His eyes are intense, his  
movements precise, conveying a sense of owner- 
ship over me.

“The kitchen is open until eight,” I explain. “Should I 
show you to your table?”

 I don’t wait for him to answer before taking the ex-
cuse to squirm out of the corner and into the seating 
area. It doesn’t seem to bother him. He thanks me 
with a smile.

My skin still crawling from the interaction, I trudge 
through the uneventful remainder of my shift.

It’s almost one in the morning when I catch the bus 
home. Only two other bus-goers are seated. I used 
to find these rides eerie, unsettling, but I’ve learned 
to appreciate the quietness of these late hours. A 
few stops into the ride, a man flashes the driver 
his bus pass and walks to the back of the bus to 

sit down across from me. He looks middle-aged, 
dressed in a barely wrinkled white collared shirt. I 
close my eyes, letting the hum of the engine tune out 
my thoughts of the day.

A familiar unsettling feeling creeps through the calm. 
I open my eyes and find the man staring at me. At 
first, I think he may be dozing off and that I hap-
pened to be in his line of sight, but his eyes lock with 
mine, and he continues to rake his gaze over me.

I consider moving to another seat, closer to the front, 
but I raise my head and realize I am too tired. The 
thought of the people I have encountered today, the 
countless people from days past, the people I will 
undoubtedly face in the future, exhausts me. I am 
tired of how little I, as a woman, am entitled to  
my own body.

I close my eyes and keep them closed until I hear my 
stop announced on the speakers.

The walk that took ten minutes earlier today feels like 
an hour in the middle of the night. I pull down the 
hem of my dress reflexively. It’s a safe neighborhood, 
but I’m aware of every parked car, every shadow, ev-
ery rustling, clattering, and dog barking. I glance over 
my shoulder. There’s always nothing, but I feel jumpy 
tonight, on edge. Finally, I reach my apartment, dig 
out my keys, and let myself inside.

 When I take the dress off, I throw it in the hamper 
with gusto, the way I would throw a particularly sour 
bag of trash into the bin. I will wear it again, I decide, 
but I’m free of it for tonight.

Three weeks later, I bring the dress down from my 
closet again. I pull the dress over my head, careful 
not to smudge the makeup on my face.
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Lukas Defiesta
Miranda Schreier

“There are times when we must sink to the bottom of our misery to understand truth,  
just as we must descend to the bottom of a well to see the stars in broad daylight.”   

— Vaclav Havel

I met Lukas when I was thirteen. He attended a 
different middle school, but we had a similar group 
of friends. We bonded instantly. He was this won-
derful firecracker. He was gay, and open about it, 
which even in Seattle at the time wasn’t an easy task. 
It didn’t help that he was adopted into a Christian 
family whose father was a priest and not particularly 
happy about him being gay. We exchanged stories 
of our struggles. He told me I was too pretty to be 
depressed. I told him depression didn’t discriminate. 
He agreed.

I remember the first time I was woken up by Lukas 
throwing a pebble at my window. It was 3:00 am, 
and I struggled to find sleep. As I stared at my white 
stucco ceiling, I heard a soft tap on my window 
against the rain. I opened my window and looked 
out into the cold night. I saw Lukas’s favorite grey 
striped jacket through the rain.

“What are you doing here?” I whispered. I contem-
plated if Lukas had heard me through the rain. He 
began to whisper a reply to me, but I couldn’t hear 
anything. “Go to the back deck,” I said, quietly.  
I rolled out of my warm bed and tiptoed through  
the hallway past my parent’s door that was  
slightly cracked. I opened the sliding glass door 
where Lukas stood drenched in the cold unforgiving 
Seattle rain. 

“How long have you been out here?”  
I asked, worriedly. 

“Can I have one of your parent’s cigarettes, please? 
I’ve had a rough night,” Lukas replied, while his eyes 
swelled up with tears. I looked back inside the house 
to see if my parents were awake. We were still safe. 
I reached back in the door and grabbed the pack of 
blue American Spirits sitting on the counter. I handed 
the pack to Lukas. I noticed his knuckles had bruises 
as he lit his cigarette.  I contemplated how angry my 
parents would be to wake up to a kid who wasn’t 
there the night before. 

“Do you need a place to stay?” I asked.

“Yes. I probably won’t be allowed back home for a 
while.” That solidified my decision. We crept back to 
my room quietly. He fell asleep on the small sofa in 
the corner of my room.

A few years went by, and our friendship blossomed. 
He was the only boy that my mother would allow me 
to spend the night. He would run away or get kicked 
out what seemed like every other night. Eventually, 
my mother offered for him to move in with us. 

“I wouldn’t want to be a burden,” Lukas said.  
My mother and I reassured Lukas he wouldn’t be a 
burden, but he never took us up on our offer. The 
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teenage years for Lukas and me had our ups and 
downs. Lukas was reported as a runaway multiple 
times. The cops showed up to bring him back home. 
His parents kicked him out again. I thought it was a 
sick joke his parents played to torment him. If I heard 
a pebble being thrown at my window late at night, I 
knew it was him. He never knocked on the door late 
at night, out of respect to my parents. I eventually 
ended up leaving the back door unlocked for him.

I woke up early on August 25th, 2013. I barely said 
goodbye to my parents as I ran out the door. My 
boyfriend and friends were outside waiting for me. 
We had a few minutes to run to the bus stop. We 
needed to catch the next bus towards downtown  
to make it to the festival in time. It was a yearly 
festival that came to Seattle every August, and just 
about every friend I had would be there. We made it 
in time, covered in sweat and panting, and climbed 
onto the bus and sat in the back. I had a lot on my 
mind that day―things that seem trivial now: Would 
my makeup stay on in the heat? Was my outfit cute 
enough?  Nothing remarkable happened that day. I 
enjoyed the festival. I enjoyed being young with little 
responsibilities. 

The next day, however, was one for the books. I 
woke up late, as I had overexerted myself the day 
before. My phone would not stop ringing. Phone call 
after phone call, text after text. My ringtone was still 
ringing in my ears as I finally woke up. I looked at my 
phone to see what the commotion was about:

“I’m so sorry.” 

“Are you okay??” 

“Where are you?” 

“ANSWER ME!” 

I had text messages from multiple friends and  

over 30 missed calls. Just as I started to orientate 
myself and read the messages, my good friend and 
neighbor, Amanda, burst through my bedroom door. 

“What is going on?” I asked,  still half asleep.  
Amanda was pale for her olive complexion. Her  
mascara had run down her cheeks and onto her  
shirt. She shook with nervousness. 

“Lukas is dead. He jumped from the overpass last 
night,” she said. My mother overheard from the living 
room and bolted down the hallway. 

“What?! What happened to Lukas?” My mother  
said, as tears swelled in her eyes. I wished I were 
dreaming. My mother and Amanda were in each 
other’s arms. 

I fell to the floor and started bawling. I had a multi-
tude of questions racing through my mind. How did 
this happen? Why? Why wouldn’t he have thrown a 
pebble at my window instead?

I remember parts of his memorial, but it is mostly 
a blur. My memory doesn’t allow me to remember 
the hardest pieces of my life; they end up blank or 
pushed together in an incomprehensible form. I  
remember how his parents looked at his memorial.  
I wanted to scream at them. I wanted to blame them 
for taking my best friend away. I left early instead. 

A few months later, I found the courage to text 
his mother. I asked where Lukas’s grave was. His 
memorial had been held at their church. None of 
my friends knew where he was buried. She said she 
refused to tell anybody.

“Are you serious? I can’t go lay flowers on his grave?” 
I replied. She never responded. Every weekend, I 
walked to the bridge he jumped off. I tied flowers 
to the guard rails instead. This would haunt me for 

many years to come. To this day, I still do not know 
where he is buried.

I felt I had failed Lukas. On the night he committed 
suicide, Lukas had to walk past my house to get to 
the overpass. Did he not stop because of the fes-
tival? Did he think I wasn’t home? My unanswered 

questions slowly ate away at my soul. I became 
more hostile, more withdrawn. I didn’t see a light at 
the end of the tunnel anymore. As time went on, the 
daily memories of Lukas slowly faded. I was able to 
pick myself up and move forward. But sometimes I 
wake up at night, swearing a pebble hit my window, 
only to roll over and realize there is no one there.

Untitled 
Kasandrae Brooke Natividad
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Majority?
Mami Kim

Until a few years ago, I was lost in the darkness.  
It was the darkness that existed between the ma-
jority and minority. I am a minority in this beautiful 
Hawaii nei, yet I was trying to feel like a member of 
the majority. 

Ten years ago, my husband and I moved to  
Hawaii from Tokyo with our five-year-old son, Leo. 
It seemed like it was the right time for us to make the 
move because my husband just retired from work, 
and we were looking for an American education for 
Leo. However, to be honest, I was not one hundred 
percent emotionally ready because I couldn’t speak 
much English at the time, and I had never lived 
outside of Tokyo, ever. I tried to brainwash myself by 
repeatedly muttering, “I’m O.K. I’m a social person, 
so I’ll get used to it before you know it.” 

Right after settling down in Hawaii, I decided to  
volunteer at Leo’s kindergarten in order to adapt  
myself to the new culture. What I did was really  
simple; I set the plates and utensils for children  
and chat with them during lunchtime. “Hi, nice to 
meet you. My name is Mami and…” I gathered up 
the courage to speak to other moms who were also 
there to help.  It was difficult, however, to keep up 
the conversation with my poor English skills. I tried 
really hard to interact with local people in many ways, 
but the results were the same.  

It wasn’t going anywhere, so I was filled with a sense 
of failure. 

One day, there was a little fight between Leo and 
his friend, Nicolas, on the playground. With tears 
in their eyes, both children rushed to me pleading 
their own case as if I were a judge. I tried to issue a 
fair ruling to the best of my abilities, but I panicked. 
I first asked Leo what was going on. As Leo and 
I did a few back-and-forths in Japanese, Nicolas 
suddenly burst into tears, probably because we left 
him behind in the dark while talking in a language he 
couldn’t understand. In that moment, I realized I had 
hurt him, which made me feel extremely guilty. “Why 
does everything go the wrong way in this country? It 
was never like this in Japan. What’s wrong with this 
place!?” I thought to myself.

So, that was how I fell into the dark side. I gradually 
came to avoid interacting with the locals and started 
to make only Japanese friends, as if I were still living 
in Japan. This isn’t so difficult because there are so 
many Japanese people in Hawaii, such as at the 
English language school that I attended in Waikiki, as 
well as at my son’s school, where there are so many 
Japanese moms. I got rapidly absorbed into the 
Japanese community. 

 

This made me feel so secure, more than I had  
ever imagined. Why did it feel so comfy to be in  
the Japanese community? I thought about this for 
a while, and I came to the conclusion that it had 
something to do with the fact that more than 98%  
of the population in Japan is Japanese. This is an 
overwhelming majority―far more than the white 
population in America, which is comprised of about 
60%. When we grow up in such an overwhelming 
majority, we come to possess very similar values 
and learn so many unspoken rules in our culture 
that most everyone accepts. As such, many things 
automatically go smoothly without much thinking in 
the Japanese community. This makes most of us feel 
very comfortable to belong to the majority. I fell into 
this comfort of the Japanese culture, even in Hawaii, 
where I am in reality a minority. In essence, I had cre-
ated a mini-majority environment for myself, so that  
I could bathe in the comfort of a majority mindset.

I lived like that for a long time, until just a few years 
ago when I gradually began to realize that something 
was not right. I began to question the confidence 
that I thought I had regained in the mini-majority. 
That, maybe, it was not true confidence after all, but 
I was just avoiding the reality as a minority in Hawaii 
and escaping into the comfort of the majority mind-
set. The fact is, by withdrawing deep into the dark 
tunnel within myself, I was perhaps giving up all the 
opportunities that Hawaii was offering to broaden 
my horizons, such as learning a different language, 
culture, and set of values.

Finally, everything that was stuck in the dark tunnel 
inside me opened up. One day, my husband and 
I were watching the news about the protest of the 
Dakota Access Pipeline. Nearly 15,000 people from 
around the world protested, all of them concerned 
about its impact on the environment and the sacred 
sites of Native Americans. On the TV screen, I saw  
 

the minority suffering on the opposite end of the  
majority. I witnessed the minority being forced to live 
by the cruelty of the majority rules, given no choice 
but to surrender to the power of numbers. I was fu-
rious and shouted, “This is absolutely unacceptable! 
It’s so unjust!” 

As soon as I realized this truth, it was as if lightning 
struck me. “Wait a minute. The security that I feel  
in the Japanese culture is clearly the security of  
belonging to the majority. I’m even clinging on to  
that security by artificially creating a mini-majority 
environment in Hawaii. But what I realize now is  
that the minority suffers on the opposite end of  
the majority’s security, just like Native Americans 
suffering because of the Dakota Access Pipeline,”  
I thought to myself.  So many thoughts ran around 
in my head, but, at last, I realized that I was also one 
of those many people who desperately clings onto 
the majority mindset to feel secure. And that was 
exactly what made me suffer living in Hawaii; I was 
so consumed to feel like a majority while avoiding 
the reality as a minority. 

This new perspective set me free from my dark side, 
a majority mindset, and I came to truly understand 
the importance of not dividing people up into ma-
jority and minority. Even now, I stumble through my 
conversations with the locals because of my poor 
English skills. However, I am no longer filled with a 
sense of failure because I now realize that it doesn’t 
really matter if I’m a majority or a minority. In fact, 
true confidence should not come from the comfort of 
belonging to the majority. For realizing that and living 
by it, I am proud of myself.
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Me We
Dyson Chee

Have you ever wondered, 
while gazing at the starry sky, 
when wars tear our world asunder and strife courses 
through our veins, 
what you say to all the people you’ll never know? 

I would say,

“Only now do I understand that I utterly failed you, 
my weary parents, my beloved friends–and myself too. 
I let my demons kill my angels, 
my mind was more fragile than a pane of glass. 

I thought that the shadows would consume us all, 
but I was entirely wrong. 
The darker the night, 
the brighter our light. 
Alone we are an insignificant speck 
suffocated by the void, 
but together, we are a beacon of hope. 

I was rescued by someone I never knew, 
someone who held my hand and showed me the sun. 
It was then that I realized, 
if only I had cast away my armor of selfishness, 
and instead donned the robes of selflessness, 
then maybe I could have been there for you, 
when you also wallowed in the swamps of despair 
that we all must travel through.

Know that you are never truly alone, 
the person who will hoist you from the depths  
of darkness 
could be a person you will never know, 
and maybe that someone 
is someone like you.”

 

Saving Grace: The Beauty of  
Suffering

Emma Eckfeldt

“You’re a worthless piece of human waste,” she 
hissed.  She paused, then went on: “You’ll never 
amount to anything because you’re such a goddamn 
failure.” Looking in the mirror, I sighed because I 
knew the things that she said were true, no matter 
how harsh they were. Her voice was as clear as a 
crystal bell, ringing through my head like the chimes 
in my front yard on a quiet, windy day. Constantly, 
she berated me and belittled me, making me feel 
so small, yet so huge at the same time. She would 
say, “You’re a fat disgusting pig. How is it possible 
that anyone could love such an obese monster like 
you?” The terrible thing was that I had no strength to 
silence her, so I just took the things she said to heart. 
I believed her.

 When you live with an eating disorder, it’s like having 
another person just sitting on your shoulder shooting 
neverending insults and hurtful comments at you ev-
ery second of every day. These brutal exclamations 
constantly hit you like semi-truck after semi-truck on 
the highway of your self esteem, striking you down 
and then backing over you just to make sure that 
you don’t get up for a long, long time; each time your 
husk of self esteem attempts to stand up, another 
huge truck of criticism just barrels into it. There are 
many different kinds of eating disorders. I had the 
pleasure of living with anorexia nervosa, and I used 
to call her Ana. Ana and I never got along because 

she always saw me as a large, useless mass of fat 
and bones. She made me numb to any form of joy or 
happiness and took over my life for a gruesome four 
years. Those years were some of the worst of my 
life; during those years, I felt like I was living in a hell 
that there was no escape from.  I felt like I was going 
to die there in that hell without being able to live my 
life freely. Life with Ana was awful; I wanted to run 
away from her and her negativity, but unfortunately, 
I couldn’t. I was trapped, forever imprisoned by my 
own mind. “I’m going to die a fat, ugly beast, and no 
one animal, person, or thing will ever be able to love 
such a monster,” I thought to myself.

Looking into the mirror, I saw her— this paper thin, 
frail, yet still menacing looking skeletonesque version 
of me staring straight back. With tears streaming 
down my face, she spoke, her voice sounding like 
mine, as if I were some kind of Disney villain. 

She spoke: “You see all the fat on your body? You 
see how ugly it is?” Her words hissed in my ears, 
making the tears fall faster. “How the hell is any per-
son supposed to love someone who looks like the 
Stay Puft Marshmallow Man?!”

I looked myself up and down, taking note of every 
single little flaw I saw; I realized she was right: “How 
could anyone love someone as hideous as myself? 
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How could I have let myself walk around in PUBLIC 
like this?”

My mind began to dwell on these negative thoughts. 
The horrific image of a nasty, ugly, enormous pig 
walking around in full view became greater and 
the horrible feelings I had toward myself grew; my 
self-confidence was completely shattered and ulti-
mately nonexistent. I wanted to just fall to my knees 
and cry until the tears stopped flowing and my voice 
had disappeared all because Ana was just so cruel; 
she had convinced me that all the things she would 
say were true. For almost four agonizing years, I  
was obsessed with how I looked and whether or  
not I was skinny enough to appease the monster  
that lived in my subconscious. 

That monster, Ana, quickly became my best friend, 
and although she never did me any good, as I could 
never seem to cut my ties to her, even now, I some-
times still fall back into her clutches during times 
of weakness. Her embrace was comforting, famil-
iar, and so normal. As I sat crying on the dirty, cold 
bathroom floor shaking and hyperventilating in front 
of the scale, she spoke with disdain: “Look at the 
number there. You fat fuck! LOOK AT IT! You’re dis-
gusting!” Her words stung like a hundred-thousand 
wasps that just decided to attack my being. 

While Ana continued to berate me, I sat there and 
thought about how much I just wanted to crawl into 
a dark abyss to die. I believed in every single word 
that fell from her lips about how much of a failure I 
was, and that I was never going to reach my goal 
weights, or that I was never going to be her idea of 
thin or skinny. All I wanted was for my stomach to be 
as flat as the walls, for my ribs to show and be able 
to be played like a xylophone, and for my thighs to 
part like the Grand Canyon. Looking at social media 
was difficult; seeing all these beautiful, skinny girls 
who possessed the exact body goal that I wanted 

made me feel even worse than I already did. Ratio-
nally, I knew I could never attain such a figure, but 
that never stopped me. Each day, I counted the 
calories and starved myself until my stomach would 
attempt to eat itself in order to get some kind of 
food and nutrition. There were so many times where 
I would be walking to the mall from my house and 
nearly faint due to lack of nutrition and my extreme 

“dieting.”  Essentially, I was slowly killing myself from 
the inside out, and my stomach grew smaller and 
smaller the longer time this went on. Seeing the 
numbers on the scale go down, though, made me 
continue the torment because it made Ana happy. All 
I wanted was to please her.

After living with her for so long, it really felt like she 
was a real person; she ruined my relationship with 
my friends and family, and my love life was being 
torn to shreds because of my obsession with never 
being good enough for someone to love. Everything 
was just a total mess with Ana around. 

My mother started to notice that I wasn’t eating or 
wasn’t eating as much as I used to, and she became 
very concerned. She brought up the issue with my 
therapist, who specialized in eating disorders, and 
my parents and my therapist confronted me. I felt 
even more trapped. I was like a wild animal that had 
just been cornered by a gang of hunters hoping to 
bag a good-sized buck. This intervention led to many 
fights and arguments between my mother and me; 
our relationship became toxic and vile. As is in their 
nature, moms just want their children to be happy 
and healthy. Ana, however, wasn’t going to let my 
mom fix me, and she wasn’t going to let me go  
that easily.  

“She just wants you to get fatter. Don’t listen to her!” 
Ana screamed in my ears. “She’s a liar! You don’t 
need to eat; you don’t need to listen to her! You’re 
perfectly fine, except for the fact that you’re still a fat 

disgusting pig!” she sneered. “You’re mine! No one 
is going to take me away from you; you don’t want 
them to take me from you, right?” She looked at me 
with a “sad” face. 

“You’re right.  I can’t live without you,” I sighed. “I 
need you.”

I was forever stuck with Ana and her awful lies; I 
was never going to get rid of her. I struggled, being 
forced into therapy by my mom because she was at 
her wits’ end with what else to do to help me. I hated 
therapy. I hated my mother for, in a sense, torturing 
me with therapy, and I hated myself for succumbing 
to Ana and letting her control me. I wanted to end it 
all; I wanted to end my life, end my suffering, end the 
heartache. I had become so weak that I lost the will 
to live, to carry on.

As much as I wanted to, I couldn’t ever truly attempt 
to take my life, but I did cause myself a lot of physi-
cal harm, not only through my “dieting,” but also by 
slicing up my arms and legs. Living with Ana for so 
long and becoming so weak made me feel numb―
so numb that I would cut myself just so I could feel 
something, anything.

“Nothing works anymore. How the hell am I supposed 
to carry on living when I feel like absolute shit?”  
I thought. “What’s the point of waking up  
tomorrow? What’s the point of living with this  
BEAST on my back?

 “Wow, you can’t even bring to kill yourself you need 
me so much, hah!” Ana chimed in with an evil smile 
plastered on her face. “You’re so much of a failure 
you can’t even die right!”

“That’s not true! Shut up! I hate you! I hate you! I 
HATE YOU!” I screamed, tears running down my 
cheeks. “You’re not real! You don’t exist!” Sobbing, I 
put my hands over my ears, like a small child would 

when they don’t want to hear something. “I don’t 
need you!”

“Listen you hideous, insolent, worthless piece of  
human waste! You NEED me. Look at yourself! You 
see how much better you look now? I did that…ME! 
You wouldn’t be shit without me! Without me, you 
would have stayed a disgusting, unlovable, mass 
of crap. Don’t you remember how miserable you 
were without me? Stop lying to yourself, you need 
me,” Ana hissed in my ear with her wide, toothy grin, 
forcing me into submission. 

My mind was quiet for a moment. “You’re right. I’m 
nothing without you, Ana. I wouldn’t be able to live 
without you; you’re a part of me, a part of who I am 
now. You’re so right,” I whispered in defeat.

I was lost and kept spiraling down into what seemed 
like a never-ending abyss of self-loathing; Ana’s 
power over me got stronger and stronger with each 
day that passed. I was so tired and so weak to the 
point that I didn’t have the energy to get better; I 
didn’t want to get better—I wanted to suffer. I de-
served to suffer. 

Eventually one day in therapy, both of my parents 
were fed up with me, and my psychiatrist had them 
write me a letter offering them a way to explain how 
they felt and how what was happening to me did to 
them. It hit me like a sack of bricks being dropped 
on me from the top of the Empire State Building— 
the suffering they felt was because of me. I was 
causing others the same harm and pain that Ana 
caused me; I was becoming Ana, and I was sucking 
other people who I cared about into this swirling 
vortex of agony. 

“How could I? How dare I? How could I do that to the 
people I love?” My mind was racing, the thoughts of 
guilt and anger swelling. I hated myself more than I 
did before for only a mere moment. Once the hatred 
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dissipated, I had my “ah-ha” and “lightbulb” moment 
of clarity. 

Finally, I saw myself before Ana, and what was be-
fore me and how I desired to go back to the person 
I used to be; I missed the self-assured, sassy, yet 
caring individual that I once was. After that session, I 
felt like there was a fire burning inside my heart. All 
my feelings and strength had returned to me, like 
birds returning from their journey south for the winter. 
I had truly begun the road to recovery, and I would 
be rid of Ana and her wrath; she didn’t leave grace-
fully, since she clung to me like a barnacle on the 
bottom of a ship. However, all barnacles eventually 
either fall off or are scraped off by someone strong. 
That someone was going to be me. 

 Now, I am just about five years strong, free from 
Ana’s tyranny, and I’m still going strong. Except,  
I’m not perfect, and nobody should be. Everyone 
struggles, and everyone suffers some in life—  
that’s just what happens. However, it’s important  
for people to make sure they stay strong and  
continue to fight for their lives, those they love,  
those they care about, and fight for themselves  
and their futures. I had thought many times about 
ending my life, but I look back now and see that if 
I succeeded, I would not be able to share my story 
and show people that things get better. Life isn’t 
easy, as life is difficult and you will suffer, but that’s 

what gives you experience, which you can share  
with others who may be struggling. What you share 
may be the difference between them ending it all  
and them pushing through to carry on.

I strive to help others in any way I can, and I have 
helped quite a few people simply through talking to 
them and sharing my story; seeing these people who 
struggled find solace and strength within themselves 
by getting to see they’re not alone is something that 
brings me immense joy and pride. Because of this 
experience, I always tell people who are struggling 
with something like an eating disorder, depression, 
anxiety, and other mental health issues of that nature 
to seek help and talk to someone, anyone. You’re 
not alone and there are people who want to help 
you and see you succeed in life. I learned this the 
hard way whilst dealing with Ana, and although I 
hated therapy at the time and I didn’t want to burden 
anyone with my pain, those things are what kept me 
from ending my life; getting the help I needed and 
sharing what was happening in my mind with some-
one helped me to understand exactly what I was 
going through. My goal in life is to help people, and 
that’s what I plan to do. 

If you or someone you know may be considering  
suicide, contact the National Suicide Prevention 
Lifeline at 1-800-273-8255

The Beauty and Chaos of Water
Kela Hayes

As the sun was beginning to set behind the vast blue 
ocean, I watched in awe of its beauty. I sat on a tall 
concrete wall, counting the waves crashing on the 
rocks beneath my feet. I could hear the echoes of my 
friend’s laughter next to me, but in that moment, it 
was just me and my thoughts. All my senses worked 
together to create a beautiful moment. The sight 
of the colorful sky, the blue waves in the distance, 
the white wash below my feet, the smell of fresh air 
and salt, the texture of the concrete underneath my 
palms. In that moment, time seemed to stand still. 
It’s one of those rare blissful moments you’ll experi-
ence if you’re lucky. It’s like a gift from the universe. 

After the sun had set, the sky turned a beautiful 
pastel pink. My friends and I knew it was a picture 
opportunity we could take advantage of. I love 
capturing beautiful moments I can forever look back 
on. Walking along the shore of the beach had never 
been more magical. The ocean was calling for me to 
take a dip. Without hesitation, I took off my clothes 
and raced into the water. My friends stayed back, 
so I had a moment to myself. It was just me and my 
thoughts. I floated on the rippling water watching the 
pink, purplish sky. My ears underneath the surface, 
I heard the echo of the ocean. The water below me 
was dark and mysterious, though I wasn’t scared. An 
airplane came into view and I watched as it flew over 
the sky above me. As the ocean has many mysteri-

ous wonders, so does the sky, I thought. One thing 
stood out to me the most—the moon. It looked so 
close I could almost reach out and touch it. The way 
it shined in the sky could light up the whole city. 

At that moment, I was having a beautiful experience 
with water, and I had a deep realization that water 
isn’t always beautiful, but sometimes chaotic. During 
my childhood, I had a wild imagination. I imagined 
water as a human with multiple personalities, and  
it was either my friend or enemy. When I was in  
elementary school, I remember going to the beach 
quite often. I would mainly go with my friends, but 
this experience in particular was with my grand-
mother who would babysit me every now and then. 
She would take me on little adventures whenever I 
would visit her. I had brought along this blue dolphin 
floater that was larger than me and had handles on 
each side so it was easier to carry. I was always 
excited to play with it when I went to the beach. 

As I raced into the water with my dolphin friend, my 
grandmother shouted: “BE CAREFUL!” She had 
heard on the news that the current would be stronger 
than usual that day. She wasn’t too worried, how-
ever, because I was a pretty good swimmer and I 
knew better than to go out too far. As I played and 
let my imagination let loose, I could feel the heat of 
the sun baking my skin to a pink fleshy color. Being 
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only nine, I always forgot about the painful aftermath 
of a sunburn. Sunscreen never seemed to work on 
my fair skin, and my family would always laugh at 
me when I would come out looking like a lobster. As 
time went by, I got carried away and accidentally let 
my dolphin friend slip from my grasp. I reached out 
to try and grab it, but the current was too strong and 
it pushed my friend out beyond my reach. I felt the 
water getting deeper and deeper as I tried to swim. 
I looked back and saw my grandmother on shore. 
She noticed what was happening and put down her 
newspaper. “That’s too far!” she yelled. Anxiety start-
ed to fill my nine-year-old mind. I don’t want to lose 
my friend, I thought to myself. 

Thankfully, a man on a surfboard happened to be 
passing by and saw me struggling. He grabbed my 
friend and pushed it towards me, and I reached out 
to grasp the handle. I felt so relieved and thanked 
the man. I swam back to shore where my grand-
ma was waiting. “You okay?” she asked, as she 
wrapped me in a towel. I nodded and wiped the 
water from my face. I didn’t feel like going back  
after that. 

To someone older, this experience doesn’t seem 
all that traumatic, but I, being nine years old, was 
haunted for some time. The anxiety is what got me 
the most because being so young, you’re more 
fragile to stressful situations, especially in the ocean. 
I would remember this chaotic experience with water 
for a while. 

People tend to have many interesting experiences 
with water from the ocean, but some of my expe-
riences with water happened close to home. From 
second grade up until I graduated high school, I 
lived in a tall white building next to the Ala Wai. From 
my apartment complex, the view was actually quite 
nice, given the reputation of the “not so clean” canal. 
I lived on the eleventh floor, so looking down from 

my balcony I could see the street that leads straight 
down along the canal. When I was younger, I used 
to watch the cars pass or the paddlers doing their 
warm-ups. On days where it would rain super hard, 
the canal would overflow with brown water, and on 
sunny days the water would have a greenish tint to it. 
From the view, I could also see Palolo Valley and the 
mountains behind it. On certain days the tip of the 
mountains would be covered with a gray haze, which 
added to its beauty. 

From where I was, the canal didn’t look so bad, 
but that’s until you got closer. I would always hear 
stories about the canal that seemed like a nightmare. 
The water is so contaminated that a man died from 
it. How did it get like this, I thought. Walking along 
the canal you can see a variety of things in the water, 
from plastic bags to shopping carts. You can liter-
ally go on a scavenger hunt. I wondered what else 
could be in there that no one knows about; probably 
mutant creatures ready to swallow someone whole. I 
heard that long ago people were able to swim in the 
canal, and the water was fresh and clean. I always 
thought what it would be like if I could have expe-
rienced that. It goes to show how wasteful human 
beings can be, considering the current state of the 
canal. The only things you can really do in the canal 
now is either go paddling, fish to throw the fish back, 
and jog along the sidewalk. I remember when I was 
younger, my grandpa used to take me fishing by the 
canal just for fun. We would reel in what we could 
find and throw it right back. No way I’m eating that, 
I thought. We also would bring bread to feed the 
ducks and watch them swim in circles. The home-
less that lived in tents near there seemed to be enter-
tained by the activities that go on. 

One day around noon, I was walking home from the 
gym and decided to walk along the canal, since it 
was the fastest way home, and I didn’t have to pass 
through the busy city. It started to pour and I had 

nothing but my exercise clothes on, so I got soaked. 
I didn’t mind it, though, as I was distracted by the 
view of the canal. It would seem like just a normal 
rainy day, but the canal appeared as it never had 
before. It rained so hard that it formed a huge double 
rainbow over the canal. The sky was cloudy, but had 
a tangerine color to it. As I walked along, I watched 
the rain hit the surface of the canal and, it created 
ripples in a harmonious way. It seemed like the water 
was dancing to a symphony. I decided to sit at the 

edge of the sidewalk and take in the view. I remem-
ber listening to the song “Can We Kiss Forever” by 
Kina. The view and the song created this euphoric 
moment that you can only experience if you’re lucky. 
During that time, I was going through a lot emotion-
ally, and I felt as if that moment were a gift from God. 
Before the rain died down, I had made sure to take 
photos of the moment. I love capturing beautiful 
moments I can forever look back on.

What-o-Saur 
Tomy Takemura
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The Floor Has Taken Hostages
Sabrina Foley

My mother emanates kindness. The lines that are 
indented on the outsides of her eyes are what one 
would initially notice when analyzing her face. These 
lines are furrowed from smiling so often. The bags 
under her eyes tell of her immense lack of sleep. She 
constantly goes without rest because she slaves 
over her career in order to keep a roof over my sis-
ter’s head and mine. My mother’s hair lies tiredly over 
her ears, and one strand constantly falls across her 
face in front of her eyes; time is not a luxury that she 
is afforded to style her hair. Her eyes are a paradox 
in themselves; they are an icy blue, but they radiate 
anything but coldness. They always seem to say, “I 
accept you,” with a certain warmth. Her voice rings 
out like a bell chiming a song made of the words she 
speaks. Her teeth, perfectly-aligned, are ever-ex-
posed; her smile never fades. Sunspots decorate my 
mother’s skin, scattering across her arms, legs, neck, 
and torso like the markings of a leopard; when she is 
not working, she is in the ocean, and sun protection 
often slips from her mind. Her spontaneity inspires 
those around her. Overall, she emits happiness, kind-
ness, free-spiritedness.

But she struggles.

 I walked into her room yesterday. The floor has 
taken hostages: clothes, hair products, bags, papers, 
mail, charging cords, boxes, shoes. It demands a 
ransom of genuine contentment. My mother is not 
truly happy. The identity that she shows to the world 
and that of which she shows in the comfort of her 
home are two separate people. My mother thinks 
that it is a burden to others to display any emotion 
that is not pure joy and happiness, so every morn-
ing, after she walks into the closet to change into 
her clothes for the day, she switches places with her 
second identity. Over the years, the pressures and 
battles that she faces have gradually dimmed the fire 
that burns inside her. They seem to slowly deplete 
the oxygen until one day when there will be no more 
oxygen left to deplete, and the fire that inspires so 
many around her will burn out. 

Despite the battles that she fights every day, she 
shows the world her true form—who she would be at 
all hours if she weren’t faced with the hardships that 
are relentlessly hurled at her every day.

The Queen of Choy Sum
Beverly Contridas

It was a bustling Thursday night around seven o’clock 
in a Korean BBQ restaurant. Most of the people just 
go in to order take out for dinner, but some stay and 
eat there. There were audible voices of the customers 
ordering dinners, and some were talking non-stop  
to their friends or family. Loud noises were made by 
the kids playing around, the ringing telephone, and a  
blaring radio. The water was running from the tap. 
Even the pans and plates were banging. Every sound 
could be heard all at once, and it was deafening. 

The cashier area was at the right side of the counter, 
with a stack of To-Go plates for the customer’s orders. 
By the left side of the cashier, there were choices of 
sides or vegetables. The cashier had to write the food 
orders on the plate, and the co-worker had to place 
the customer’s chosen vegetable sides and finally 
pass the plate to the kitchen, similar to Panda Express 
restaurant or Yummy’s Korean BBQ.

I had been working in this small Korean BBQ restau-
rant for two years. When I was eighteen-years-old, my 
friend Justine from high school got me into this job to 
help me gain experience and, of course, extra money 
for personal use. Justine is two years older than me. 
She is also a beautiful, kind-hearted, bubbly Filipina, 
and a loving friend.

It was a hectic night for both of us, taking orders, 
taking payments, making change, packaging food, 
and cleaning tables. Moreover, Justine traded with me 
to take orders. For example, she went to the cashier 
while I got more vegetables from the back. We had  
already run out of some of the prepared vegetables, 
so I refilled the ones we still had in stock in the fridge. 

About five minutes later, I was packaging the custom-
er’s plates and called order number fifty-two. A pale-
skinned woman with short blonde hair went in front 
of the cashier and took the package. She glanced at 
the refilled trays behind the counter and complained 
angrily to me: “Oh there is still choy sum, you lied to 
me, you said you ran out of the choy sum.”

 It was true that we ran out of choy sum, but it was my 
co-worker who told the customer that. It was so busy 
that we did not realize that my manager had cooked 
more choy sum because almost all of the vegetable 
side dishes were gone. I looked at my co-worker  
and back again at the lady and apologized to her by 
saying, “Oh, I am sorry, but I never told you that. It 
was my friend who took your order. I am sorry we  
did not know earlier that the cooks were making  
more choy sum.”

However, she griped petulantly: “You lied, I love choy 
sum, and that is what I came here for.” Then, she just 
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took the plates and walked to their table at the corner 
close to the door of the restaurant. I also heard her 
complaining to her husband that the servers had lied 
about the choy sum. We assumed that this couple 
was new in town because our regular customers  
were kind and understanding. She was very blunt,  
so Justine and I just ignored it.

Three minutes later, I went into the back to get some 
more vegetables. Meanwhile, the lady was returning 
to the front. I suddenly heard her yelling, so I rushed 
back. I saw the lady stand up from her chair. She 
shouted, “You guys are so rude, you even lied to me. 
We are leaving, and we are not gonna eat here again!” 
They even demanded that the workers should give 
them extra to-go plates so they could split their food. 
Justine was scared of the lady’s attitude, so she just 
gave them some take-out boxes, and they left imme-
diately. The elderly customers just looked at us and 
ignored the disruptive lady. I caught the eye of one of 
the elderly customers that was waiting for her plate. 
The elderly customer just shrugged and smiled at me, 
and I smiled back. 

We ignored our frustration for a little while and con-
tinued serving our customers. Finally, I asked Justine, 

“Why did the lady get so mad? Did you do something 
wrong?” 

Justine said, “I don’t think so, that lady came up to 
me at the counter and asked why the radio station 
had been changed. Then she requested me to change 
the station because she does not want to explain 
to her kids about liberal and conservative politics. I 
asked her to please wait. I called the request on the 
microphone to tell our manager to change the station 
because I do not know how to operate the radio. We 
were busy taking and packing orders, and our manag-
er was busy cooking as well, so no one changed the 
radio station. That is why she yelled at us. The lady 
even said she was going to come back tomorrow to 

talk to our boss.” That night was so frustrating.

The next morning, I had to go to school, so I could 
only work the night shift. However, my manager texted 
Justine and me to let us know that the lady came back 
to the restaurant to talk to our boss. My manager let 
the lady use the telephone to speak to our boss.  
My manager said she was like a kid having tantrums.  
Justine and I were thankful that our boss always 
fought for his workers. The only thing our boss told 
the lady was, “Sorry, I have my own rules, and it is not 
possible to replace vegetables when there is nothing 
left. They had run out of almost all of the sides, the 
chefs cooked more, and that is my rule,” explained 
the boss.

In the end, the lady could not do anything about it. 
She even said that the workers treated her so rudely 
that she would tell the media about the issue or post it 
on social media, but as far as we know, she never did. 
The restaurant was busy again when she went back 
because it was lunchtime, so everyone prioritized 
doing their job and serving their customers. She was 
just so impatient and immature.

In this situation, I think it was a sociolinguistic mis-
communication because she did not directly request 
to change one of her sides to choy sum after it came 
out of the kitchen. However, it was also our fault for 
not offering to change it. Although it was partly about 
cultural values, it was excruciating that some people 
treat workers poorly and that they think they are  
powerful enough to insist that everything is the  
worker’s fault.

From this experience, I learned that I need to develop 
English phrases and strategies to be able to under-
stand and deal with irate and difficult customers. I  
also need to practice more and improve my speed 
and handle my job well to give customers a feeling  
of satisfaction with our service. 

Palovina 
Miyuki Sekiguchi
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Trial by Fire: A Cook’s Journey in 
the City by the Bay

Athena Ortiz

San Francisco is heaven for a professional cook. I 
first experienced the magic of “The Paris of the West” 
in the summer of 2016 while on a vacation. My goal 
was to eat as much as I possibly could in a ten-
day period. The colorful street food of the Mission 
District takes you straight to Mexico with its juicy 
carnitas tacos, spicy salsa, and cold cerveza. The 
white-tableclothed, Michelin-starred restaurants 
serving twelve-course meals while patrons sip cham-
pagne are punctuated by the faint smell of expensive 
perfume lingering from nearby tables. The vibrant 
farmer’s markets contain endless selections of fresh 
tomatoes, strawberries, melons, herbs, citrus, oys-
ters, and fish. In California, everything is always in 
season. By the end of my trip, I had a loftier goal in 
mind: I had to cook here. 

So at the ripe age of twenty-two, I uprooted myself 
from an entire life spent in the Hawaiian Islands and 
moved to the chilly, fog-covered city by the bay. I 
had been a line cook for three years prior to this, har-
boring dreams of becoming a well-known chef and 
representing Hawai’i. In my inspired stupor, I was 
convinced I had what it took to survive in a new city. 
With this perfect dose of naivete, I took the plunge. 

I landed at one of San Francisco’s best Italian-in-
spired restaurants, Flour + Water. They had fresh 
ingredients, meat butchered in-house, a constantly 

changing menu and pasta…a lot of pasta. It was 
everything I had envisioned when I dreamed of the 
perfect restaurant, much in the same way a woman 
imagines her ideal husband. But like any relationship, 
my journey with this restaurant was not at all easy. 

The hardest part in the beginning was the culture 
shock I experienced. There was a largely Hispanic 
presence, particularly the prep cooks, in the restau-
rant. There was Alejandro, the Mexican maestro who 
could do every task assigned to him faster and more 
efficiently than anyone else. His wife, Reina, who 
made the most uniformly perfect fresh pasta I’d ever 
seen. They had their own team of fellow Mexicans 
who did most of the prep in the morning. Then, we 
had our team of porters, a scrappy group of Hondu-
rans who talked smack with every single person, no 
exception. Naturally, they all spoke Spanish and I, of 
course, did not. I immediately felt like an outsider. 

My fellow line cooks came from various back-
grounds, but they all had one thing in common: they 
were smoother, faster, and just plain better than I 
was. The restaurants I had been cooking in were 
nowhere near as fast-paced or advanced as the 
restaurants in San Francisco. These cooks had gone 
through the ranks in restaurants that were far supe-
rior to any I had worked in. Being a line cook is like 
being in an exclusive club or gang, and each restau-

rant has their own. In this profession, you spend 
more time with your fellow cooks than anyone else. 
Fitting into this community is essential to succeeding 
and helps one survive the rigors of the job. I was 
determined to become part of this new gang. 

To be accepted, you first have to be able to keep 
up with the others. Cooking is a fast-paced, ac-
tion-packed, adrenaline rush, much like a sport. You 
spend most of your day prepping for service, ensur-
ing you have everything you need to do your job as 
perfectly as possible. Then service comes―an on-
slaught of orders and chaos. No matter what you do 
to plan for this inevitable battle, every night brings a 
multitude of curveballs. If you can’t organize yourself 
extremely well and quickly execute each dish, you’ll 
end up “in the weeds.” 

During the first couple of months at Flour + Water, I 
lived in the weeds. I was on garde manger, the sta-
tion responsible for appetizers and desserts. Every 
station had one cook assigned to it each day. I could 
never finish all the prep I needed in time for service 

by myself. This was always painful, watching every-
one else confidently going into service while I floun-
dered, too ashamed to ask for help. So, Chef Kate 
or Chef Evan would come over to my station and du-
tifully tie up loose ends. “You mean you didn’t finish 
the anglaise yet, and you have NONE to start with? 
That was poor planning.” Or “You didn’t slice any of 
your charcuterie? We need charcuterie platters for 
the private party in 20 minutes!” I would try to hide 
my look of embarrassment and say,“Yes, Chef. Sorry, 
Chef. I’ll try harder next time.” I was always trying 
harder than I did the day before. 

I pushed myself to be better every day because I had 
my heart set on one thing: I wanted nothing more 
than to work the coveted pasta station. It was the 
fastest, most demanding, and most technical station 
in the restaurant. The pasta cook was responsible for 
more dishes than any other station. You had to be 
swift, smooth, and execute each dish with extreme 
finesse. And I wanted to be able to do all these 
things. I watched the pasta cook every day, trying to 
pick up some clue to his success. 

Installation-1 
Mai Sudo Privett
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Eventually, I got to the point where I wasn’t always in 
the weeds, so they moved me up to the wood oven 
station. This was one step below the entree and  
pasta stations. I was responsible for the pizzas and  
a few side dishes. It was exhilarating being in front  
of that thousand-degree oven, constantly feeding  
it the wood it needed to burn bright through the 
night. It was a messy station, leaving you covered 
in flour and tomato sauce by the end of each night, 
sweaty and thirsty beyond belief. It was a blast.  
But it wasn’t the pasta station. I was always in Chef 
Evan’s ear: “When do you think I can train on pasta?” 
His response was always that they needed me more 
on the station I was already on, but “Soon, we’ll have 
space for you. You’ll be the next one we train there,  
I promise.”

But the months went by and I watched multiple 
newer, less adept cooks get placed on the station I 
desired to make my own. Each time this happened,  
it was like a small knife to the heart. Why was it 
always the men who got to work this station before 
me? Was I not good enough? Had I not proved my 
worth enough? Did I not pay enough in blood, sweat, 
and tears? 

What made things easier to bear were the friends 
I found in my fellow line cooks. The battlefield that 
was cooking at Flour + Water had brought us  
together as comrades. Mikey, the bespectacled 
Filipino-American from the East Bay, always exuded 
calm. Ryan, the bearded entree cook who always 
found himself a bit overwhelmed, could find a way  
to motivate you while making you laugh. Ben from  
Chicago appeared demure at first, but underneath 
his discipline was a delightful sass. Stress tends to 
unite people, and we were the perfect example of 
this. Every day with these guys was filled with shit-
talking, laughter, quick comebacks, and most impor-
tantly—encouragement. We always found a way to 
lift one another up. I had finally been accepted into 

the gang. I even learned some Spanish. 

After almost nine months at Flour + Water, Chef 
Evan gave me the news I had always longed to 
hear: “We’re gonna train you on pasta starting next 
week.” I couldn’t believe my ears. The night before 
my first pasta shift, I could hardly sleep. On the day 
of, I was as eager as I had ever been in my entire 
cooking career. It felt like my whole life had been 
leading up to this point. I set up my station impec-
cably―every spoon, knife, and tong in its place. A 
pile of soft butter sat in the middle of the counter. My 
reach-in fridge was loaded with prep for the evening: 
braised pork, preserved lemons, chopped rosemary, 
poached salmon, diced tomatoes, and more. A full 
rack of fresh pasta was lined up to the left of my 
station, having been made only a few hours before. 
Everything was where it belonged and best of all, 
there were no weeds in sight. 

Twenty minutes before service, with my pasta water 
boiling violently behind me, I tied my apron on nice 
and snug. As I took the last sip of my pre-service 
coffee, a feeling of accomplishment swept over me. 
There I was, standing at the helm of the station I had 
dreamed about for almost a year. Everything that had 
seemed so intimidating and impossible on my first 
day at Flour + Water was now my reality. The work-
load that I once struggled to carry was now a breeze. 
The cooks I once felt were leagues above me were 
now my equals. I had grown into not just a stronger 
cook, but a more confident woman. 

As Chef Evan approached the pass to check in with 
each cook, I felt nothing but pride and  
self-assurance. Turning to me, he asked, “Ready for 
an awesome service?”

“Yes, Chef,” I replied, grinning from ear to ear. 
“Ready.”

Two Lost Souls
Kaylee McCombs

I wake up at seven every morning when they bring 
my dry kibble to my door. It always makes me happy 
to see their kind and gentle faces. Sometimes they 
stop by for a little while and throw my ball around, or 
just sit in my cage and snuggle. It always makes me 
feel better to snuggle with them. Sure, a ball being 
thrown in a field full of tall grass that covers my head 
is ideal, but when they throw it in the cage, it never 
goes too far. I’ve learned not to hope for the ideal. 
I’ve learned to settle for what I can get.

I have no idea how long I’ve been here, but it  
seems 900 years is pretty accurate. I am a dog.  
I don’t do the whole “numbers” thing. What I  
know is that I remember being a puppy and living 
happily with a family in a humongous house with  
lots of green grass to run around in. It felt like one 
day I was running around outside, wild and free, and 
the next I was sitting here all alone. In actuality, it 
didn’t happen quite that quickly, but that doesn’t 
make it hurt any less.  I miss those days. Watching 
their faces light up on Christmas morning when I  
first came home is one of my favorite things to  
remember. The little girl squealed and said a  
puppy was the best present ever. I would spend  
the day running to my heart’s desire and end the 
night tucked away in between warm bed sheets  
with my family. But those days are over. I am old-
er now and they must have decided that I was no 

longer worth the effort it took to take care of my old 
body. 

When I am sad, I tend to think about what I did 
wrong. Did I have too much energy? I thought I did 
pretty well, mostly just running around. Sure, there 
was a spilled coffee here and a broken window there, 
but nothing out of the ordinary. Of course, I wanted 
to go on walks and wrestle with my mom, but they 
didn’t like to, so I would just run. Sometimes they 
would sit on the porch and laugh whenever I tripped 
over a hole in the ground, so I would make sure to 
run over it a few more times just to hear their laugh-
ter. It was music to my big floppy ears.

As I got older, they stopped watching me run. I still 
ran, but no one was on that porch anymore. The 
paint got duller and the chairs became damaged 
from the sunlight. They would lock me outside all day 
and only let me in to sleep at night on the floor. No 
more comfy comforters. No more snuggles. 

They put me in their car one day and I could tell it 
wasn’t going to be a fun car ride to the park. Their 
energy was different; I could feel that they no lon-
ger wanted me. I was going gray, my tail was all 
crooked from the time I wagged it so hard that it 
broke against the coffee table, and I always had the 
dumbest smile that took over my whole face when-
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ever they would come home. They used to call it 
cute, but I heard my dad talking about how hideous 
my teeth were. I was still me, but I was just not what 
they wanted anymore.

When we got to my new home, they didn’t say 
goodbye. They just dropped me off at the door and 
quickly ran back into the car. I was confused at first, 
but I eventually realized what had happened. It kind 
of changes a dog to understand that they are no 
longer what their family wants.

It was raining, so I walked under the roof of the 
building to wait for someone to come take me home. 
I was met by a young girl in a dark green shirt. She 
knelt down so her face was aligned with mine, and 
rubbed my ears; I really love when humans rub my 
ears. I followed her inside the large building, my new 
home. It was a little confusing, though. No big yards 
for running, and only a tiny area to go potty in. I felt 
very confused, but at least I had somewhere to stay 
and wait for my new family to come home.

***

“Dad, you really need a hobby; it isn’t good for you 
to sit alone in this house,” my daughter, Mellissa 
screeches over the phone. When she gets on this 
topic her voice starts to sound just like her mother, 
always pushing me to take better care of myself.

“I don’t like hobbies. They take up too much time!” I 
angrily respond. She has squabbled these words so 
many times that I now tune her out whenever she 
tries to “mother” me.

“You haven’t been the same since Mom died. I’m 
worried.”

“I know what I’m doing.”

“Do you?”

Truth be told, I don’t. Since Mandy died a few years 
ago, I feel helpless. Nobody expected her to live 
much longer after she was diagnosed with cancer, 
and some said she lived a good, long life. But seven-
ty is too young to die. 

I met Mandy back in high school. We started dating 
in 1967, our senior year. She was the type of gal that 
made the whole world brighter just by being in it. 
She was three years younger than me, and it was a 
big scandal when we started dating, but her parents 
approved because they knew I was a down to earth 
guy with little intention of letting her go. When she 
turned 20, we married, so it didn’t matter what age 
she was. We had three beautiful children: two boys 
and a girl. They’re all grown up now, but the news 
about their mother tore them apart. Ever since she 
died, my daughter calls me daily, and visits me once 
a week, probably to make sure I haven’t offed myself.

We were married fifty years before she died, and I 
miss her every day. I try to move on, but at seventy 
years old, there’s not much I can do, except sit on 
the couch and watch the cooking channel. That was 
Mandy’s favorite.

We followed her dream of moving onto a small farm 
in Virginia. I didn’t want this life, but Mandy did, and 
she did so much for me that I felt I needed to give 
her what she had been dreaming of. It was a twen-
ty-acre plot of land with a four-bedroom house that 
sat on the west side of the property. 

“Isn’t it beautiful, babe?” she would say with stars in 
her eyes. She would talk about the amazing things 
we could do with the land. 

“We could put a small barn here, and a garage over 
here, and the kids could have a playground over 
here!” The enthusiasm spewed out of her mouth 
while she pointed to different areas. I often won-
dered if she and I were looking at the same place. 

Gibraltar 
Ariana Taylor Enomoto
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Now, I gaze at the barn from our porch and watch 
the sunset over her dreams. We used to watch them 
together, our arms around one another while we 
talked about our futures together. Each sunset brings 
me closer to her. I didn’t understand what she saw at 
first, but now that she’s gone, I see what she saw. 

Today, I am spending the day with Melissa, my eldest 
daughter. She wants to take me out for lunch, and 
then a surprise activity after. I’m not sure what she 
means by surprise. I’m not one for surprises but sus-
pect I have no choice but to give her a chance.

She picks me up on the front porch and turns the 
radio down as I step into the car.

“You ready, Dad?” she says, as she puts the car in 
drive.

“For lunch, yes. I’m starving. Now about this surprise,” 
I say, after a brief pause. “Am I going to like it?”

Her eyes light up and before I can react or say some-
thing sour, she turns to me and smiles.  “Just wait, 
it’ll be perfect for you!”

Lunch takes place at a rundown Subway about 
twenty minutes from my house. It’s fine, but I am too 
anxious to know what the surprise is to focus on my 
food. I keep bugging her to tell me, but every time 
she sighs and takes another bite of food or pretends 
she doesn’t hear me in the first place. After an hour 
of eating and small talk, she takes me to the car and 
begins to drive down the road.

“Where are we going, Mel?” I say, my anxiety building 
like a shaken-up soda bottle. “I need to know for my 
own safety.”

“Okay, okay fine I will tell you. Dad, you need a friend. 
Not a TV, or your own reflection, so I am taking you 
to the shelter to get a puppy. Someone to keep you 

company and work on the farm with. Someone you 
can talk to.”

I’m silent as we pull up in front of a building that 
looks like an old jail with a few flowers placed around 
the front door. I’m still processing this information 
even as we bluster in through the large green doors, 
making sure to mind the flowers on the steps. A 
puppy? How am I supposed to care for one? I 
don’t even take care of myself, let alone an animal. 
Puppies have too much energy and always need 
attention, and I don’t have a lot to give. I walk inside 
knowing this won’t work out.

***

The lights come on in the shelter, and I begin to feel 
the excitement bubble in my body. My tail begins 
to wag, and I prance around my room to show I am 
extra happy today. I had a dream last night that this 
is it. This is going to be the day my new family will 
finally come to get me. 

I’ve had this dream a few times before, but today 
feels different. I can envision myself in the tall green 
grass, and snuggled up beside them at night. Today 
is the day!

As the girl in the green shirt comes and gives me 
my food, I lick her face and jump in her arms. She 
doesn’t seem to like that so much, but she sits and 
snuggles me anyway while I scarf down my entire 
bowl. Today. Is. The. Day. When she leaves, I put  
my favorite toy by the door so I have something my 
family can throw for me once we get home. I got 
this toy on my first night in the shelter. It is a big red 
ball with rings around the side, and it squeaks loudly 
when I bite into it. 

The doors are open! Time to put on my best smile 
and sit perfectly straight! The first person who comes 
in is a young couple. The girl has long red hair, and 

the guy has short spiky black hair. They are an odd 
couple, but they aren’t my family because they don’t 
even make it to the back of the shelter before finding 
a small pipsqueak of a puppy who has been here 
for just under a day to take home. Discouragement 
settles over me like it has so many times before, 
but I manage to still sit tall and smile large! No one 
comes in for a while, and they eventually feed me 
lunch, which makes me sleepy. I am still lying down, 
my eyes heavy, when I hear the doors open and see 
an old man and a girl walk in. The girl is pointing to 
all of the puppies, slowly making her way towards 
the back. The man looks irritated with all the puppies. 
He picks every one of them up, and they lick his face. 
He smiles but always puts them back. 

Now, they are only one stall away from mine! I smile 
real big and wag my tail as fast as it can go! My tail 
ends up hitting against the chain fence and I whim-
per slightly, catching their attention. They come over 
to my cell, and I feel something so old, almost for-
gotten, that it feels foreign. I feel love. I hear the man 
say, “Now this is the one. I want to hold this one.” 

The nice lady lets them into my cage, and I sit up 
straight and smile, and try my best to be still. I try, 
but my body is shaking so much from the excite-
ment that I can’t. The man reaches down and rubs 
my ears, and eventually bends down to my face and 
looks me in the eyes. I can feel his soul, and I can 
tell he could too. I inch towards his face and lick his 
cheek like I see the small puppies do. He laughs and 
smiles, and I can tell this is where I belong.  
The girl he is with bends down beside him and gives 
me a big hug. I like her too, so she gets a kiss on the 
cheek. The woman at the gate steps away and re-
turns with a leash and a collar. I can’t believe it! This 
is the day! I know it! My dream has come true! 

The man slips the collar over my head, and I grab my 
big red ball and I walk right beside him outside. The 

girl he came with stays behind, and we are alone 
outside together. It is magical. He calls me over, and 
I do as I am told.

“Sit! Lay down! Go fetch!”

Oh boy, as he says fetch, he throws the ball and I  
go wild! I run as fast as I can and grab it mid-air!  
I run back to him and drop the ball at his feet,  
and believe it or not, he throws it again! And again! 
And even more! 

After running a few more times, I get tired, and  
it looks like he does too, so I walk back to the  
bench he is sitting on and lay down on his feet.  
His strong hand pets me along my back, and I  
can tell all the time I’ve spent locked in a shelter  
was for this moment. 

The girl he arrived with comes outside. She says 
something like. “Ready to go home?” I can’t tell if 
she is talking to me, or the man, but we both jump 
up and start walking side by side to the car. He 
opens the door to the backseat for me and hops in 
right beside me. I am ready to go home with my  
family. After all this time, I’ve found my true family.

***

It has been five years since I brought Remi home. 
He is my best friend and I thank my daughter every 
day for taking me to that shelter. I have spent hours 
watching him run in the grass and jump around the 
farm. I am not sure how I was able to live before I 
had his sweet friendship in my life. Every night, he 
comes into my bed and lays his head right in Man-
dy’s spot, and I can tell she would have loved him 
even more. I cannot see into the future, but I know 
that he will be by my side through it all. Together, we 
will explore to the ends of the world and then, one 
day, together, we will see Mandy again.
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Winter Wind and Rain Usher in 
Spring Lilies

Yi Du

At the end the poem, “Ode to the West Wind,” Percy 
Bysshe Shelley asks, “If Winter comes, can Spring be 
far behind?” I always thought of this question when I 
felt challenged and wanted to give up. It was a winter 
term at Mt. Hood Community College in Portland, 
Oregon. I was seven-months-pregnant, and I had to 
go to school as a F1 full-time international student. I 
studied physics, biology, and chemistry while devel-
oping my English. American dreams seem beautiful 
for many people; however, I experienced a hard time 
studying while I was pregnant. Even though my body 
could easily get tired and I was emotional, I still felt 
warm in my heart because I was looking forward to 
my new baby.

As we know, pregnant women get tired easily and 
need a lot of nutrition for their babies to grow. How-
ever, I could not get enough rest and eat healthy 
food every day during that winter semester. Going to 
school was like going to war. For instance, my baby 
and I usually would rush every day in the morning 
before we went to school. I had to wake up early in 
the morning when my baby was enjoying a very sound 
sleep. I felt sad that I made her sleep late at night 
because I had to do a lot of homework, then wake 
her up early in the next morning to go to school with 
me. In addition, I did not eat well. I had to take a lot 
of health care products before breakfast, which made 
me feel very full, and I would have no appetite to eat 

anything else. Yet, I had to force myself to eat to make 
sure my baby had enough nutrition. Also, I often had 
to eat junk food for lunch in the school cafeteria. Every 
time I ate junk food, I felt so stressed. I worried that 
the chips and corn might be genetically modified, and 
the chicken might have hormones in it. Some articles 
report that these unnatural foods might lead to an un-
healthy, or even deformed, baby. Unfortunately, I had 
to eat this type of fast food very often because I usu-
ally did not have time to prepare lunch in the morning.

 I also faced the immense pressure of school. As a 
Chinese saying goes, pregnant women tend to be 
less intelligent for three years. I felt that way because 
I had poor memory, poor concentration, and a lack of 
energy. The school day was like a long winter. I could 
not understand what the teachers talked about in the 
class because my English was still developing, which 
was the biggest challenge for my studies. I sometimes 
fell asleep because I was so tired carrying the baby, 
and the teacher’s lecture sounded like a lullaby, help-
ing me fall asleep easily. I tried to comfort myself and 
believed that it was worth attending classes because 
my baby might listen—a kind of prenatal education. I 
am glad my baby could start to learn English, as well 
as science, before she was born, which might benefit 
her brain. Every time after taking a nice nap during the 
class, I felt fresh and appreciative that my teacher did 
not wake me up during the class.

Untitled 
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Waking up from the dream, I had to face the reality of 
more challenges after class work. I felt nervous that 
I had to spend more time studying and translating 
words with a dictionary. Also, I needed to figure out all 
the problems for my science homework if I wanted to 
get a good GPA. I often felt that my baby moved ac-
tively in my belly because I had been sitting for a long 
time without walking. This was especially the case 
when it was sunny, as she moved a lot to remind me 
that it was time to do exercises and play with her. I felt 
sad because I could not focus on her. I had to go to 
the learning center to do homework with a tutor’s help. 
Doing a lot of brain activities and not enough physi-
cal movements was not healthy for either of us. The 
only thing that I could comfort myself with was that 
my baby was studying science with me, which might 
make her be a smart baby. We studied the functions 
of red cells in blood, the periodic table of elements, 
and Newton’s law of gravity. Every time I figured 
out challenging scientific questions, I felt a sense of 
achievement, told my baby that your mom got it, and 
asked her if she learned it as well. 

The winter was very long and cold, and I was looking 
forward to a warm spring. I felt that my studying, like 
the long and cold winter, never ended, and I wished to 
relax. However, after a busy day of school, I had to fin-
ish my homework and preview the next day’s lessons. 
On my drive home, I turned on Mozart’s classic kids’ 
music called “Eine Kleine Nachtmusik.” I felt a little bit 
relaxed and happy without any distractions. I felt that 
my baby also enjoyed the peaceful music. Good times, 
however, are always short. 

At home, I had to spend a lot of time translating En-
glish scientific terms with a dictionary when reading 
textbooks and doing homework. Sometimes, when 
I studied very late at night, I felt my baby was still 
awake with me. I could feel her lively and vigorous 
movements such as kicking, punching, and rolling 
in my body. Her expressive body language was the 

only way she could talk to me. She tried to tell me 
it was time to sleep, and she did not want me to do 
homework anymore. She could not fall asleep while 
I was up trying to solve difficult problems. Unfortu-
nately, though, I had to finish my work before sleeping. 
Sometimes, I said sorry to my baby. I touched my 
belly gently and sang a traditional Chinese lullaby to 
her because I believed that she could hear me. Every 
time I sang “Go to Sleep My Baby,” she stopped 
moving and became very quiet—like magic. Then, I 
could focus on my studies again. I really appreciated 
her patience and kindness!

No matter how hard the winter semester was, I still 
believed that the harder I worked in winter, the more I 
would get in spring. Even though the winter in Port-
land was cold, rainy, and windy almost every day and 
my school was so challenging, my heart was filled 
with hope and excitement because my baby was 
coming soon. I could not wait to have a smart and 
cute baby coming into my life.

 In the following beautiful spring, lily and cherry flow-
ers bloomed everywhere, bringing spring to people 
after the severe winter. My baby came to this world 
in the early spring and turned out to be very healthy 
and smart, even though her umbilical cord twined 
around her neck and caused me to bleed profusely 
after giving birth. My baby and I experienced a lot of 
hardships, like the severe winter before she was born, 
but we survived and ushered in spring lilies. The lily 
flower represents nobility and flawlessness. It also 
symbolizes all the best and how all your wishes come 
true. Therefore, I named her Lily. 

Above all, I thank myself and my baby for the efforts in 
the winter and appreciate the harvest in the following 
spring! Eventually, after a semester of hard work in the 
winter, I got a high GPA that semester. I appreciate 
the tutors who helped me a lot, and I appreciate my 
baby’s cooperation and support. My baby and I over-

came all the difficulties together, even though I did not 
have a chance to exercise, rest, or eat properly. Fur-
thermore, I gave my baby the best fetal education, not 
only the English language and science classes at Mt. 
Hood Community College, but also the positive and 
spiritual strength that I had during pregnancy. I believe 
that our experience will help her—this lily flower will 
thrive in the future. 

Portrait 
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