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Makali'i 

M 
akali'i (licerally, Little Eyes) is the popular Hawaiian name for 
che Pleiades, a prominent cluster of scars in che zodiacal con
stellation of Taurus. Although well-known in Greek my

thology as the Seven Sisters, chis hazy cluster can actually be resolved by 
the unaided eye into as many as eight scars, depending on visual acuity 
and viewing conditions. The name Makali'i holds special significance for 
Hawai'i's seven community colleges and the Employment Training 

Center. 
According co one Polynesian legend, Makali'i once shone as the 

heaven's brightest star, bur was shattered in a rage of jealousy by its 
celestial rivals, 'A'a (Sirius) and· Hoku-'ula (Aldebaran). Like seedpods 
bursting in che wind, Makali'i scattered, survived and flourished. The 
Polynesians, like Makali'i from whom they purportedly descended, 
dispersed across the Pacific Ocean on epic migrations. 

Hawai'i-Loa's voyage of discovery into che uncharted north Pacific 
Ocean was guided by his steersman, Makali'i, who sighted on che star 
cluster chat "resembles a bird" and which now bears his name-officially, 
Na-huihui-o-Makali'i. Legend claims chat each Polynesian island chain is 
marked by a zenith star. Assured by chis belief, Marquesan navigators 
sailed co Hawai'i perhaps under the guidance of Makali'i, which 1500 
years ago passed directly over Ka Lae (South Point). 

In Polynesian culture, Makali'i heralded in the new year. Sighting of 
this cluster in the early twilight of dusk signaled the opening of the 
makahiki season, which officially began with the following new moon. 
This sacred festival's name may be a contraction of Makali'i hiki (rising 
of the Little Eyes). Makali'i has come co be associated with nourishment 
and seasons of change and a guide for the future. 

Today, giant telescopes atop Mauna Kea resolve the Little Eyes into 
more than 200 young stars, all born from one cloud of gas and dust
truly sisters. As we gaze out across 400 light-years of space, Makali'i 
reminds us of a heritage both cosmic and human, with special meaning 
for Hawai'i's community colleges. 

Contributed by Joseph Ciotti, Aerospace Lab Director and Professor of 
Physics and Astronomy at Windward Community College. 
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A personal message ftom the 

Chair of the Editorial Board 

Dear Colleagues: 

The contents of Makali'i represent the diversity of the members 
of the community college system of seven community colleges and the 
Employment Training Center. With campuses spread throughout the 
islands of Hawai'i, it is meaningful to gather together through the 
medium of this journal. 

The 1997-1999 Makali'i links two milleniums. With the advent 
of the 21st century, we are faced with challenges and favored with 
opportunities as yet unrevealed. Technological advances arrive ever 
faster. While the WorldWideWeb allows us to become electronic neigh
bors of people around the globe, information overload threatens the 
serenity of our days. How do we embrace the new and retain the old? 

A millenium is 1,000 years. It is a period of prosperity, hap
piness, justice, and peace. It is an opportunity to continue to share our 
experiences and talents with others. The Editorial Board of the Makali'i 
invites you to accept the challenges and revel in the opportunities that 
await each of us as we cross the bridge into the new millenium. 

Mahala to all who continue to support the publication, Makali'i. 
May it indeed be the herald of the new year for years to come. 

s~2J41i 
Juay Guffey, Chair 
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Waipi'o River 
Carolyn Han 

A poem dedicated to the spirits of Waipi'o 
March 14, 1998 

A human rainbow 

passing rocks to free the river. 

We freed ourselves. 
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Holiday Pukahead 
Bonnie Friedman 

S o, I'm on my way to hula practice on Thursday, December 19 and 
I'm a little early. I have a bunch of stuff in my car that needs to be 

taken to the recycling bins so I think, ''I'll do that on my way." 

Even though it isn't EXACTLY on my way. So I reach the recycling bins 
in "upper" Pukalani. I dump the newspapers, which I accumulate in 

plastic grocery sacks, and one of the plastic grocery sacks accidentally 
falls into the "Newspapers Only" bin. So, trying to do the right thing, I 

climb onto the ledge of the bin and bend over to retrieve the plastic bag. 
And on my way up from leaning down into the bin, my head hits the 
metal hook which is used to secure the panel to the bin when it's full. 

Quite shocking, that is. I put my finger up to my head and it goes 
INTO a puka in my head from which blood is now exiting. I get back 

in my car, looking for something to hold against the hole in my head 
and the first thing I see is my favorite Hawaiian Force sweatshirt. "No 

way I'm gettin' that sweatshirt full of blood," I say to myself. So I find 
an old towel-pink-which, by the way, sometime on the day of this 

accident mysteriously disappears off the face of the Earth. When I have 
applied sufficient pressure to stop the bleeding, I call my friend Dan in 
Kula. This, by the way, is one of the reasons God invented car phones. I 

have no idea why I call him except maybe because he lives the closest to 
where I am and I am pretty sure he'll be home. I tell him what hap

pened and then I ask if he thinks I should maybe go to the emergency 
room. "Do you want me to come and get you? Are you sure you can 
drive?" he asks with great concern. "Maybe you should go to Kula 

Hospital or a doctor's office upcountry," he continues. I look at my 
watch. "Well, I'm thinking that the emergency room at Maui Memorial 

is on my way to hula practice," I say. "It would probably be a good idea 
to get it looked at SOMEWHERE," he responds. "Okay, that's what I'll 

do then, " I say. "Would you do me a favor?" I ask. "Of course. What?" 
"Please call my kumu hula, tell her what happened and tell her I'm really 

going to try to make it to practice but I'm pretty sure I'm going to be 
late. " ''Are you sure you're okay to drive?" he asks again. "Yes, yes, I'm 
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sure. Please just call kumu." So, I drive down the hill, in my car with the 

standard shift with one hand holding the old pink towel to the puka in 

my head. I get to the emergency room, which is incredibly quiet for the 

week before Christmas. The triage guy takes me into the office, looks at 

my head, asks a few questions and takes me into one of those curtained 

cubicles where, eventually, the doctor will see me. "I have hula practice 

in 20 minutes," I tell him. "Trust me, it's not going to happen," he 

responds. The nurse comes right in, cleans the wound, gives me a 
tetanus shot and a very attractive ice pack (which is re-usable and, she 

tells me, I may take home with me!), and tells me to wait for the doctor. 

I wait patiently for about 15 minutes. Then I get up and ask if this 

doctor is going to look at my head anytime soon. "I have hula practice," 

I say. The doctor-a very nice-looking doctor, I might add-looks at the 

puka in my head, cleans it out again and tells me that, yes, he will have 

to close it up and I have two choices. "I can do two or three stitches, but 

that means anesthesia and waiting for it to work and stitching you up 

and you're going to be here for a while. Or I can put in one staple which 

will take about three seconds." No contest, I think. Except. "Do you 

have to cut my hair for either or both of these procedures?" I ask, hold

ing my breath. "Not for the staple, maybe a tiny bit for the stitches." 

"Staple, please." Did I mention I am also suffering from the remnants of 

the flu and a very bad case of laryngitis? So, I figure, I've got nothing to 

lose. "So, Doctor. While I'm here, can you do something about my 

voice?" "There's no nice way to say this," he says. "You just have to stop 

talking." He staples shut the puka in my head-yes, with a stapler very 

similar to the one on your desk-before I even know it. "Okay, you're 

done," he says brightly. "NOW can I go to hula practice?" "I don't see 

why not," he answers. So the nurse comes back, signs me out, reads me 

my rights, gives me some ointment to use to keep my wound clean, tells 

me to have the staple taken out by my own doctor in seven days and I 

am out of there. So I get to hula practice 50 minutes late. But kumu 

feels sorry for me so I don't have to oli to get in to class. I tell the VERY 

short version of this story. All my hula sisters say, "Poo' 'ting, you." And 

we barely miss an ipu beat. 

So then, I'm at my friends Sydney and Maurice's house on 

Christmas Day showing off my stapled head and explaining that I have 

to go to Dr. Greg the very next day to have the staple removed. "Hang 
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on there just a minute," says Maurice. And he comes back a minute 

later with a pair of pliers from his tool box. "I'll take it out for you right 
now." "No, thanks," I say thinking that he is even stranger than I 

already know he is. So the next day there I am in Dr. Greg's waiting 
room with a whole bunch of other patients. (I didn't think that doctors 

even WENT to their offices on the day after Christmas.) Then, this nice 
young man, a nurse, I think, comes to get me and my chart, and guides 

me to the scale. "Okay, we'll just get your weight," he says cheerfully. 
"What? You want to weigh me the day after Christmas? I don't think 

so." "Well, it's just part of the procedure." ."Getting weighed is just part 
of the procedure to get one staple removed from my head?" Not only is 

getting weighed part of the procedure (needless to say, I cover my eyes 
for that part of the procedure), but so is measuring my blood pressure, 

taking my temperature and reviewing my medical history back to my 
mother's womb. And then, I wait. And wait. And wait. Finally, Dr. Greg 
comes in, looks at my chart and says, "You've been waiting all this time 

to get one staple removed from your head? You're kidding." "Not my 
choice, Dr. Greg. Just did what your staff said to do." 'Tm so sorry," he 

says. "If I'd only known," he continues as he gets a pair of pliers from 
HIS tool box. "Now, you're kidding," I say. "No. How did you think we 

were going to get that thing out, with a staple remover?" as he pulls 
once and out it comes, painlessly, I might add. "I feel so bad that you 
had to wait so long," Dr. Greg says. "Let's just chat for a while." So we 

do, for a few minutes. Then he sees to his other patients and I return to 
my office. And all that remains is a tiny dent where the puka used to be 
and a true, "headfelt" holiday story. 
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What I Found Objectionable 
Juliet Lee 

I thought I could get away with it, 

as if merely writing a poem 

could make beauty out of longing; 

but instead, walked twice into this cliche 

and its impropriety. 

She satisfies your mind. 

And I see her sitting prettily, 

this student hanging on the words 

of your small professorial seductions, 

in the talk of books, journeys and truisms: 

youth is wasted on the young 

there's no fool like an old fool 

In your office, the window backlit as if by fire, 

she is flushed, heightened by this intellectual stimulation 

she thinks she finds with you. 

Already in your eyes, I can see where 

she stands taller than me in this room. 
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The Porch 
Kenneth Tokuno 

for Diane Sebring 

She stood on the porch, inviting me to go inside, 

But I felt more comfortable out there with her. 

It was not a fancy porch with a bench or railings, 

Yet from there I could see the living room 

Which looked as cozy as her face, smiling 

Kindly, with blue eyes, as I told her 

How I was too nervous to sit down 

Right then. Just in the way she nodded 

Told me that she understood me like no one 

Ever had since my grandmother. 

That house looked so big, bur she said no place 

Is too big as long as you know someone 

There. Now that I know her, maybe I will 

Go inside and sit on the couch 

Next to the front door where I can still hear 

Her voice soothing other newcomers. 

Makali'i 



Ready for the Light 
Brian Cronwall 

December I, 1995 
World AIDS Day 

This morning, rain falls heavy, 
like dishes crashing on the roof 

I am working on my Christmas list, 

making my list, checking it twice, 

looking to see who gets cards, who calendars, who books, who poems, 
who other gifts. 

And then, I come across your name. 

A crack of thunder, slamming window blinds. 

I cross it off with a pencil, a pen, 
then whiteout that spreads and takes minutes to dry; 

I cannot turn the page until it is set. 

I think of driving home after breakfast at the Waipouli Cafe this 
mornmg, 

the skies dark, orange and purple 
blossoms fallen on wet roads; 

off Pu'uopae Road, two horses 

nuzzle head to flank under a sparse-leafed tree. 

The blinds slap the open window. 

I look back at my list. 
There, another name to cross off 

And another. 

Out the window, I see clots of clouds, 

a dull curtain covering 
Makaleha Ridge, Sleeping Giant, Wai'ale'ale: 

Yet I know they are there, even if invisible. 
The banana trees next door lie cut and bare; 

the stream nearby, barely heard beneath the undergrowth, 
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looks for reasons to rise, reasons not to lie still; 
and blossoms fade too soon, 
soil full of standing water, 

the roadsides of muddy red. 

For a diversion, I open the Kumulipo at random. 
In the Seventh Era of Beloved Lili'uokalani's translation, 

I linger and let the slap and caress of rain touch me 

as I read in the moments between darkness 

and the coming of ligh~: 

"Over the mountains silence reigns -

The silence of night that has moved away, 

And the silence of night that cometh, 
The silence of night filled with people, 

And the silence of night of dispersing. 
'Tis fearful the steps and narrow trails -
'Tis fearful the amount eaten and left -

'Tis fearful the night past and gone, 

The awful stillness of the night that came -

The night that went by and brought forth an offspring, 
That offspring a dog, 

A yellow dog, a tiny dog, 
A dog without hair, sent by the gods, 
A dog sent for sacrifice. 

A speckled bird was first sacrificed, 
Else he'd repent for having no hair, 
Else he'd repent for having no covering, 

And go naked on the road to Malama, 
The easiest path for children, 

From great to small, 
From tall to short, 

He is equal to the blowing breeze, 

The younger brother of the god 
From which spring the gods of the bats -

The hairy bats . Sprang the bat with many claws -
Sprang the bat and moved away, 
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That the rising surf might give it birth. 
'Tis night. " 

It is day, 
darkness and light, 
wet outside and dry in this room, 
gusts of wind, then stillness. 

And, in the distance, the rising surf. 

The silence in the names crossed out is deafening. 
What of the lists, of those still here? 

A crack of thunder, palm fronds against leaves. 

I go out to the lanai and begin to chant: 
"E Ho'omaika'i E. 

Bless the darkness, the silence, the rain; 
Bless the lungs, the ears, the nose, the mouth; 

Bless the red earth, the dark stone, the wet pavement; 

Bless the teeth, the pores, the bones, the eyes; 
Bless the mynahs, the chickens, the dogs; 
Bless the saliva, the sweat, the mucus, the tears; 
Bless the noni, the hala, the ti, the 'awapuhi; 

Bless the plasma, the marrow, the t-cells, the lymph; 

Bless the sun, the moon, the stars, the clouds; 
Bless the words, the silences, the gestures, the absences; 

Bless the breath and song and chant; 
Bless the lists, the gifts, the memory, the names, the heart: 
E Ho'omaika'i, Ho'omaika'i, Ho'omaika'i E." 

In the songs of birds, sporadic but clear, 

emerges green light; 
I watch cows move onto the wet ridge; 

the sky, lighter and lighter. 

Looking back to my list, I smile and erase lines, 

each name gone now restored. 
Remembering you, I think, 
"You now go on to a new adventure, 
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to a place where you never have to wear covered shoes 
nor take off shoes when entering. 
You are gone but not merely sacrificed, 

dispersed but not merely forgotten, 
remembered but not merely in a pile of stones in a corner of 

the garden, 
loved but not merely departed." 

As I reach the end of this year's list, 

a beam, brief, elusive, illuminates the page; 

I see so clearly the names 
of all the people of the night and of the day 

before the clouds re-appear, 
and I know my cards, notes, calendars, poems, and gifts 

will touch and heal and bless 
the yellow, the tiny, the hairless, uncovered, the great, 

the clawed, the silent, the dispersed, the loved, 

the restored. 
While the rain resumes, as it will, 

I will remember, smile, and begin: 

"E Ho'omaika'i E, 

Malama Pono, 
na pua mae'ole, 
'ola pau'ole, 

life everlasting, 
giving birth, 

passing through the night, 
now, now, 
ready for the light." 

NOTE: Kumulipo quotation from 1978 Pueo Press edition. 
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Water Man, In Honor of Teruo Kamigaki 
Betsy Morrigan 

My water tank stay empty. 

I go call Mistah Kamigaki, 
"Eh, water man, 
bring one load water, 
0 ' ' 11 " ne t ousan ga ons. 

Las' t'ree times I wen' call fo' water, 
it wen' rain. 

Eh, Mistah Kamigaki, 
You know you one rain god? 

So please, Mistah Kamigaki, 
nex' time I call fo' water, 
no deliver! 

Cause I no like pay fo' rain! 
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A Bite of Tongue 
Sharon Rowe 

Nothing makes me feel as much over forty as when 

I have the urge to say, "When I was your age ... " 

I bite my tongue 

(usually) 

and resist wagging my craggy finger 

in a face that now only reminds me why 

I don't want to be young again! 

Is it the beauty that delights? 

The sight so sweet of skin so fresh, 

so full, so soft, so sacredly smooth, 

not waiting for life to etch those lines 

that ma~e us grow so much 

into our parents' likeness -

I hold on 

to my teeth 

The same turn of mouth 

the same shrug of shoulder 

the same bite of tongue. 

my parental tone 

and my craggy finger 

and there they are 

gestunng to me 

from within 

my own skin. 
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Hole in One 
Sonia Mary Chess 

W en my husband, Joe, retired, I had visions of us spending 
he rest of our lives cruising to faraway places which were 
dvertised in the travel catalogs that arrived with regularity 

among our junk mail. "We'll kindle our romance again," I thought, as I 
dreamed about moonlight nights and strolling on the upper deck of a 
Cunard ship with five-star service. 

Joe had his own agenda for retirement bliss, however, and it had to 
do with his metamorphosis from business executive to amateur handy
man. Not only that, but I was to become his unwilling job-apprentice. 

My suspicions were aroused when I noticed his becoming more 
enamored of newspaper inserts containing hardware ads than the sports 
section. They were confirmed when he announced one morning that he 
had to run down to the hardware store to pick up what sounded like a 
"rplfquiflibrek" wrench (I don't speak hardware) to fi_x_ the timer on the 
water heater. 

"Why not call Alan who comes to fix our appliances and stuff?" I 
queried. He hastily dismissed my suggestion and bolted out to the car as 
if a process server were at his heels. 

He returned two hours later with his hardware purchases which con
sisted of four bags of various hardware tools and accessories that would 
have been the envy of the Grand Inquisitor. 

Three days later, to his and my surprise, he had actually repaired the 
timer on the water heater, and I made my first mistake of praising his 
new-found talent. "What the heck," I thought, "since Father's Day is on 
the horizon ... . " I bought him a tool box in which to keep his wrenches 
and other strange tools bearing names that linguistically didn't make any 
sense. 

I began finding little repair jobs for him to tackle-wobbly hinges 
and ceiling fans which had been installed upside down by carpenters' 
apprentices when the masters hadn't been looking; replacing ceramic 
floor tile that had cracked when our three-year-old grandson had used 
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his croquet mallet for artistic expression on the floor-all the kinds of 
things which kept the gleam in Joe's eye as he met every challenge. 

My mother used to warn me when referring to human males and 
stray animals, "Don't encourage them." I should have taken her advice 
to heart; but for one thing, Joe's puttering in the garage and in the yard 
did keep him from getting under my feet as I planned our cruises to far
away places and experimented with gourmet cooking without having to 
explain to him what it was I was inventing for dinner that evening since 
I never knew how the experiment would turn out. 

My remarks about minor house defects were suddenly perceived by 
Joe as commands to correct those defects. The garage suddenly began to 
fill up with saw-horses, different-sized step-ladders, drills, saws; sheets of 
plywood, and something called "drywall" sheets-I never heard of "wet
wall" sheets, but that's what I mean when I say none of the names of 
things from hardware stores make linguistic sense (along these lines, I 
learned that even electrical plugs are gender-specific.) All I know is that, 
as Joe's occasional, unwilling apprentice, I had begun to have lots of 
experience sweeping, mopping, and shaking off drywall dust which has 
an uncanny ability to creep underneath dust covers to settle on dishes, 
furniture, floors, and clothing. 

My new job status reached its pinnacle when one day I found myself 
holding a broomstick-handle pressed up against an exhaust fan cover he 
was installing in the bathroom ceiling. Joe was up in the crawl space of 
the ceiling hammering from above and I was acting as a "counter-force" 
while balancing precariously on the toilet lid (my childhood ballet 
teacher would have been proud.) When the doorbell rang I wasn't pre
pared to entertain a former colleague of mine who just "happened to be 
in the neighborhood on this Sunday afternoon," especially since I was 
wearing an old shorty nightgown and not much of anything else-my 
"apprentice's uniform" that is loose and very comfortable to wear indoors 
in our Hawaiian climate. The fact that I had left Joe up in the crawl 
space sweltering in 95 degree heat also prompted me to make a quick 
excuse to my colleague that, "Now is not a good time, let me call you 
later." With a knowing wink, she left, and to this day is not convinced 
that she hadn't interrupted a romantic moment. 

"The Jonas gene must have kicked in after all this time," declared one 
of our daughters in amazement at her father's new-born talent while 
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referring to her paternal grandfather who, although a barber by trade, 
could build anything from houses to violins. Joe had always wished he 
had been as talented in the carpentry department as his father, but he 
never seemed to make it and had had to settle for years in college 
resulting in an MBA and plying his trade in the dull business world 
instead of creative construction. Still, he persisted as he tried to learn his 
father's skills through serving as Jonas' helper whenever he would visit 
him until Jonas finally persuaded his son that he should stick to his own 
"business"; after all, there was a limit to the number of times the poor 
old man could handle hammers sliding off the roof onto his head 
(courtesy of Joe), to say nothing of the expense of replacing mismea
sured materials and drill bits. (Those, I understand, are not tiny pieces 
of a drill, but just another linguistic anomaly used in hardware-speak.) 

As I saw my dream of cruising to exotic lands diminish in inverse 
proportion to Joe's fix-it hobby, I looked for sympathy among my 
women friends who had also retired. "You're lucky he's doing something 
useful instead of spending all his time on the golf course like mine 
does," one admonished. 

"Joe never did like golf," I explained. "He' subscribes to the Mark 
Twain school-of-thought that, 'Golf is a good walk spoiled'." I sat and 
mulled this over for a while and conceded that she did have a point. 
"Do you think he'll ever run out of projects?" I asked. "It's amazing 
what he can find to fix. When the kids left home I was thankful that 
they took their high decibel music noise with them; now it's been 
replaced by the buzzing of saws and the squealing of drills." 

"Send him over here if he runs out of projects at your house. I can 
find lots of things I need fixed," my friend laughed. The accompanying 
twinkle in her eye convinced me that golf widows can get up to lots of 
mischief if they really put their minds to it. , 

One day I came home from shopping to find a perplexed Joe poking 
a testing device (I didn't dare ask its correct name) into an electrical out
let on the lanai. "This outlet is dead, and all the other outlets along this 
wall and the adjoining one in the rec room are dead too; we have no 
lights out here," he grumbled. 

"What were you repairing?" I ventured to ask. 

"Well, this switch to the outside light was connected to too long a 
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line; it hung down and looked untidy so I cut it off and spliced it 
together to plug into this outlet; but now the outlet is dead," he 
groaned. 

"Perhaps it blew out the circuit when you plugged it in?" I suggested 
as he glared at me in disgust. 

"I checked everything on the circuit when I turned it back on after 
splicing; it's not that," he explained in his best first-grade-teacher-to-stu
dent tone of voice while his slow burn rivaled that of Oliver Hardy's in 
one of those old slapstick movies when Stan Laurel had accidentally 
painted Ollie's face instead of a wall. 

Oops, I should have known not to make a suggestion like that. I 
must have been carried away with the irritating thought of now having 
to reprogram the VCRs, the telephone answering machine, the 
microwave oven and all the digital clocks around the house. "Welcome 
to the age of technology," I told myself. "Just another cross to bear for 
the handyman's handmaiden." I retreated into my study and closed the 
door as I retrieved my cruise magazines from their stand and sat down to 
peruse them. "No sense in re-setting anything until this electrical crisis is 
over," I told myself. 

Five minutes later Joe' growled from the other side of the door, 'Tm 
going to the hardware store to get a video on electricity." 

"Have fun!" I yelled back, and then visualized his scowl as I realized 
he probably didn't appreciate my cheery greeting at that point. 

He returned with more tools and a video in tow. Suddenly he 
announced that he was going to have to get inside the wall to look at 
the electrical lines. This announcement was followed by lots of ham
mering, sawing, and unprintable male-speak. I emerged from the study 
sometime later when everything had gone quiet to be greeted by a cav
ernous hole in the rec room wall where once a picture had hung. "This 
is definitely a different spin on 'a hole in one'," I thought perversely as I 
shuddered at the sight of the hole with wires hanging from it. Joe was 
sitting out on the lanai drinking a beer. 

"How's it going?" I asked, trying not to look horrified at what had 
now literally become the "wreck room." 

"The Jonas gene kicked out," he mumbled. "Maybe I'd better get an 
electrician." I was glad he had suggested it instead of me. 
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I replied, 'Tm sure Alan would help; should I call him?" 

"Not yet," he snapped. Oops! Jonas gene out; macho gene in. 

I wandered out into the garage and contemplated the circuit breaker. 
Noticing one particular switch that was a little out of line with the 
others, I pressed it back to even it up. It clicked into place. 

"Could it be ... ?" I was afraid to contemplate what I had just 
done. I walked back to the rec room and flipped the light switch. My 
action gave new meaning to the phrase, "And then there was light." 

Joe jumped up out of his chair and stared uncomprehendingly at the 
lights. "What did you do?" he accused. When I told liim, he looked at 
me in disbelief and then at the hole in the wall. "Damn, I've got to get 
my glasses changed," he decided. 

"Not before you hang the picture back over the hole in the wall," I 
countered, as I left the room to phone our daughter. "Hi, Luana, this is 
Mom. What's your attitude on taking a cruise to the G{eek islands with 
me this summer?" The noise of a buzz-saw in the background muffled 
her reply, "Can I call you back in a minute, Mom?" she yelled. "Rick's 
installing a new kitchen cupboard and needs me to hold the shelf level 
while he measures where it needs to go." 
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Ka Mele Hope Loa a ka 'O'o'a'a 
(the last song of the 'O'o'a'a) 

Ellen Okuma 

My song echoes 
on pnsune 
lava cliffs 
(but you're not here) 

My nest awaits you 
high 
in old 'ohi'a 
(but you're not here) 

My hope is 
. . 

a Joyous reunion 
(but you're not here) 

My memory 
keeps your melody 
alive ... 

"Keet-keet" 
I call. 
"Keet-keet" 

Wait! 
I strain 
to hear your reply 

The last notes 
of my song 
echo 
as the quiet mist 
engulfs the surrounding silence 

Nescing of che Kaua'i 'O'o'a'a was lase documenced in 1973. Sighcings of a lone bird, 
choughc co be a male, were in che mid- l 980's. Only his discinccive song could be heard 
wich no response from a female bird. Ic is believed chac chis lase bird succumbed co 
Hurricane Iniki in 1992. Thus, chis species, endemic co Kaua'i, is now presumed co be 
excincc. 
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Childhood I 
Suzanne Kosanke 

It may be that to understand ourselves as fictions, is to understand 

ourselves as fully as we can. 
- Jeanette Winterson, 

Art [Objects) p. 60 

Day has just edged into night. Crickets are picking up their 
rhythm, a few at a time. And it's quite dark under the giant 
boulevard elms that reach up toward the second story bedroom 

window. I'm up there watching a shadowy outline of mother sitting on 
the cement steps halfway from the house to the street. Or am I sitting 
next to her with Tia watching from the bedroom? Or is Tia with me up 
in the bedroom explaining why mother is crying? 

Father has forgotten her birthday (anniversary? Mother's Day? 
Valentine's Day?). A highly symbolic omission to her; an unfortunate 
lapse of memory to him. My brother is too young to understand, 
oblivious to the tragedy that sweeps through the family, but I always 
believe the world will end when she does this. On each of the days so 
precious to her, I make her a card, illustrated in great detail with a 
carefully worded message ending, "Love, Suzie." This is not enough, 
however, and she is there once more sobbing on the front steps. She may 
step out into the street and be run over. She may get up, walk away, 
never return. It may grow darker and darker until the world ends. 

But when the next morning comes, everything seems normal, the 
night is forgotten, and she has not even noticed the way I was looking at 
her from the high window. I must have been at the window, not sitting 
next to her. Even when I was older, I couldn't sit next to her when she 
cried. I feared she would explode, sending sharp splinters of herself into 
those who were closest, bursting my ear drums with her great cry of 
pain. Every significant occasion in her life was diminished by the belief 
she had been forgotten. But I still remember. 

- - - ------------------------ - ---
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Mothers Waiting at 
Honolulu lntemational Airport 

jaelle Oaks 

Sweat beads on 

In anticipation 

Of a forthcoming 747 

To arrive at 

9:45p.m. 

Hauling not-seen-in-a-long-time 

Loved ones that once were 

Keikis at breast. 

Now grown-ups with their own. 

I watch mothers 

Chasing pajama-ed keikis 

Waiting for fathers to arrive. 

One mother with long black braid . 

That hangs to her knees 

Says, "Kekei, come." 

Kekei runs in other direction, 

Knowing that the long black braid 

Will follow. 

Mothers with raw edged nerves 

Tap fingers on chair arms 

Search diaper bags for food 

Search diaper bags for time 

Search diaper bags for nothing. 

Toddlers trace a well worn path 

As irate mothers shout, 

"Get back here, sit down, stay still. " 

Except for one. 

Makali'i 



She doesn't yell 

Or even whisper. 

She follows her son until 

He's within arm's length 

She grabs his shoulder 

Spins him around. 

There's no resistance. 

It's a familiar game. 

It's what they do. 

She hand signs, 

"Stay with me, don't stray." 

He signs back 

"Why? I'm bored." 

"Because I love you," her hands say. 

He signs back, "I love you too." 

And then follows at her skirt hem. 

Worn too thin slippered 

Mother 

Whose graying hair 

And back bent 

Into the years 

Remains calm 

Stalwart 

Mirroring her own years 

Of being at the Honolulu International Airport 

Waiting for 

Waiting for 

Waiting for 

Grown keikis to arrive. 
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No outward signs 
Lou Zitnik 

"Finally," Gina whispered. "Going home." Johnny wasn't so sure. As 
he focused his 300mm lens on the twin-engine Otter, the fragile

looking plane skidded along the asphalt, rushing toward the narrow 

strip of sand that separated runway from ocean. A good picture, he 
thought, then pressed the shutter release and imagined the caption. Click: 
Ka-laupapa, a moment before disaster. 

Through the lens, he followed the prop-driven plane as it hopped into 

the air. Its bird-of-paradise logo splashed across the fuselage reminded 
Johnny of a news story from five years back, when a similar plane with the 
same logo had disappeared into one of Moloka'i's inaccessible valleys. 

Click: Memories. 

"Going home to baby," Gina sighed, as the plane dropped to the 
concrete. "See, I told you." 

Johnny framed the plane where it jerked to a stop, a body length from 
a hand-painted sign that warned: Go no further.' Farther.' No doubt, he told 

himself, written by the same confused state worker who had scribbled 
above the leaky toilet in the visitors' quonset hut: Please giggle the handle.' 
Both signs would make excellent additions to his long-range project, a 

coffee-table book of odd signs he had photographed during his five years 
of freelancing for Gina and her bosses at the Department of the Interior. 
Click: Ignored warnings. "Hey, watch it," he snapped. Gina had slapped 

him on the shoulder blade, knocking him off focus. 
"That's it," she said. "No more pictures. Job done." 
"Sure, maybe," he said, but he couldn't shake the all-too-clear image of 

Bill Greeland, the photo editor at Life, offering him five thousand for 

black-and-white shots of the patients. During his three-week assignment 
he had photographed doctors, administrators, carpenters, forest rangers, 

even a priest and nun, but no patients. There were supposed to be eighty
seven who had chosen to live out their lives on the peninsula. Where were 
they? 

As the red, white and blue plane taxied slowly toward the open-air 

terminal, he switched from the telephoto to a wide angle, the same 28mm 
that he had dropped through the rotted floor of the detention center two 

years ago on Angel Island. Now he used it to frame the tiny open-air ter-

22 Makali'i 



minal on Ka-laupapa. Click: Five university students heat-slumped in 
plastic chairs. Click: Four construction workers gulping beer from red 
and white cans dug from a plastic cooler. Click: In the shadows, an old 

woman hugging a pet's traveling cage to her chest. 
Johnny switched back to his 300mm. Click: Pale cheeks, age-spotted 

hands. Click: Pink sweatshirt stretched over a protruding belly. Click: 
Green double knit slacks, tight at the hips, baggy at the knees. Click: 
Swollen ankles bulging out of white jogging shoes. 

No sign of the disease. Just the ordinary body of an all-too-ordinary 

old woman. Probably a public health nurse or office worker going home 
to retire. The state and federal governments had sent nearly two hundred 

employees to help transform the isolated peninsula from·a hospital facil
ity to a National Historical Park. 

He focused on the black cat huddled in the cage. Click: A dis

gruntled traveler. 
When he took his eye from the camera, he saw that Gina had hefted 

her canvas duffel bag onto her shoulder and was pacing back and forth 

in front of the passenger gate, staring at the thick white clouds hanging 
lifeless in the sky. No doubt, Johnny imagined, twisting the 28mm into 

his camera body, she was thinking of her husband. Click: Washington 
bureaucrat in love. 

"Stop it," she said, holding her hand in front of her face. Click: A 

big, healthy woman who eats seconds at every meal, even on curry stew 

night. Click: She swims naked. Click: A blur of bushy red hair, wide 
shoulders, and long legs. 

In the background, he managed to fit a thin strip of ,Ka-laupapa's 
rugged peninsula, a tiny splash of the colony's blue harbor, and, beyond 

the water, towering above her, the two-thousand-foot cliff that had held 
them all prisoner. Click: Exhausted claustrophobic. 

As she shoved his camera aside, he felt her fingers brush against his 
hand. "Come on," she called, hurrying toward the plane. Click: Woman. 
Click: Desire. 

The pilot had kicked out the boarding ladder and was stepping care
fully toward the concrete. The instant his foot touched ground, he 

waved them forward. Click: Escape from paradise. 
While Johnny rewound his film, the students and construction 

workers hurried by him. By the time he had loaded a new roll of film, 
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switched his lens one more rime, and hefted his two bags of camera 

equipment onto his shoulders, Gina and the ochers had disappeared 
inside the plane. Only the old woman and her cat remained outside, 

climbing slowly up the ladder. She was a big woman, sturdy, with wide 
hips char barely fir between the handrails, and the plane seemed to bow 

down to her as she stepped inside. 
Johnny ran the best he could, weighted down with equipment and 

trying co rake a few shoes. Click: Empty terminal. Click: Pilot as pale as 
a corpse. 

The darkness in the pla~e made Johnny blink. Ar the back, the old 
woman had wedged herself in next to the window, with the cat cage on 
her lap. "Here," she said, patting the seat next to her, the only empty 

sear in the plane. For a moment he thought about asking her to switch 

sears, bur then the pilot jerked the door shut and in the process shoved 
him almost into her lap. The inside of the plane was so narrow such a 

switch would require a torturous dance. Instead, he rook the aisle seat 
and seeded his camera in his lap. He'd shoot across her chest. Hell, he'd 

shoe over bigger obstacles. 
"We have the best seats," the woman said. 

"Really?" Johnny buckled his seat belt, as the pilot squeezed through 
the narrow aisle char separated students and construction workers, both 

sides packed in, shoulder to shoulder. 
"Ir's smoother here," the woman said. "Lean back. See? You can rest 

your head against the plane. The others have to sir straight. All the old
timers sir here." 

Johnny fiddled with the focus ring on the 28mm. 
'Tm raking Blackie home." The woman poked her pinky finger 

through an air hole in the cage. "Ir's a horrible problem on the 
peninsula." 

Only half listening, Johnny felt the plane jerk co life, then pivot 
right. As they taxied coward the runway, he closed his eyes. This part, 
the moment of transition, always scared him 

"Isn't it exciting?" the woman said, patting his knee. 

The plane stopped, gathered its strength, and then rushed for the 
end of the runway. Johnny squeezed his eyes shut as the rattling pro
pellers shook his stomach. 

"Look, you can see the lighthouse, " the woman said. 
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To take his mind off the image of the plane ricocheting off the light

house and crashing nose first into the ocean, he asked, "You said there 

was a problem. What problem?" 
"Too many cats," she sighed, leaning back and resting her head 

against the vibrating steel. 
"Too many ... cats. Oh." His stomach dropped as the plane lifted into 

the air. Christ, cats, yeah, that was horrible. Any hopes of a shot of her 

aging face, sentimental halo provided by tiny window, faded. Instead, he 
focused on the pilot pulling back on the controls, and Gina glancing 

over her shoulder, smiling. 
"Your wife?" the woman asked. 

"My boss." And to head off other questions he said, "A government 

planner. They pay her to identify boundaries and points of intersection 
between the natural and the constructed. You know, rock walls, worn 

paths, shrub lines, even sand dunes, anything that signals a boundary. It's 
. )) 

a science. 
"The young ones too?" she said, nodding at one of the students. 

"A h "d .fy. d d ," re t ey ... 1 enu mg ... san unes. 
"No, they're from the university." Which one of them, he wondered, 

had taped the magazine advertisement to his door, the shot of a surfer 
poised at the top of a huge wave that pitched forward, forming the 

words: Locals Only! "They're a little different. They measure buildings so 
that if one collapses the state will be able to rebuild it." 

"Oh, the state," the woman said, turning to the window. For a 

moment, both of them watched the lighthouse growing smaller and 

smaller. Johnny smelled someone eating Fritos. Then the woman turned 
to him. 'They should be spayed," she said. 

"Who?" 

"The cats. I have thirteen at home. The patients don't seem to 

understand. They find it hard to take that possibility away from any
body." 

"What possibility?" 

"Having children." 

As they flew over the harbor, Johnny imagined he could see the sign 
posted at the concrete dock. Click: Warning! No kids. Absolutely, no 

children under 16 allowed on the peninsula. By order of the law. 
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"Excuse me," he said, leaning toward the window. He twisted the 

focus ring on the 28mm lens, surprised at how much the buildings, 
some of them perfectly restored, others poised to collapse, reminded him 
of Angel Island. 

He and Gina had been sent to The Angel, as she called it, to do a 

field survey of the Civil War fort, but on a hike to the other side of the 

island they had stumbled upon a rotting two-story barracks dating back 
to the turn of the century, when the island had been used as a holding 

center for Asian immigrants. He had ignored Gina's shouted warnings, 
and the sign forbidding trespassers, and climbed over the chain-link 

fence. Unlike the fort, which had been carefully restored, the barracks 

was ready to collapse. He had to scoot along next to the walls to avoid 
breaking through sagging floorboards. The cold wind off the bay whis

tled through an endless series of broken windows. Everywhere he looked 
he saw opportunities for cliched shots ( Click: rotting wood) but nothing 

new, nothing that would catch the eye of Americans drowning in an 
endless stream of images. Then he had stopped to look out a window at 

Gina. Searching for a spot to brace his elbows for a shot, he had discov
ered a tiny Chinese figure carved into the damp wood. He had licked his 

finger (inadvertently tasting dirt and dust) and rubbed the carved 
grooves clean for a better shot. When he was twisting out the 28mm for 

a close-up lens, he felt something brush against his shoulder. Startled, he 
had twisted around quickly, seen nothing but the empty room, and the 

lens had slipped out of his hand, fallen through the rotted floor. 
Now, holding the same lens, he watched the woman rub her hands 

together the way his mother had when she had suffered from arthritis, 

squeezing them as if she could rub away the pain. She caught him 
looking and broke her hands free to tap his knee with a swollen finger. 

"Mr ... " 

"Johnny," he said. 

For a moment she appeared startled, as if she were trying to figure 

out if she should say Mr. Johnny. "Johnny, yes. Oh. It's the same with 
the deer," she said. 

"The deer, yeah." The plane had reached the top of the cliff. Johnny 
flicked on the camera's motor drive. He remembered the old priest 

walking him and Gina into the middle of the deer herd that had forced 
the inhabitants of Ka-laupapa to build fences to protect their ornamental 
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plants and small vegetable gardens. The three of them had stood there in 
the moonlight, surrounded by deer, Johnny feeling Gina's breath against 

his cheek. 
He looked out the window. Instead of Ka-laupapa, he saw the deer 

on Angel Island, their huge eyes startled, caught in the blinking flash of 
starvation. As the plane banked left, heading for Moloka'i Airport, he 
set the shutter speed at 500 to freeze the action. 

The woman looked at Johnny's tired face. How surprising to dis
cover this man with the same name as her husband sitting next to her. 

Her friend, Nohelani, who ran a small drinking establishment out of her 
carport, had told her all about this strange haole man with a camera. 

Three times he had asked Nohelani to pose for a photograph, and three 
times she had refused. And even now the old woman could hear 

Nohelani laughing as she described the way he gulped his beers, three of 
them in less than thirty minutes so he would be finished before the 

woman he called his boss had finished her swim in the harbor. Then he 
would hide behind the settlement store and aim his camera at the haole 
woman as she dried her body with a thick white towel. 

Now, being so close to this man with a secret passion made the 

woman hunger for the past. She tried to remember herself as a young 
woman, athletic and fresh, dressed in a white cotton shift, the red dust 

of the peninsula settling on her freshly shampooed hair. She saw her 

father, a minister from Montana, stepping from the plane on his yearly 
visit. She had helped him raise money for the settlement and, as prom

ised, in return he had brought her along to celebrate her eighteenth 
birthday, to see the miracle of Christ. 

Now, when she closed her eyes, she could almost see her Johnny. She 

rubbed her hands together to feel his skin. Her Johnny. He had met her 
and her father at the airport and driven them in an old bus to the other 

side of the peninsula to show them the work being done on Father 
Damien's church. Back then, as she stood gazing at the small islets off 

the jagged coast, the cold wind numbing her nose, she heard her Johnny 

asking her to accompany him on a walk that evening. Now, as the sun 

touched her wrinkled fingers, she could feel his hand, feel the moonlight 
on her cheek. 

She wondered if telling this Johnny her story would help her feel her 
husband's heartbeat. Telling a story helped a person to relive it, the old 
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woman thought. Perhaps she was becoming too emotional in her old 

age. But this man had been to the peninsula, and his name was Johnny, 
and nothing ever died completely. "Wasn't that true?" she asked herself, 

inhaling the sharp smell of his sweat. He should have asked for a photo

graph when my Johnny was alive. 
She remembered the town meetings, the baseball leagues, the milk 

from their dairy. She remembered the state's attempt to close the hospital 
and move everyone to O'ahu for outpatient care. She remembered her 

husband writing letters to Honolulu to keep the settlement open. She 

remembered his bandaged hand tapping the typewriter keys. She remem
bered a time when people, not the Department of Health, the National 
Park Service, the universities, the federal dis and dats, made decisions. 

Her thoughts went dead for a moment as the plane passed Moloka'i 

Airport. Lost in her memories, she thought she could see the rusting fire 

engine that had once seemed so bright and new, but had failed them the 
night of the hospital fire. She wanted to say, "For thirty years we lived in 

the same house, but now a cook for the construction workers lives in our 
home. I am not a patient, so I was asked to leave." Instead, she imagined 

herself as a young woman in paradise, the tradewinds blowing through 

the palms, her husband pulling her close to touch his lips to hers. 
As this new Johnny leaned across her to aim his camera out the 

window, she wanted to say, "We loved each other." She wanted to say, 

"It's not Ka-laupapa anymore." But what good were words? 

As they dropped toward the ground, she saw her Johnny looking up, 

pointing at the plane. Her heart stopped 
Click: In a minute it would all be over. 
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Carrying On 
Jane Calfee 

"We are put on earth for a little space that we may learn to bear the 
beams of love. " 

-William Blake 
(From the Foreword to Contemplative Prayer, Thomas Merton) 

"What did you do before you became a priest?" I asked. 
"I surfed," he replied. 

In between the shifting tide and shrinking moon, 
How it all comes down to grace when wood grain 
Runs against the muscle line and negotiations 

Break down. Nothing left but to pick up the boards 
And walk in the silence of a love heavier even than 

Loneliness toward the smiling abundance of sea. 

Shorter than we may imagine--the distance from 
Beach to altar--to find at last our own feet and 
In the sun so sure a balance that the wave 

Which chose us seems nothing more nor less 
Than the one we were forever meant to have. 

All of this is what we carry home. 
All of this is what we're carried by. 
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The High Season of Lawn Care 
Jerry Saviano 

H e'd been thinking lately of times spent shopping with his 

mother, sentimental memories, in other words. He was twelve 
then and concerned too much with clothes, and his mother 

was making her way, awkw;ardly, as a single parent. There was one time, 
in the brightly-lit entrance of a department store, when a saleswoman 

sprayed perfume on his mother's wrist and he imagined he could recall 

the smell perfectly. 

He had time for such nostalgia. He was wide awake, it was Saturday 
before sunrise, and it was the high season of lawn care. Outside the 

small cottage he rented from his landlord, his wealthy neighbors, all 
homeowners, would soon begin the ferocious work of maintaining their 

yards. In a few hours the leaf blowers, weed eaters, and lawnmowers 

would make his neighborhood sound as though it were being occupied 
by an invading army. But before this, he knew, would come the small 

sound of his neighbor's rake, the metal tins scraping the pavement in 
front of the old man's driveway. It was a few moments before dawn, and 

just as it was full daylight, he would hear the consistent scrape of the 
man's rake. Several mornings he remained in bed, his hands behind his 
head, listening to the man work. When the old man finished, after 

twenty-six minutes of work, the engines would begin. He'd drive to the 

shopping center, have breakfast, and read the morning paper with an 
unhealthy amount of concentration. 

He suspected he was to be fired. Although fired wasn't quite correct, 
his temporary contract wouldn't be renewed. His job was to watch old 

surveillance videos of moderately suspicious activity inside banks. Ir was 
dull work and somehow he'd failed at it. His boss was giving him those 

brief smiles so crucial to mediocre capitalism. There is the half-hearted 
smile, he knew, and then your ass is canned. 

The old man began his raking and, as usual, he listened. He felt 

occasional rage in the past over being disturbed, though there was none 
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at the moment. Instead, he wondered what was a healthy way to live 

in the world, a way which had eluded him, probably because of his 
weakness. He thought of one simple truth: If anything is spilled, go 
for a towel. This was the key to strength and, perhaps, benevolence. 

So he got out of bed and went for his front door, letting the screen 
door slam hard against the doorjamb. He would help the man with 
his raking, leaving the immobile world of complaining still lying in 

bed. He saw his reflection in his car windows and that he was 
wearing only his ill-fitting underwear didn't stop his momentum. 
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The cRime of the Right-Wing Conspiracy 
Joseph Ciotti 

(with apologies to Samuel Taylor Coleridge) 

It's tough being lefty 
In a right-handed world. 

Left with a handicap 
Life unrighteously hurled. 

Forget your can openers 
With right-handed cranks 

Or classrooms galore 
Filled with righty desk planks. 

The subliminal message 
Left mostly unsaid: 

In life, might makes right 
And the right side of the bed. 

A lefty by nature 
Doomed right from the start. 

No birthright-dexterity. 
Just one sinister part. 

Enjoy life, they tell you. 
But stay on the right path. 
Without the right moves 

You'll be left in a flat. 

Your right foot put forward 
Impresses your boss. 

Remove first that hexed noose, 
Your gauche albatross . 

At each of life's crossroads, 
Right-of-ways you will meet. 

Get lost and you've turned left 
Down a wrong one-way street. 

Right from wrong, I can't tell. 
But this I can see: 

He who makes right turns only 
In circles goes he. 
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Indignation that's righteous? 
But whom shall I ask? 

Why, of course, the right people. 
They'll take me to task. 

Should I wait the right moment? 
No, ask them right now. 
So I righted my posture, 

And left with a bow. 

It's not what you know, 
But who that will count. 

Right people speak rightly 
From the horse's mouth. 

From the mouth of a horse 
That you mount from the left? 
Right away I'm left speechless. 
Perhaps, hoarse; perhaps deaf. 

Just look right in front of you, 
Righties insist. 

Or right in the middle of things. 
Why do you resist? 

Why, your right hand doesn't know 
What your left hand is doing! 

You're standing beside yourself. 
To the left side, they're cluing. 

The answer is right there 
Just as plain as can be. 

Examine our Bill of Rights 
And you'll see what we mean. 

So, left far behind, 
Left for good as can be. 
Waiting the right day 

The right course of action for me. 



But you're not Mr. Right guy. 
You haven't the right stuff. 
Left-handed compliments 

Make it quite tough. 

It's left without saying, 
A right-hand man you can't be. 

If two wrongs don't make a right, 
Then a left would they be? 

If you're left holding the goods, 
On a cold robbery night, 

You'll be freed like Miranda, 
If they don't read you your rights. 

My friends are concerned 
And rightfully so! 

Right-minded and honest 
They stand upright and crow. 

Right off the bat their advice 
Is right to the point: 

Yield to the right. 
The right track you anoint. 

When you're left all alone, 
The do-righters are terse: 

You're out in left field; 
Two left feet-doubly cursed. 

When you pitch, you're a southpaw, 
An oddball at best. 

Does the south mean underhanded, 
Even-handedly less? 

Have you ever been stood up, 
Left holding the bag? 

Come right over, she told you. 
No doubts left to nag. 

Copyleft 1999, JoJo 

But your dinner for two 
Is shot down with a dart. 

Right on target Cupid's arrow? 
No, shot right through your heart. 

Left unfinished, uneaten, 
In pain and in debt. 

Your waiter now taunts you: 
Left-overs you get. 

Embarrassed, uneasy. 
Enough left unsaid. 

Like missing in action 
You're now left for dead. 

You've a right to be angry. 
Dead right! They agree. 

Left rightmost on your mind 
Is your rightful plea. 

When back on your feet, 
You'll be back right-side up. 
You'll find that right person. 
You'll be right back on top. 

Right-side up? you exclaim. 
Most surely you jest. 

When you stand in that fashion, 
Don't you lean to the left? 

So I looked right ahead 
Left my pride out of sight. 
Having known right along 

That my left isn't right. 

Left-brained people, like lefties, 
From when they were tots, 

Should be left to themselves. 
In their right mind they're not. 
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For the Time Bean 
Betsy Morrigan 

W en I was six my parents argued a lot and then split up. Dad 

moved out into a basement apartment a few blocks away 
nd first they used to call each other on the phone a lot and 

fight, but soon they stopped talking to each other. My brother Jason 
was eleven. He was my authority on what was going on and why. When 
my father tried to call my inother at home on the phone he would yell 

at my mother and then she would hang up. 
My brother and I shuttled like rain-slick footballs bouncing along 

the sidewalk every day after school that autumn to Dad's apartment and 
back and forth on weekends. Because my father did not like to cook, he 
always called out for pizza so I always came back to my mother's house 

with pizza stains on my blouse. 
She had pinned notes to my sweater or blouse or jacket before, when 

we lived downtown and I used to wander over to visit children in nearby 
neighbors' houses. The note was always the same: "I am Sam and 

Josephine Farleigh's child. Please call her mother a:t 864-1907 and tell me 
where she is." One mother called the police and turned my mother in for 
child abuse, saying she didn't know where her child was and couldn't 
keep track of her. But the police didn't argue when she convinced them 

that the notes pinned on my clothes were a perfectly good way of 

keeping track of me. 
So it was nothing new when she started pinning notes on my 

clothes when we went over to my Dad's after school. My brother Jason 
told me since she wouldn't talk to Dad on the phone and she wanted 

Dad's check, this is how she asked him for it. Jason usually took Dad's 
side in everything. The very first note she pinned on me said, "Don't 
call, send money." My Dad used the same safety pin to pin the check 
onto my sweater and, by the time I got home, it had some pizza on it. 

But Jason said Mom was so glad to get it that she would have taken it 
right to the bank even if it had fallen into the toilet. 

Jason never got notes pinned on him so I guess it was because Dad 
always bent down to kiss m ~ or take off my jacket or pick me up in his 
arms and he would always see the note. "Mom's on the rampage again," 
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he would say. "Mom hates Ma Bell." And then he would put her note in 
his pants pocket. And then we had pizza and went swimming or 
watched a video movie or visited grandma and when he dropped me and 
Jason back off at Mom's there would be another note pinned to me but I 
was often sleepy. Jason kind of dragged me into the house by my elbow 
and Mom would snatch off the note. 

One time my mother decorated me with three pinned-on notes at 
once and I was happy until Jason said, on our way over to Dad's, "You're 
a human land mine and one of these days you're going to explode, just 
like on TV." 

This skirmishing between my parents escalated quickly into a small 
war and I was its messenger. I was the antenna, the radio, the crackling 
static between the front lines while Jason was the reporter. Jason was a 
know-it-all and I suspected him of being wrong on more than one major 
battle point but didn't try to prove it. He had his own point of view 
about each battle that he wanted very much to have me believe. If I had 
proven him wrong, then I was quite sure that Mom and Dad each in 
their separate way would also be wrong, and that I did not want to 
know. 

Years later I found that Dad had kept each of the notes that Mom 
had pinned onto me. His were never found, likely never kept. 

One time Dad told me and Jason, "Just tell her to cut out this stupid 
note business. I'm going to come by and see her when I want and I'm 
going to call her on the phone." 

"Tell her in a note," said Jason. "Or she'll just hang up." That night 
he pinned a note on me that said, "DON'T HANG UP!" When he called 
she hung up, pinned a note on me, and turned my shoulders towards the 
door, saying, "Tell him for the time being this will have to do." 

As Jason and I kicked leaves in the gutter on the way over to my 
father's house, he said, "Last week you were a time bomb. This week 
you're a time bean." I liked that. The way I pictured it was like this
inside a pink kidney-shaped bean there was a little round clock ticking 
away, and when the bean was planted, a stalk with two light green little 
leaves would grow out of the clock, winding and entwining their sticky 
stems between my mother and father's house. And when all the time had 
crawled out of the bean, they would be in the same bed in the same 
house with us again. 

Jason tried to tease me. "Time bomb! Time bean!" but I just gave 
him dirty looks and kept on walking and kicking leaves. 
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Sometimes my father could not find the note he expected to find 
pinned on me. Then he would look at Jason and say, "Just tell me where 
she put it this time." Jason would always answer, "You're smarter than 
she is, aren't you?" But I guess he wasn't, because he missed a number of 
them. Sometimes she rolled them up like a thin cigarette in the hair 
above my ear or simply stuck them in my pocket or out of my shoe. 
Dad would get so frantic that he would never really see anything else if 
the note was not pinned to my blouse. I would stand there like a 
Halloween pumpkin and if he didn't find it, say, "She'll be mad this 
time." Jason said, "She's always mad anyway," and Dad agreed with him. 

Then on Saturday afternoon there was a rapid-fire exchange of six 
notes. I was practically dizzy from being twirled around by one parent 
after another and sent racing back in the opposite direction. I ran back 
and forth between the two places with Jason by my side guarding me 
and guiding me grumbling, "Time bean!" and looking out for cars. 

Dad to Mom: I DON'T KNOW WHY YOU'RE DOING THIS. 
Mom to Dad: THINGS WILL NEVER BE THE SAME AGAIN. 
Dad to Mom: I WANT TO COME HOME 
Mom to Dad: SEND MONEY INSTEAD. 
Dad to Mom: I LOVE YOU I ALWAYS HAVE. 
Mom to Dad: OK, FOR THE KIDS' SAKE. 

On Saturday night Jason and I helped Dad pack up his apple 
boxes of clothes and video movies and boots and we drove in his truck 
back to our house with the cottonwood tree losing its big leaves in our 
front yard and the doghouse underneath. We helped him make a huge 
heart-shaped note and pinned it to my blouse, saying in big letters, 
"WELCOME HOME DAD." It was a very short drive, but on the way 
back over, holding Dad's greasy popcorn machine, I held my breath 
hoping that all the time had grown up out of the bean and that we 
would be a family again now. 

I kept that WELCOME HOME DAD paper in my scrapbook and 
my parents stayed married and things got better. When I was sixteen 
and I couldn't stand either one of them I didn't talk with them for a 
solid week, only through notes taped to the telephone, until one night 
when my Dad pinned a note to my cheerleader outfit I was going to 

wear that night to the game. It said, "Let's go out for pizza before the 
game. Love, your Dad." 
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Ruby Rose 
TM Lafferty 

for Pat Harpstrite 

It's twilight and birds circle and flock in the trees to sing goodnight as 
here from classes at Leeward to teach an evening course at Manoa I come in 
the Gardens to grab a burrito before meeting students and a vision. 

Seven men in crisp white uniforms sit around a concrete table, each capped 
head 
inclining, as if they were twelve years old and listening to a favorite 
school teacher, 
and she connects the circle, red dress flashing and dark hair flung back in 
laughter. 

A pitcher of beer and eight glasses decorate the table as the men laugh, 
too, clear 
pealing like bells that matches the birds' sunset song, and the way they 
look at her 
makes me stop walking: as a sister rose, the way boys knew how to love 
before. 

She sees me and opens her arms to invite me in, the birds are crooning and 
the men 
smiling, and I realize it's a colleague from Pearl City; we kiss, and 
introducing 
the Spanish sailors who look at me as if I wore rubies she pulls me to join 
the ring. 

Apologizing the burrito to go, the class to teach, I touch her shoulder as . 
placing 
her hand on mine she squeezes my fingers, lifts her red lips, and kisses each 
of my cheeks; the white arms wave; half in love with the magic of dusk, I 
sing adios. 
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Notes from a Lecture on Poetry 
Marlene Kamei 

It is the dark of the moon. 
Cars driven by strangers pass in the rainy streets, 
and from every nook and cranny of the night, 
poems call out their names and ask to be written. 

Do you remember that morning when you were very young, and 
you rose while it was still dark outside and sang ten purple 
satin orchid-songs before the sun stuck its leg over Diamond Head? 

That's a poem. 

Or that night you dreamed you were in a tower, like 
Rapunzel, and you were going to jump out the window, but 
someone behind you that you couldn't see put their arm 
around you and stopped you from jumping. Then you woke up 
and you could still feel their arm around you, but there was 
no one there. 

That's a poem too. 

Or that time you visited your grandmother on Maui, and the 
rooster's morning song woke you before daylight, and you lay 
in bed listening to the rain until it was time to get up. 

Of course, that's a poem. 

Or maybe it is night and everyone is gathered around the 
kitchen table, drawing, coloring, writing poems, and your 
mother makes popcorn. 

That's a poem. 

Or you went to see The Piano and everyone said, "How 
depressing," but you walked alone in the rain to your car, 
and you felt like you had just been born. 

Maybe it was that time-many years ago-when all your 
students actually turned in their assignments on the day 
they were due, and you were so astonished that you didn't 
know what to say, so you just said, "Thank you," and they all 
looked at you, and you felt peculiar-like you'd 
unexpectedly said something in a foreign tongue. 
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It could be that other time, when he said, "Shut up or I'll 
drive over the cliff" And you didn't shut up and he drove 
over the cliff And neither one of you was hurt and he 
said, "Don't tell anybody I did it on purpose," and you 
promised that you would not tell. 

That's a poem. 

Do you remember that time when you were about five, and you 
stuck your nose in a rose bush to smell the yellow roses, 
and they smelled so good you didn't notice a thorn had 
scratched your cheek until your mother asked, "Why is your 
face bleeding?" 

Or that day in the backyard, when you screamed, "Fool," at him 
and you knew nothing between you would ever be the same 
agam. 

It might not sound like it at first, but that is a poem. 

There was also that time the teacher said, "This is very nice 
but it's not the assignment," and you said, "I guess I 
misunderstood," and he said, "That's okay, but next time do 
the assignment." 

A poem can be quite a bit like that. 

Remember that time you and someone you once loved fell 
asleep together in a room full of the smell of rain. 

A poem is mostly like that. 

Or you stand at a window watching snow fall out of a 
November sky and think about someone who has been dead for a 
long time now. 

A poem is like that too. 

It is the dark of the moon. 
Cars driven by strangers pass in the rainy streets. 
Night creeps in through keyholes and rattles windows and doors, 
and if I didn't have to teach an English class in the 
morning, I'd open that bottle of Blanc de Noir that's 
been sitting on the kitchen cabinet for a month and 
drink the whole thing by myself Then I'd get all 
dressed up, with beads and feathers in my hair, and dance 
my eagle-poem for God. 
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At Home in Small Places 
Betsy Morrigan 

From womb to tomb is the span of man, 

And I for one have always felt at home in small places. 

When I was a child of two, grabbing the wooden rails of my crib, 
I heard the howl of the coyotes 

in the hills of La Crescenta, California. 

Standing up in my crib, hearing my parents clinking coffee cups 
In the kitchen. Safety in the core of comfort! 

The small place I loved so much when I was six 

Was a treehouse in a big beech tree. To reach it, 

My friends and I would climb up a rope ladder, 
and then haul it up into the treehouse. 

Inside our treehouse the light was dark and dappled 
from the thick purple beech tree leaves. 

In this private place where no one ever bothered us, 
We were more clever than queens, more beautiful than Barbie, 

Stronger than boys, as powerful as parents. 

A dark and musty shed in the back of our huge stone house in Boston 
Became a pre-teen fort where, dressed up in the World War II uniforms 

My father kept on hangers there, we smoked stolen 
Unfiltered Camels, then puked our guts out. 

Three Jewish twelve-year-olds, we flashed our war decorations 
Like rainbows on our chests of khaki and killed the Nazis daily. 

Under a huge spruce tree on the Maine coast in a tiny guesthouse 

No bigger than a space for an army camping cot and a night-table 
Was where a boy first held me in his arms when I was sixteen 

And showed me how he loved me, over and over again 
As the little house rocked in the wind and the rain. 

When my mother asked what Tony and I were doing in the guesthouse, 
I answered, "I don't know," and I really didn't. 
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When I was twenty-six and a hippie, me and my long-haired husband 
Bought a VW camper bus that became our home. We drove all over

To the Grand Coulee Dam, the Washington Water Power Dam, 
And the Lower Granite Dam, where he was a "boomer" 

building giant concrete hydroelectric dams. 
I baked bread, typed on a novel, and embroidered shirts for him 

with peace signs on them. 

On the window curtains that gave us privacy at night I painted 

Ravens, totems, and whales from Northeast Indian art. 
Here in our tiny world on wheels our son was conceived. 
No wonder he loves to travel and speaks Native American languages! 

I often rested in bed wide awake while my husband drove all night 
to the next big river still running free, 

Shaking his long hair as he sang, "Come on, baby, light my fire," 
in this perfect, paid-for very mobile home, 

Full of everything we owned or needed, and watched the lights 
Of lonely ranches pass on the dry hills of eastern Washington. 

Now here in Hawai'i at the age of fifty-two I built a sleeping loft 

just big enough for two loving people. 
It has a mattress, cotton sheets, a quilt, and a bookshelf with a lamp. 

Two small windows invite the mountain breezes in at night 
And let me watch the moon lighting up the ocean. 
I sleep between the sound of the surf on the 'iii 'iii beach stones below 

And the mauka breezes rustling the palm fronds of the tree 

I planted below my window. 
Not long after dinner each night, I find myself starting to think about 

Going to bed, so I can be snug and safe in the core of comfort. 
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Babysitting Mom 
Shel Hershinow 

W en I picked up a jar of Vicks VapoRub the other day, I 
idn't need to unscrew the top to remember the strong, 

prickly smell that moves up your nose into your sinuses. It's 
the smell of the sickroom, of caring, of my childhood. Whenever I had a 

cold my mother would rub Vicks on my chest at night and turn on the 
humidifier. My Kane-'ohe self recoils at the idea of deliberately producing 
extra humidity, but the suburban Chicago kid who still lives inside my 

head remembers with gratitude the warm, cozy feeling of a sticky hot 

room and the pungent smell of Vicks. I remember, too, the smell of 
Noxzema and the shine on my mother's face when she would come in to 

kiss me and my younger brother good night. 
How strange, then, some forty-five years later to find myself helping 

my mother from her bathroom to her bedroom. She is dressed in a white 
flannel nightgown, face shiny and smelling of Noxzema. By now she is 

shrunken and wrinkled, even smaller than the 5' I", 106 pound Jewish 
mother of my childhood. 

''Are you my husband?" she asks, bewildered by the change in her 
routine. 

"No, I'm Sheldon, your son. George is your husband." 
"Where is he?" 

"He's gone to visit his brother in Hibbing. Lorna and I have come to 
stay with you while he's gone." 

"What? How could he leave when we have visitors? What's wrong 
with him? He should be here." 

"But that's why we came, Mom, to see you while he's away." 
"Where do you live?" 
"Hawai'i." 

"You came all the way from Hawai'i just to see me? Why isn't 
George here?" 

That first day and night were the hardest. By the time Lorna and I 
finally had Mom fed, washed and in bed we collapsed on the hide-a-bed 
and thanked God for George. What would Mom's life be without him? 

Who could ever have imagined that after Dad's death my long-suffering 
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Jewish mother would marry an interior designer and be transformed into 
a jet-setting bon vivant? Now, in her old age, she was totally dependent 
on her younger, handsome, free-spending, thoroughly devoted goyisch 
husband. 

I woke in the middle of the night, my internal clock as upset as my 
sense of filial identity. As I lay awake, hoping for sleep to return, mem
ories burst the dam of time and resistance. I remembered Mom's having 

taught me how to read before I started school and how in high school I 
would leave a messy hand-written essay on the kitchen table before 

going to bed and find a neatly typed manuscript the next morning. 
Even after I had declared my independence once and for all by taking a 
job at the University of Hawai'i and moving to the far end of the earth, 

I had phoned Mom the first time I was sick and begged her to send me 
a heating pad. And how on family visits, back in the familiar surround
ings of my childhood, I would become once again the kid I had been, 

fighting with my older brother for the most comfortable chair and 
joining both my brothers in teasing Mom, the three of us never tiring of 

testing her endless ability to be suckered. Unexpectedly I remembered, 
too, my mother's first visit to Hawai'i thirty years earlier. What a 

revelation to discover that in Honolulu, on my turf, she was perfectly 
content to trust herself to my care. All those years of managing our lives, 
Dad and Les and Aaron and me, and all she had really wanted was to be 

taken care of. Who would have thought it? Thank God for George. 

Finally, despairing of getting back to sleep, I quietly reached for my 
book on the bedside table and headed downstairs. A light was on and, as 
I rounded the landing, I could see my mother, fully dressed, sitting 

stiffly on the once elegant sofa. Clearly she was waiting to be driven to 
the House of Welcome. 

"Who are you?" she asked with a start as 'I entered the narrow range 
of her vision. "Are you my husband?" 

Later that week, when Lorna and I took Mom to a family dinner at 
the home of my cousins the Brownsteins, she showed some of her old 

self. My old high school friend Jay, a college drop-out and self-made 

millionaire, was patiently explaining to cousin Bob why he became a 
Buddhist. Mom interrupted in disbelief. 

"You're a Jew. How can you be a Buddhist?" 
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'Tm a Jew by birth and upbringing, a Buddhist by choice. What's 
wrong with char?" 

We were all amazed. For years Mom had sat quietly at family gatherings, 
talking only when addressed and then not really understanding what was 

happening. In fact she could forget the subject almost before she heard it. 
Or she would burst out suddenly with, "Where's George? Why isn't he 

here?" (meaning by her side). But here she was all of a sudden engaging in 

a philosophical discussion with Jay and sticking to the subject-in fact, 
doggedly pursuing him. 

"You are what you were born to be. You can't change chat." 
"Well, you were born to be a woman. Is chat who you are?" 

"Yes, of course. I am a woman. What else would I be?" 
"But Mom," I butted in, "you had a career, married late-you acted in 

a way women usually didn't in chose days. " 

"That's different. I didn't change what I am." 

My Aunt Allene nudged me under the table, nodding in the direction 
of my mother, whose face was screwed up with the effort of declaring her 
essential nature. "Isn't it marvelous?" my aunt whispered. "Can you believe 
. ;>" 
It. 

The triumph was shorclived. When George returned, feeling refreshed 
and, insofar as possible, renewed, Mom didn't recognize him. Afterwards, 
she wouldn't lee him out of her sight. It took weeks for her to regain her 

normal equilibrium. 
For most of my life I have enjoyed telling stories about the maleness of 

the household I grew up in-how my brothers and I kept my mother off 
balance. How we gave IO Us instead of presents and avoided anything that 
smacked of sentimentality. I like to cell how my cousin and I would make 

her so angry she would lose her voice-simply by laughing when she 
spanked us, and how she once threw a can of dog food at my older brother 

to make him pay attention. Every summer when my brothers and I went 
away to camp I was always proud of myself for ignoring my Mom and 
Dad when they visited on parents' day, only granting Mom a kiss when 

she was getting ready to leave. Later, when I was in high school, she would 
sometimes float the idea of adopting a little girl. But we never took her 
seriously. 

Now, after raising the daughter my mother never had and fathering a 
teenage son, I understand much better what Mom endured. Ir's a common-
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place that boys are hard on their parents-they talk back, get into trou

ble, break rules. Teenage boys are the worst. They're the ones who think 

only of themselves and their friends and girls. They spend money on 

outlandish things, eat constantly, borrow the car, neglect their studies, 

stay out late. They drive their parents crazy. And most have no sense of 

gratitude at all for the sacrifices their parents make for them. My mother 

may have privately believed some of these charges-God knows she had 
reason to-but she never threw our inconsiderate ways back at us, even 

in anger. In fact, only since last summer can I fully appreciate how 

sweet-tempered my mother is. During the past ten years, ever since 

Mom's eyesight went and her short-term memory began to fail, whenever 

Lorna and I visit, her only concern is for our comfort. Unable to look 

after us herself, she is constantly calling for George to find out what she 

can do for us. Even on that unforgettable morning, with George gone 

to Hibbing and she alone with two strangers in her house, Mom's innate 

sense of hospitality was so strong that she fretted constantly over how to 

make us comfortable. How could George have abandoned her when 

there were visitors to look after? 

Later this week, Mom turns 93. Thanks to Sprint USA I'll be able 

to tell her what I never did when it would have really meant something 

to her. 
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Miami Beach 
Alan Ragains 

The empty boardwalk points toward 
South Beach. 

Quickly pacing the horizontal planks, 
the low-rising sun ahead 

squints the eyes. 
On the right, 

behind grand hotels, 
lie monstrosities of pools, 

quiet tourmaline water 
surrounded by legions 

of lounge chairs, 
all neatly placed 

side by side, 
row by row, 

empty. 

To the left 
the shore stretches 

to meet the horizon. 
A swimmer emerges from the ocean, 

hands on hips, 
breath rasping. 

Figures dot the beach, 
separated by 

air and sand. 

At 21st the boardwalk ends. 
Collins Street heads south. 
Like archaic painted ladies 
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with lavender eye shadow, 
pink lipstick, blue mascara, 

and green nail polish, 
the art deco hotels perch, 

watching the parade below. 



One car stops: 
tires screech, horns blast 

above the daily rumble. 
The heat is broken by 

"jHey cabron, rauevete! Asshole!" 

On Ocean Drive, 
hard, tanned bodies 

traverse the walk 
on bikes and rollerblades. 

Long hair whips the air 
with the flick of a young girl's neck. 

From the chairs of the sidewalk cafes 
comes the clatter of dishes 

and the chatter of patrons
eyes make contact and smile. 

Ocean to Collins to 21st, 
the boardwalk now pulses. 

High in the sky, 
the sun comes from behind now. 

Old men, their bloated, leathery flesh 
sagging over the tops of faded Bermudas, 

sit or stand along the walk. 
Two Jewish men, 

with yarmulkes and black robes, 
speak Yiddish in hushed tones, 

their wives sitting patiently, 
silently, 

blank faded faces with vacant gazes 
stare at the ocean 

from under sagging wigs. 
A Latino man 

with shining hair 
talks on a public phone

his full lips smiling: 
welcoming eyes follow passersby. 
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A wheel chair holds 
the prone shape 

of a young man. 
Like finely carved alabaster

seamless, smooth, polished-
his feet and hands angle downward, 

incapable of use-
an abstract sculpture 

of what his body 
must have been. 

An ample-seated woman 
leans over him, 

giving liquid. 
His eyes stare intently upward 

like black wells. 
A white straw hangs idly 

from the gaping shadow of his mouth. 

The boards come faster, 
one after the other 

with no end in sight. 
A row of pelicans 

follow the coastline north 
to some unknown destination. 

A distant gull cries in alarm 
over some territorial dispute. 

Three sandpipers play tag 
with the edge of the water

picking morsels 
from where the foam 

meets the sand. 
The beach has filled: 
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fathers with their children, 
girls in tiny bikinis giggling, 

boys playing bravado in the surf, 
and men, here and there, 

in solitary worship 
of the sun. 



Rasslin 
Shel Hershinow 

In one of my more whimsical moments on the mat, it occurred to me 
that Big Time wrestling (rasslin) is an art form. No, not a fine art, 
like painting or ballet. It's more like a craft requiring skill, split

second timing, and physical agility. I remember my old camp director, 
Hermie Goodman, telling me about the long ago time in his life when 
he was a semi-professional wrestler. Not Big Time, just working the 
county fair circuit in Illinois. (Yes, Hermie, the weekday English teacher 
and weekend cantor. He, too, had a secret life as a wrestler). He and a 
friend, former college wrestlers, worked up a routine which they prac
ticed, like a choreographed dance, until they could almost perform it in 
their sleep, even improvising and clowning to please the crowd. They 
used to take turns winning. One time Hermie made a mistake and acci
dentally hit his friend in the face--hard. In anger his friend struck back 
and they went after each other for real. Neither of them won that 
match-it was a draw-. -because they knocked each other unconscious. 

My older brother became a grappler in high school and introduced 
me to the sport of wrestling. It was quite unlike rasslin, which in Illinois 
was required by law to be billed as an exhibition rather than an athletic 
contest. Les was good. Watching the speed and grace with which my 
formerly gangly sibling could move on the mat sucked me into the 
sweaty, self-disciplined world of high school wrestling. Every Friday 
evening, while Les was wrestling on the varsity mat, I engaged in my 
own struggle with a sophomore opponent. Once Les took me to 
Marigold Arena, in Chicago, where we watched pathetic old men pre
tend to throw each other around. Les loved it. He should have known 
better, but he nearly pushed me off the bench in his excitement. "Did 
you see that blood? You can't tell me that's fake!" 

Sometimes I would watch rasslin on the tube and shake my head in 
disbelief and admiration. Those guys were good athletes and great actors. 
What gimmicks they would come up with to please the crowd-body 
slams and forearm blows and drop kicks. There were exotic hunks like 
Gorgeous George and Chief Brave Eagle-each with his own unique 
costuming, hair style, and theatrical gestures. I remember one wrestler, 
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Benito Garcez, who was nicknamed the bouncing ball because whenever 
an opponent would fling him head over heels across the mat, he would 
roll up like a ball, bounce off the canvas, ricochet off the ropes, and 
spring back at his strutting antagonist. Years later, in a popular culture 
class, I read that professional wrestling is the last vestige of live theater in 
America, a kind of vaudeville act involving clear-cut, larger than life 
heroes and villains. But the images that have remained strongest in my 
memory are quite different. Once I saw a match on TV that I can still 
replay in my imagination. Lou Thez, the North American champion, 
and Verne Gagna, a clean-q.1t veteran, wrestled a real match, not rasslin, 
but college style, as if just this once they needed to purge themselves of 
hype by returning to the clean crispness of the underlying sport. On 
another occasion, I was watching professional wrestling on the tube with 
a friend. Tired of the calculated emotionality of the announcer, we 
impulsively switched off the sound and put on some jazz. Suddenly the 
grunting, thrashing bodies were transformed into ethereal figures per
forming an oddly graceful modern dance. 

I had four more years of wrestling in college. Though I didn't know 
it at the time, it was in the wrestling room at Oberlin that I began my 
career as a teacher. Athletics were a low priority at Obie, so low in fact 
that Time magazine once called Oberlin the only college in the country 
where you couldn't tell by watching the faces of the fans filing out of the 
stadium who had won the game. I wrestled under three different coaches 
in my four years there, and none of them knew much sophisticated 
technique. I gave most of the instruction. At the end-of-the-season 
banquet my senior year, I nostalgically said goodbye to wrestling. But 
the sport was even more in my blood than I realized. The following year 
found me doing graduate work at the Universiry of Chicago-another 
haven for eggheads-and as November approached I surprised myself by 
arranging with the wrestling coach, not much older than me, on an 
impulse to work out with the team. 

The next year· found me at yet another school, this time the 
University of Illinois, a Big Ten "cow school," where fraternities, TGIF, 
and athletics prevailed. So it was with some trepidation that on 
November 1, 1965 I found my way to the wrestling room, this time 
without prior contact. The coach welcomed me and yelled, "Hey Bruce, 
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here's some raw meat. " But I did okay. After practice, the coach said, 
"Do you want to wrestle tomorrow night?" 

"What do you mean? Wrestle who?" 
"Oh, maybe him (pointing) or him. We'll see." 

Bewildered, I said okay and was given a time to report. 

The next night, I followed the team from the locker room out into 
the biggest gym I'd ever wrestled in. And, to my enormous surprise, the 
bleachers were full of fans. What was going on? I slowly managed to 
worm out of my tight-lipped new friends that this was a varsity vs. 
alumni match. I was wrestling for the alums to fill a vacant weight, 
though I sat with the varsity, since that's where I felt most comfortable. 
Wrestle competitively after only one day of practice? Madness. Blessedly 
the matches were only four minutes long instead of the usual nine. 

I remember sitting on the bench and the guy next to me nudging 
me in the ribs and saying, "See that guy over there?" pointing at a bald
ing man with big shoulders and a spreading paunch. "Forty years old 
and still wrestling." 

"That's nice." 
"Yup. Forty years old and still wrestling." 
"Who is he?" 
"Roughie Silverstein." 
"Roughie Silverstein? The Roughie Silverstein? You're kidding." 

I could hardly believe it. As a kid I used to watch Roughie on TV-tall, 
muscular, d ean cut. Although a master showman, he seemed somehow 
different from the others, as if he really loved what he was doing. I was 
amazed one day to discover that a fifth grade classmate, someone I'd 
always thought of as a snob, also loved to watch Roughie, his cousin, 
wrestle. And I remembered my high school coach, Al Hurley, telling me 
about refereeing Roughie's first varsity match at the U. of I., when 
Roughie-a scared, skinny but talented freshman-threw up on the 
mat. And here he was, sitting on the bench opposite me, the bench I 
was supposed to be sitting on. My God, we were teammates, at least 
technically. 

That night Roughie lost his heavyweight match, mostly because he 
was unfamiliar with collegiate rules, which had changed since his days 
as a Big Ten champion. But in the first 20 seconds of his match he exe
cuted a move I had never seen performed successfully before-a fake 
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arm drag dropping into a wrap-around double leg tackle. It was smooth, 
fluid, textbook perfect-one of the most beautiful things I had ever 
seen. And he made it look so easy. 

After the U. of Illinois I escaped the Midwest. At the University of 
Hawai'i, where I next found myself (as an Instructor in English), I met 
Peter Goo, who was simultaneously the coach at UH and at Kaimuki 
High. He was the spark-plug who had built wrestling into a respectable 
sport in Hawai'i. It was an unlikely role for a small man in his fifties who 
worked for the State Sanitation Department. Peter welcomed old-timers 
like me, and a group of us worked out with the team for years. Calling 
ourselves the Rainbow Wrestling Club, we annually won the Hawai'i 
State AAU championship, passing around the team trophy to a different 
member each year as if it belonged to us permanently. I assisted Peter as 
coach at both schools until age and injuries and family life caused all of 
us-Peter and me and the other old-timers-to finally pack it in. 

For the next dozen or so years I pretended to be a runner rather than 
a wrestler. Then my wife accepted a teaching position at Iolani School. 
At the beginning-of-the-year faculty party I met the wrestling coach. We 
swapped stories and I found myself agreeing to report for practice once 
again on the 1st of November. The re-entry was difficult. During my 
absence, wrestling had changed dramatically, becoming more acrobatic, 
wild, high-scoring-quite different from the controlled, low-scoring 
sport of my competitive years. I haven't yet mastered it, even after twelve 
seasons at Iolani, and I probably never will. Yet each year I learn a little 
more-and even put my pride on the line as I make a point of wrestling 
live, at least occasionally, with the best wrestlers on the team. Of course, 
I stall shamelessly, a privilege of my dual status as coach and old-timer. 

Often when people first find out that this life-long academic is 
involved in wrestling, I can see their puzzlement, even when they try to 
hide their surprise. I never know how to explain my passion, and fortu
nately most people are too polite to ask. Maybe next time someone does 
quiz me I'll simply say, "I love the sport because it's so physical." 
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Perspective 
Kermit Coad 

so much like an impressionist 

his hands move but 

outside the field of 

VISIOn 

life goes on forever in this 

totally cosmic Monet imagine 

the noises the voices 

the music 

stand and stare at it 

in this manner take a 

moment to look 

there is 

no glare in this museum 

of light imagine 

standing just so 

vulnerable 

in someone else's 

imagination as they 

strain to hear 

the tone 

of your voice 

see the shape and detect 

any movement 

of your arms and legs 

not realizing the lack of any 

depth or artifice with every 

gesture is the essence 

of light itself 
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Going for the Fences 
Juliet Lee 

Canna flowers and African tulip trees 

are not what you want to talk about 

when you go out for a walk with your parents. 

Neither do you want to hear your mother say 

that a woman on TV wears a pretty dress 

or has a pretty do 

when the woman is really 

talking about family violence. 

Nor do you wish to know 

that it flies over your father's head 

when he doesn't understand 

an article by George F. Will in Newsweek 

about Lenny Dykstra on patience. 

How difficult it is to hit a baseball. 

It makes you sad 

when your father returns the article 

and asks you, "What's it about?" 

The conversation ends. 

It begins in the distance 

between what they are 

and what you have become. 

So forgive your parents. 

Forgive them in the same way 

you forgive me, too, 

for an imprecision of the mind: 

the lost punch line, 

not understanding your jokes, 

chattering about cosmetics and nail polish-

the same way a strikeout, flower, 
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or tree is just out there. 

There's nothing profound in this world. 

And because you argue with your wife, 

help your son fix the tires of his car, 

paint the house, mend the fences, 

plant the flower beds and oil the garage doors, 

you must tell your parents you love them 

even if they never said that they loved you. 

Because they are dying. 

Pull them in close to you, 

go for the fences, 

good and glorious, 

the same way I feel 

when I pass you by in a pretty skirt. 
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Coyote Days/Coyote Nights 
Marlene Kamei 

I 
Coyote's Moonlight Cantaloupe-Ripening Dance 

Coyote got up early-an hour before the moon-and painted his 
face the color of moonlight. Then he drank a few Coors while 

he waited for the moon to rise on his cantaloupe field, so he 

could dance his Moonlight Cantaloupe-Ripening Dance. 
He put on his moon bright owl feathers and tied a dancing moc

casin on each foot. How good and cool his feet felt in his dancing moc

casins, not tight and hot like when he wore his Gene Autry cowboy 

boots to The Pink Adobe. 
Anyway, Coyote sat and waited and waited for the moon to rise and 

he drank a few more beers and waited some more, but the moon never 

did rise because Owl was mad at Coyote for taking his feathers, so he 
asked the moon-who was his primo and owed him a favor anyway-to 

play a trick on Old Coyote and just sort of forget about rising tonight. 
Coyote sat in the middle ,of his cantaloupe field-with his face 

painted like moonlight-and waited all night long for the moon to 
come up but it never did, and finally Coyote fell asleep right there in the 

middle of the cantaloupes. 
To get even more revenge because Coyote took his feathers, Owl flew 

down and pecked holes in all Coyote's cantaloupes, then flew away laughing. 
In the morning, when Coyote saw the holes in his cantaloupes, he 

thought the bugs had eaten holes in them, so he went into Santa Fe to 

Wal-Mart to buy bug spray, and Owl just sat in the juniper tree and 
laughed and laughed. 

II 
Coyote Teaches His Old Lady a Thing or Two 

When Coyote was not making statues or dancing his dances that he 
was always making up-like his "Rain, But Don't Rain on the Sinners in 
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Santa Fe" Dance (He made that one up that time he got religion.)-he 

was writing songs and howling them at the moon like he thought he was 

Jean Jacques Renoir, the French poodle that lived up the road. 
That is what his old lady used to say, "Coyote, when you get to 

singing them songs of yours, you sound just like Jean Jacques howling at 
the moon, only worse." That was right before he kicked her out on her 

behind for flirting with the life insurance salesman and asking if she 
could take classes at the community college in Santa Fe. 

"No and hell no," said Coyote. "Don't you have enough to do 

cooking beans and making tortillas? And besides that, with this drought, 
the cantaloupes need to be watered every evening now." 

Anyway, his old lady told him to water his scrawny little cantaloupes 
himself and kept on arguing, so Coyote said if she was going to keep on 

that way just to get herself on into Santa Fe or wherever and let him be 
to make statues and write songs in peace. 

So she did. She drove Coyote's Benz convertible on into Santa Fe, 

got a room at Motel Four and spent the night there. Next morning when 
she woke up she remembered it was her house and who did Coyote 
think he was, kicking her out of her own house. So she drove back home 

and Coyote said, ''Ah ha, wasn't too pleasant spending the night on your 
own, was it? I knew you'd be back as soon as it got daylight." His old 

lady just glared, threw a couple small pebbles in his beans, wrapped 
them up all nice and neat in a tortilla and said, "Here, Coyote, eat your 
little heart out." 

Coyote chomped right into those beans and broke a tooth, but his 

old lady just rattled her pots and pans around the kitchen and kept on 
looking innocent. She waited for about a week before she started nagging 

about classes at the community college again. 

III 
Coyote's Latest Cantaloupe-Ripening Rain Dance 

It seemed like Coyote's cantaloupes always needed rain, so he wrote a 
new rain dance. 
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Cantaloupe Rain Dance 

by Coyote 
Ta dum Ta dum Ta dum Ta dum (Turn) 
Ta dum (Turn) 
Ta dum (Turn) 

Ta dum (Turn Turn Turn) 
Ta dum (Lift arms) 

Ta dum Ta dum Ta dum (Turn) 

(Turn while moving arms up 

and down, fingers making rain motions) 
Ta dum Ta dum Ta dum 
(Stand in place, moving arms up and down, 

fingers making rain motions) 
Ta dum (Turn) 
Ta dum (Turn) 

Ta dum (Turn Turn Turn) 

(Stop. Put hands over heart. 
Start over from beginning. 

Do as many repetitions as desired 
or until it starts to rain.) 

After Coyote was satisfied with his new dance, he got out his paint 
and painted white and blue rain drops on his face. Then he put on his 
rain dance moccasins (the ones with the white and blue beads and the 

rain clouds that his old lady made for him instead of taking classes at the 
community college in Santa Fe). After that he put on his rain dance 
shirt-the one his old lady had made for him. 

Owl always liked to watch Coyote do his rain dance because of the 
rain dance shirt. In fact, everyone always came to watch Coyote do his 

rain dance, and Coyote thought they came because his rain dances were 
so good and he was such a good dancer. 

Actually everyone liked to come and watch because Coyote's old lady 
got revenge on him for not letting her take courses at the community 

college in Santa Fe by beading a huge fist on the back of his rain dance 
shirt-with the middle finger pointing straight up. His old lady always 

helped him put on his rain dance clothes so Coyote had never seen what 
was on the back of the shirt, and he did not know everyone came to 

Makali'i 



watch him do his rain dance because they wanted to make sure they 

were there to see it when he got zapped with a lightning bolt. 

IV 
Coyote Contemplates Ending It All 

Coyote stood there in his brand new $35.95 El Mogomer Levi's, 
looking out over the Rio Grande Gorge. Often he came here to the 
bridge early in the morning to munch beans and green chilies wrapped 
in a cold tortilla. 

He looked down into the gorge and thought about jumping. He had 
thought about it before-a lot of times-but there was always some

thing he needed to do first-like get a haircut or pay the phone bill. 
The phone bill was getting out of hand the way the Old Lady was 

always calling up her mother to complain about him. 
He stuck a leg over the railing and tested the wind. 
"Nah," he thought, dragging his leg back in, "with my luck, I'd 

probably just get scooped up out of the sky by a hungry eagle, and any
way I probably WAS the phone company in a former life." 

V 
Coyote Meets His Guardian Angel 

One day Coyote was all alone out in the woods. Some say it was 
mushroom season and Coyote had nibbled a few too many of the formi

dable fungi, but no one really knows for sure. 

Anyway, Coyote says he was sitting there by the Rio Grande under a 
big cottonwood tree just thinking and sitting and listening to the river 

flow over the rocks when all at once who pops up right in front of him 
but this coyote angel. 

This coyote angel was all spooky and kind of white and fuzzy with 
big scary blue eyes, and he starts in talking to Old Coyote. His voice was 

kind of ghostly and far away, something like Darth Vader's voice, and 
Old Coyote got real scared and right away he sat up straight 

and put attention. 

"I am your guardian angel," the spooky fuzzy white coyote said. 
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Old Coyote looked real close at his guardian angel, and he had munched 

a lot of mushrooms so everything was bright and clear, like a mirror just 

scrubbed with Windex. No blurry spots. 
"I am here to tell you, you gotta change your ways, Coyote. This eat

ing mushrooms and hitting on the chicks at el Faro! has got to stop." 

Old Coyote nodded agreeably, popped another fungus in his mouth 

and chewed. 
"Coyote, you've got to realize there's more to life than mushrooms 

and chicks ... Coyote, are you listening?" 
Coyote nodded with a silly grin on his face and closed his eyes, so he 

could concentrate better on the colors whirling on the right side of his 

brain. When he got tired of the right side, he switched over to the left 
side and watched the colors there for a while. From far away he 

heard a voice calling. 

"Coyote. Coyote. Coyote, now you gotta get serious and listen. You 
hear? Put attention for a change. " 

Coyote opened one eye and squinted. The fuzzy white guardian 
angel was still there, but Coyote left one eye open to listen with anyway. 

"Now, you gotta stop this hanging out down here by the river scrag

gling around among stones and broken sunflower stalks. What you have 
to do is get serious-get a job-make money-go to the opera-buy a 

house-get a bank account-marry your old lady and have some kids." 
Old Coyote left one eye open and nodded. With the other eye-the 

closed one-he watched the colors swirling round and round in his 
brain like an eagle dancer turning and turning, raising first one wing and 
then the other, and the wind ruffling through his feathers and whistling 

by his ears. 

Old Coyote just kept on nodding and holding that one eye open 
and not letting it blink at all, and his Guardian Angel just kept on 
talking and talking and talking until his words whirled him into the 
dance, and he was the one dreaming he was dancing the Eagle Dance, 

and old Coyote got up, put all his mushrooms in a medicine bag, tied it 
around his neck, and floated on down the river to Pilar, where he walked 

around all afternoon checking ant hills for garnets. 

His guardian angel was so happy dreaming he was doing an Eagle 
Dance that he never even noticed Coyote was gone. 
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VI 
Coyote's Eagle Dance 

In a dream, 

Coyote danced the eagle dance
wearing his eagle mask 
and his long eagle-wing feathers. 

He danced slowly-
turning and turning

until no one could tell 

who was dreaming 
and who was dancing. 

Some said Coyote dreamed 

he was dancing the Eagle Dance, 
but others said Eagle dreamed 

he was dancing the Coyote Dance. 
Still others said 

the watchers 
of the dance 

dreamed 
they were watching Coyote 

dream he was dancing 
the Eagle Dance. 

VII 
Old Lady Coyote's Santa Fe Salsa 

"Please pass the salsa," said Coyote to his old lady and Owl said, 

"While that stuffs going around, I believe I'll have a little more myself" 
Coyote's old lady never said a word. Just sat there scooping up beans 

with her tortilla and feeding them to her toy schnauzer, Siegfried. 
"You know, Coyote, I swear your old lady makes the best salsa I ever 

ate," Owl declared. 

Coyote scooped a spoonful of salsa over his chocolate ice cream and 

kept on eating, so Owl turned to Coyote's old lady. 
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"You know, I'll bet we could make a fortune if we bottled this stuff 
and sold it." 

Coyote's old lady looked mildly interested, and Siegfried chewed on a 

bite of tortilla and gazed into space with a saintly look in his eyes, no 
doubt thinking about all the bones and beef steaks a fortune could buy. 

Coyote was really crude. He had been up all night, drinking and 
playing music with his hippie friends . 

"Yeah, right," Coyote snarled at Owl, "that's what we need around 

here. A salsa factory clanking and making noise all day long." 
"Well," his old lady snorted, "all day, all night, what's the difference. 

All we have around here now is a hippie feeding station." 
Coyote gave her a tired look; he was used to her ranting. 

"Free food for hippies. Come one, come all. Eat free food and listen 
to Coyote do his Bob Dylan impersonation." She rolled her eyes at the 

daytime moon and pretended to play an invisible guitar that hung in 
space somewhere in front of her chest. 

Siegfried hated these "discussions." He jumped down out of the way 

and hid under the table where he sniffed cockroach tracks and bit his 
itchy toes. 

"Now, now," Owl played the peace maker, "a salsa factory wouldn't 

make that much noise and we could probably get some of the hippies to 
work for free. " 

"Yeah, right," Coyote gulped some beer to wash down his beans. 
"We could call it Old Lady Coyote's Santa Fe Salsa; it'll make you think 

you got a bunch of mescal worms eating out your insides." Coyote 
thought this was terribly funny and doubled over laughing and slapped 
his knee. Even his old lady cracked a smile, but Owl was not overly 

amused. He just sat there looking sober as a trout. 
Siegfried sat under the table, not making a sound, just licking his toes 

and thinking about the cute little bichon frise named Mariquita who had 

just moved in with some hippies down the road. Siegfried was an egali
tarian; he did not mind if hippies moved in down the road, even if Owl 

and Coyote's old lady raised hell about it and kept trying to think of 
ways to make them move. 

Siegfried bit each of his toes, methodically and thoroughly. He never 

could understand why his toes were always so itchy. Then he pulled a 
"goat's head" out of the fur of his left front foot and spit it out on the floor. 

--- - - ------: 
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"I could watch the cilantro and tomatoes and onions and chilies," 

Owl enthused. ''I'll dress up like the angel of death and walk around the 
vegetable patch all day going Oooh, Oooh and waving my arms around." 

Siegfried heard Owl jump on the cable to demonstrate. His toe nails 
clicked against the oil cloth tablecloth. Siegfried cringed and hid his eyes 

with his paws. 
"Oh, no," he thought. "Owl's being creative again. Salsa factory 

indeed. Now if it were a sausage factory maybe." Siegfried opened his 
eyes and licked a paw. "I wonder if you can make sausages our of owls ... " 

"I'd be spookier and scarier than Coyote's guardian angel," Owl was 

saying, and Siegfried heard him prancing on tiptoe-much too close to 
che cable's edge. 

Coyote's old lady was laughing, bur Siegfried did not hear a peep out 
of Coyote. Must be picking his teeth with his Bowie knife," Siegfried 

thought. 
"And at night rime we could put la Llorona out there in the vegetable 

patch. I'll bet she'd scare the you know what out of the gophers and 
ground squirrels." Owl was teetering dangerously near the table's edge. 

"Oh, no, not Llorona," thought Siegfried. He cringed up in a little 

ball and put his paws over his eyes again. 
La Llorona was the electric coffee pot Coyote's old lady bought for 

twenty-five cents at the Salvation Army. The first rime she plugged it in, 
they found out why it cost only twenty five cents. It howled: 

Ooohoooh--just like the wailing woman of the legend. So Coyote 
named the coffee pot la Llorona and chat is what it has been called ever 
since. 

Every morning when Coyote's old lady plugged it in to heat water 

for instant coffee-or lace at night when Coyote came weaving up the 
road drunk on his Harley and she made coffee to sober him up-it 
howled, just like chat: Ooohoooh. 

Siegfried hared la Llorona. In fact, he usually ran outside and hid 
behind the house until the water was hoc and he did not have to listen 

anymore. 
''And ... and . . . ," Owl was making wing gestures now and waxing 

more and more enthusiastic, "we could put a pumpkin over Llorona 
and .. . and cut some holes for eyes ... and ... . " 

Thump. Bang. Crash. "Ow, my knee. Ouch. Ow. Ouch." 
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Owl fell off the table and pulled the tablecloth and sugar bowl and salt 

and pepper shakers and dishes and silverware all right on top of himself 
Siegfried was so surprised that he just sat there for a minute, 

watcl1ing the squirming tablecloth and listening to Owl scream for help. 
"Help. Help. Get me out of here." Coyote's old lady also just sat 

there laughing, and Coyote looked at her and said sarcastically, "Better 

get your CEO and Chief of Covert Operations out of the tablecloth 
before he suffocates." 

Siegfried walked out from under the table and went out to his hiding 
hole under the back porch. In a minute he heard the Harley start and 

roar off, and pretty soon Owl came limping out with a Band-Aid on one 
knee, flew up to his accustomed place in the juniper tree, and sat there 
the rest of the day, muttering to himself 

After a while Siegfried squirmed out of his cool-dirt refuge under the 
porch, intending to go back in the house and see what Coyote's old lady 

was up to, but just then he heard la Llorona start up with her 
Ooohooohoooh, so he crawled back under the porch, where he stayed until 

supper time, sleeping and dreaming of garnets the color of mulberries. 

Makali'i 
--------



Pasture 
Kermit Coad 

I have been 
turned out 

to pasture 
past the gate 
past the milk 
. . 
mg station 
no lines 

no limits 
no regrets I've 
hitched a ride 

and boarded 
something 

to somewhere 
else I can 

say goodbye 
I feel 
friendly and 

right friends 
nibble at me 

as I pass 
by I nuzzle 

their flanks and 
try to remain 

pleasant after 
all loose cows 

ought to be 
polite I am 

moving the 
countryside 

looks pleasant 

too from 
the window 
like a life 
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someone ought 

to be living 
but I'm 

consc10us 
of my own 

breathing now 
as I close 

my eyes 

and the world 

spms mto 

the night 

that churns 

by itself 

without 

ceasing 



Grief Therapy 
Juliet Lee 

I lose a friend 

and go on a shopping binge. 

Arrange, rearrange sorrow. 

I sift, in abandonment, 

rows of clothing on the racks, 

the shoulders of plastic hangers 

clicking as they hit one another 

across chrome pipes. 

This is the music of excess, 

a transport into mindlessness. 

I don't need to think, to think. 

I don't need to remember. 

A hunter, 

I scout the shops-

/ 

acres and acres of shopping centers

the toniest, the casual, the generic: 

Armani, Chanel, Old Navy, Kmart. 

I acquire an eye. 

Good fabrics, divine designs, 

appealing drape across the grain, the bias cut. 

Stone-washed silks, sublime satins, smooth velvets, 

all achingly beautiful, 

are soothing to the touch. 

Shopping takes a life of its own. 

"This is madness," my husband cries. 

I swear, 

I must have tried every black dress in town. 

Later, I come home 

with a dozen pairs of Ferragamo shoes. 
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Just because they're on sale. 70% off 

I carry home the shoes stacked high 

like manapua boxes. 

I can't pass up a bargain. 

"Who are you? Imelda Marcos?" 

Things get pretty bad. 

I obsess over goods I see in windows. 

There's a pair of suede boots, a wool-blend jacket, 

that I must have. I dream of them. 

I can't sleep at night. 

I'm the little girl in the store across the street, 

savoring the dried abalone and jaw breakers 

in glass candy jars. 

Later, it's lipsticks. I prowl 

the cosmetic counters. Only certain brands will do-

Mac or Bobbi Brown--deep-colored accents in gloss, 

cremes and mattes for the slash of cheer across the face. 

When I shop, 

a good find is like meat on the table, 

gristle in the mouth, the reminder to smile. 

I want to be grounded to what is material. 

This is how I touch reality. 

I don't want my heart 

to leap out of my body and escape 

beyond what I can see or feel. 

Shopping is my safety net. 

This is what saves me. 

To step outside of this need, 

is to collapse into grief 

Makali'i 



Off-line 
Alan Ragains 

He had left. 
Not out the door, 

down the steps 
the slap of the screen door 

punctuating his exit. 
Not with Paul Simon v,aili1\g 

"There must be fifty ways 
to leave your lover." 

He left in a slate gray half-light 
1 

with a thac, thac, thac, 
anticipated pauses 

waiting for response, 
with a, 

"Welcome. You have mail. " 

It had started 
with word processing and e-mail

but progressed to 
on-line and chat rooms. 

And in the vacuum of night 
he forsook his bed 

for words-
touch, tease, chew, swell. 

Messages conveyed from StdMstr, GdTyme, BiGuy. 
Time evaporated-

IO p.m. or 2 a.m. 
It was all irrelevant. 

The thac, thac, thac echoed 
down the hall. 

The screen door closed quietly. 
The mechanical voice announced, 

"Good by. " 

THE JOURNAL OF THE UNIVERSITY OF HAWAI'I COMMUNITY COLLEGES 69 



70 

About the Contributors 

Jane Calfee is an instructor in Language Arts at Kapi'olani Community 
College. She has taught writing for 26 years and is currently involved 
with the development of the Holomua program at Kapi'olani CC. The 
single parent of a fifteen year old son, Drew, Calfee enjoys reading and 
writing on matters of the spirit and the mystery of life. 

Sonia Mary Chess, Ph.D. , is a retired professor and now part-time lecturer 
in Language Arts at Honolulu Community College. She teaches English 
257--Women in Literature, and English 100 in the summer and at times 
the fall semesters. Her published doctoral dissertation is tided: Daughters 
from Another Shore: Maternal Influences in Selected Fiction of Chinese
American Daughters of Immigrant Mothers. She enjoys traveling with her 
husband when she isn't helping with home improvement projects. 

Joseph Ciotti is a professor of astronomy and physics at Windward 
Community College, where he directs its Aerospace Exploration Lab, 
Polynesian Voyaging program and Hoa'aina RS/GIS Center (a NASA 
Center of Excellence). He was named Christa McAuliffe National 
Aerospace Educator of the year as well as the Hawaii Professor of the Year 
by the Carnegie Foundation. Joe is married and has three sons (one a 
lefty), a step-daughter and step-son. 

Kermit Coad is a lecturer in English at Maui Community College where 
he taught full-time from 1969 through 1995. He has published in local 
and mainland literary journals and anthologies, is listed in The Directory 
of American Poets and Writers, and is currently working on his third col
lection of prophetic meditations. 

Brian Cronwall is a lecturer in English and Business Communications at 
Kaua'i Community College. His poems have appeared in numerous jour
nals and anthologies in Hawai'i, Guam, United States, United Kingdom, 
Australia and Japan. 

Bonnie Friedman is a lecturer in the Food Service Program at Maui 
Community College. She is also the owner of Grapevine Productions, a 
Maui-based public relations firm, and a freelance writer. A former 
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reporter, director and producer for CBS, CBC, and PBS, she says people 
are much more impressed by the fact that she used to bake for Robert 
DeNiro, Harvey Keitel and Lorraine Bracco. 

Carolyn Han is a lecturer in English at Hawai'i Community College. 
She has written four books. Three of them were published by the 
University of Hawai'i Press: Why Snails Have Shells: Minority and Han 
Folktales of China, 1993, The Demon King and Other Festival 
Folktales of China, 1995. Tales from Within the Clouds: Nakhi Stories 
of China, 1997. Published by Island Heritage Press: Kalapana, 1999. 

Shel Hershinow is a professor in humanities at Kapi'olani Community 
College and Director of the Hawai'i Writing Project. The two pieces 
appearing in this issue of Makali'i were written during Writing Across 
the Curriculum Summer Institutes. 

Marlene Hawkinson Kamei is an instructor in writing at Hawai'i 
Community College. Her professional interests include curriculum 
development and institutional research. Her favorite contemporary 
authors are those who are experimenting with "magical realism," and she 
is currently working on a novel and completing a book of poetry. 

Suzanne Kosanke is a lecturer in language arts at Windward 
Community College. She has been a lecturer for WCC since 1989 and 
is also a half-time instructor on the Manoa campus. Her interest in 
memoir, which blends the historical and imaginary, informs both her 
teaching and writing published lately in Rainbird and Marvels & Tales: 
a Journal of Fairy-Tale Studies. She is also the graphic designer of 
Tinfish a journal of experimental poetry. 

T.M. Lafferty is an instructor in English at Leeward Community 
College, known formally as "Therese" and affectionately as "Terri." 
Since 1986 TM. has published her own poetry and prose in periodicals, 
as well as edited two volumes of women's writing titled La'ila'i. She loves 
to share her passion for English with students and has been implement
ing service learning and Internet research into her developmental and 
college-level English curricula. 
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Juliet Lee is an instructor in language arts at Leeward Community 
College. She was recently awarded one of five national fellowships by the 
Japan-United States Friendship Commission to study in Japan. 

Betsy Morrigan is an instructor in English at Hawai 'i Community 
College, teaching at the University Center at West Hawai'i . She enjoys a 
wide range of classes, from developmental writing to the literature of 
Hawai'i. She strives to expand the students' ideas, knowledge base, and 
awareness of the power and beauty of writing. Morrigan also owns a small 
kayak and hiking eco-tourism business named Hawaii Pack and Paddle. 
She recently hiked around the Island of Hawai'i and is learning how to rig 
and sail a traditional Hawaiian canoe. 

Jaelle Oaks is a speech instructor at Maui Community College. Aside from 
teaching speech communication classes, Oaks is a freelance writer. Her fic
tion and non-fiction articles have appeared in regional, national, and inter
national publications. She is also an ecofeminist and a political activist. She 
has accepted the position of Director of Commonway Institute in 
Portland, Oregon. As an administrator of Commonway, she will meld her 
communication skills with her love for the planet and all of its inhabitants. 

Ellen Okuma is the librarian for Hawai' i Community College. 
Windsurfing, bodyboarding and canoe paddling are her favorite water 
sports. Besides growing native plants as a hobby on her land in Puna, she 
enjoys working on projects with colleagues who are members of Hawai'i 
CC's environmental hui. 

Jennifer Owen is an instructor of ceramics at Maui Community College. 
She tries to excite her students by the enthusiasm she herself feels for this 
diverse subject matter that so thoroughly engages both the mind and 
body. As well as teaching the craft of clay and the art of form, surface, and 
design, she covers geology, physics and chemistry as it applies to the trans
formations of clay. 

Alan Ragains is an associate professor in speech/communications at 
Windward Community College. He also serves as system coordinator for 
the Students Literary Competition sponsored by the League for 
Innovation. He recently completed a full-year sabbatical leave, presenting 
the results of his research at the National Communications Association 
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viously published in Rain Bird and Makali'i. He also served on the edi
torial board for Makali'i. 

Sharon Rowe is an instructor in philosophy at Kapi'olani Community 
College. She has taught for the past 20 years, within and without the 
UH system, courses in philosophy, religion and dance. 
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Jerry Saviano is a lecturer in language arts at Honolulu Community 
College. His professional interests include service learning and working 
with student publications. 

Ken Tokuno is the Dean of Student Services at Leeward Community 
College. This is his third appearance in Makali'i. He is trying to draw 
inspiration from living in Hawai'i in parallel to the body of work he 
completed while learning to write poetry while at the University of 
Washington. It was there that he developed a philosophy of poetry that 
suggests that it can elevate the human spirit by speaking optimistically 
of the uncontemplated aspects of life. 

Lou Zitnik is an instructor in English at Hawai'i Community College. 
He was born in Panama, raised in Washington and California, and 
worked in Afghanistan and the Dominican Republic before settling in 
Hawai'i. Two summers ago, Zitnik traveled to Ka-laupapa as a student 
with the University of Hawai'i Historic Preservation Program and on the 
flight out, met a woman who had spent most of her life on the peninsula. 
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Call for Manuscripts and 
Guidelines for Submissions 

MAKALI1, The Journal of the University of Hawai'i Community Colleges 
(UHCC), is written by and for the faculty (current and retired) and staff 
of Hawai'i's Community Colleges. 

Deadline for manuscripts/artwork is March 1 of the year of publication. 
There is no compensation for the selection of submitted material. 

Early query: Authors may submit one-page proposals in the form 
of an abstract or query for an early response from the Editorial Board; a 
query is not a prerequisite for submitting a full manuscript. 

Content: Authors/Creators retain the copyright to articles, stories, 
compositions and graphics selected for publication; the Editorial Board 
encourages previously unpublished submissions in the following areas: 

D Art and Graphics, including cartoons 
-Reviews or Critiques of campus art, etc. 

D Articles with Hawai'i or Pacific focus 

D Book, Textbook, or Software Reviews 
D Comparative Study of Educational Systems 

D Controversy 
D Discipline Research 
D Editorials and Opinions 

D Humor 
D International Education 

D Literary Works, including poetry 
D Music, including chants and instrumental works 
D Sabbatical Experiences 

D Scholarly Submissions 
D Short Essays on published works 
D Trades & Technology 

Guidelines: The Editorial Board prefers submissions that reflect the 
academic integrity of the University of Hawai'i Community Colleges. The 
work submitted to Makali 'i for publication must be unpublished; the 
maximum number of works accepted will be three. 

Makali'i 



D Manuscripts should have a consistent style in organization and be 
double spaced. For citations, please use the MIA Handbook for Writers of 
Research Papers, Third Edition. The maximum length per manuscript is 
3,500 words. 

D Submissions are evaluated anonymously by the Editorial Board. 
For each submission, send one clean copy and one completed cover 
identification sheet; you may duplicate cover sheets as needed. No iden
tification should appear on submitted materials, and authors should 
retain their originals. 

D Black-and-white artwork must be camera ready. Black-and-white 
photographs must be printed on 8" x 10" paper, but need not be 
proportional to that size. Color artwork will be considered for the cover 
only, and must be submitted in the form of a 35mm color transparency 
slide (send a copy slide only). 

I 

D An audio cassette tape must accompany the sheet music or lyrics 
for a musical composition and/or chant. 

D Accepted literary materials, such as manuscripts and poetry, must 
be resubmitted on a 3S' computer diskette using either Microsoft Word 
5.1 or WordPerfect 5.1 or higher word processor. Either MAC or IBM 
format is acceptable; however, the MAC format is preferred. Please indi
cate the computer format and word processor used to prepare your sub
mission on diskette. 

Editorial Board: The Makali 'i Editorial Board reviews and selects all 
content for the Journal. Members of the Editorial Board serve 
voluntarily in staggered two-year terms. 

These guidelines are subject to revision by the Makali'i Editorial Board. 

Direct written inquiries and submit articles to: 
Editorial Board, Makali'i Journal 
c/o Office of the Chancellor for Community Colleges 
2327 Dole Street 
Honolulu, Hawai 'i 96822. 
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