


























A Tourist's Senryu 
Daniel Carlson 

surfing 

twenty dark 

one white 

first contact 

water wall hidden behind 

a wall of water 

north shore swells 

a thousand people swallow 

one chokes 

counting past twenty 

is just too long to wait 

when up is unknown 

a big wave smile 

scrubbed off with reef 

dental insurance? 
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"All throughout high school we always wanted to 

start our own business. We wanted to be able to create 

a business where we could get our beliefs across," 

reveals Deep Roots Clothing Company co-founder Gino 

Gosico while his business partner Aadam Wong nods in 

agreement. 

Originally in 2003, Deep Roots had quite a few 

members, most of whom attended Saint Louis School 

with Gosico and Wong. Eventually their group of eleven 

members was reduced to just the two of them. "Mainly 

everyone [else] was too busy working and stuff," informs 

Gosico. Together Gosico and Wong stuck it out and 

watched their clothing line slowly become established. 

Together these two Kapi'olani Community College 

students compliment each other perfectly. Business 

major Gosico is known for his comical antics and 

neighborly personality, traits that are an asset in making 

sales. Wong, an Engineering major is the more relaxed 

and reserved of the two. As the artist for Deep Roots, 

his creative artwork is what draws people toward their 

clothing line. 

"Before, only our close friends had our clothes and 

our stickers. But now, I could be cruising at a concert 

and I see strangers sporting our clothes and I am like 

who are you? Every time I see other people wearing our 

stuff, I get excited," says an enthus iastic Gosico. 

When asked where all the profits go, Wong seems 

confident that the future of the Deep Roots brand is 

bright. "The profit goes right back into our business. 

We want to do more things with our business. We want 

to expand. We want to expand into different countries 

and connect with different cultures, hopefully create an 

image for every country. We want to get to know other 

cultures and be able to connect with each other. We 

want everyone to understand that we are all one race." 
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Surfing Musume. 
Sumi ink and Adobe Photoshop. 





Surf Bunnies Rule 

Whenever the waves 

hit the reef, 

I see bunnies 

on the sand 

and in the surf. 

Though at first blush 

they all seem the same, 

tanned and lithe 

in colorful bikinis, 

there are in essence 

two separate species 

who do not 

see eye to eye 

or intermingle. 

Beach Bunnies 

lay on the sand 

to relax in the sun 

in two-pieces of string. 

Oiled to perfection 

in full makeup, 

peroxide prevails. 

They take a dip 

with hair up, 

cigarette in hand 

and sunglasses on, 

then head swiftly 

back to shore. 

They're here to score 

to find the man 

that will make them 

happy and whole. 

Surf Bunnies 

are found 

beyond the reef. 

They scan the horizon 

in silent prayer 

for a wave 

to challenge 

and put their skills 

to use. 

Their hair sparkles 

with highlights 

Anton Muhlert 

caressed by the sun, 

though their bikinis 

have seen better days. 

Their arms are strong, 

their legs are toned, 

their bellies 

are tight, 

and they'll kick your ass 

if you drop in 

at a bad time. 

They prefer to ride 

and are rarely 

ridden . 

I'd like a bunny 

to call my own, 

but the Beach Bunny 

is much too soft, 

needs constant care, 

might tip over 

if I'm not there 

to prop her up 

and hold her hand . 

The Surf Bunny 

is the one for me. 

She stands on 

strong straight legs 

with the balance 

to dance 

by my side. 

She may leave 

me lonely 

when swells hit 

and conditions are good, 

but I am willing 

to wait 

for the calm 

and flat 

that will bring her 

back to me. 





Back to the Roots 
Acryllic on skateboard deck. 

Artist Commentary - I went back to skateboarding's roots and I 

cut up worn out skateboard decks into the shape the original form of 

the skateboard-a surfboard-and I painted over them . Although I 

was born in the US, I moved to Tokyo in my early childhood . Because 

of this I longed for the country where I considered my roots to be all 

the time. I was especially fascinated by the American skateboard 

and music cultures, which were invaluable to me. Because American 

music represents my roots, I painted three people who represented the 

American rock scene in the 196os-they were Jimi Hendrix, Janis Joplin 

and Jim Morrison . All of them died at a young age of 27, but to me 

represented the free American spirit. 





Surfi.n' Hawai'i 
by Cheryl Chinaka 

In Hawai'i 

everywhere I go 

surfboards are 

all over the island. 

They're on my backback, 

on my brother's bibadees. 

My mom has a nametag shaped like one 

and my dad has aloha shirts covered with them. 

Hey, there's even one on my McDonald's gift card! 

My teachers are busy making surfboard 

wood carvings 

to be used as a trophies 

for this weekend's Women's Surfing Contest. 

And my cousin Stacey has the full assorment 

of surf-themed merchandise-she has 

shirts, shorts, slippers, charms and even 

a plastic surfboard with feathers(?!) 

dangling from her car's 

rearview mirror. 

In school, North Shore and Blue Crush 

are often the topic of discussion. 

And it seems everyone always circles around the kid 

who has the latest issue of Surfing magazine. 

Pretty much all everyone ever talks about, everyday, 

is the morning's surf report. 

I hear my classmates say, 

"The waves are raging," and 

"Let's hit the beach and catch some waves after school." 

And when they look at me 

I just shrug my shoulders. 

Maybe, with all this surfing stuff around, 

I guess I better go learn 

how to surf. 





Paipo 
by Kenneth L. Quilantang Jr. 

The mirror fogs up when I breathe . 

I lean into it, to get a closer look at my teeth . I pull at my lower lip, 

yeah, that's what I thought, bottom tooth. Front. Missing. Sucking 

skinny Popolo guy hits harder than I thought. Two months in already, 

and I knew it from the start, he'd be problems. Now I really look like 

one con . 

The cell is painted light blue on the inside; the bars are white with 

rusty specks. The water in the toilet runs clear; you can see your 

reflection in the bottom of it. 

Head count for chow. 

"What happened to your face," they ask when I stand in line. 

"Nothing, I fell in the shower," I mutter. 

"Yeah right," the pasty guard snaps. He looks at the others and 

giggles at the skinny Popolo guy. 

I look down into the tiles of the floor; some of them are cracked 

and missing in places. The food tray feels heavy. Almost too heavy. 

Next thing I know I'm sitting down, across some big, old, bald 

white guy. He is thick, not really the poke eating, the Heineken 

drinking, the no slipper wearing moke thick, the kind I'm used to. No, 

this guy is more like hillbilly thick, he eats grits I bet. I can see part 

of what looks like the British flag tattoo curled around one of his hay 

built forearms. Fucking haole man, he's a bruiser. 

"What?" He says, pieces of corn flinging out of his mouth. 

Not again, two times in one day. I say nothing again . I can hear 

the familiar cackling of guards amidst the clinging of utensils. 

I say nothing again. 

"What, like go? Hah fucka," Hillbilly says again and now I'm 

confused . 

I gotta chance 'em, "No braddah, I never mean for give you stink 

eye." 

"Who da fuck said I was your braddah," baldy says, spraying me 

with more bits of corn when he yells . 

I sigh and put my head down, not giving a shit whether he hits me 

or not. 

He slides his tray forcefully into mine, spilling his food into it, 

"Next time you like give somebody stink eye, betta back it up. Lucky 

you from back home, I did worse for smaller things." 

I start wiping the mess and glance at him walking away. I have 

time to read the tattoo inked across his forearm in old English 

underneath an image of the state flag. 

Wai'anae, Hawaii 96792 

The guards come to where I'm sitting, still separating the peas 

from the milk. The smart assed one, the one who laughed at my teeth, 

comes close to me saying, "You're the first asshole I seen not get 

knocked the fuck out by Big J for being a smartass." He turns to the 

others, "the new prick is lucky; I wanted to see Big J knock the shit out 

of him." 

I put my head down and stare into the tray, rainbow colored 

oil floats on the milk. This is how I meet him, and I smile to myself 

scraping bits of milky mashed potatoes into my tray. 

He liked the way the water splashed when he kicked it with his 
feet. The boy sat there, on the black boulders watching his father 
surf. Glistening a'ama crabs scuttled into dark crevices when each set 
slammed into their rocky home. He watched the spindly legged things 
reclaim their spots on the boulders when the waves dissipated into 
bubbly foam. 

He wanted to. He really did. But his father said no. Cannot go out. 
Too big. The boy squinted towards the place where he last saw his 
dad paddle out to. 

One. Two. Tree. Four. Fiiiiive. Six. Six guys out and to the boy 
they all looked the same. Which one was dad? 

He heard the quiet clicking of claws all around him. 
A 'ama crabs came out from hiding again. They reminded the boy 

of tiny robots, the kind he just saw at a movie at Kam Drive In, the one 
by Pear/ridge. His folks would bring the car there to watch movies 
while farting and blaming each other. He forgot the title of the movie; 
he just remembered the motion, the jerky, twitchy motions of robot 
claws on asphalt. He couldn't sleep for a few days after the movie, his 
dreams infested with claws and carapaces. 

"Get back inside," he snapped at the crustaceans, a big one took 
its time, so the boy kicked a torrent of saltwater towards it. 

By this time the boy was impatient already. Another wave came in. 
Crabs hid. 
"Daaaaaaaaaaaaaad," the boy called out to the figures sitting on 

their surfboards. 
No reply. 
"Daaaaaaaaaaaaaad," he yelled again, this time splashing water 

all around him to get their attention. 

"Shh," someone said softly behind him. "They're coming in, in a little 
while," his mother stood above him, arms folded across her breasts, 
her 'ehu curly hair gliding slowly across her face . "Your dad guys are 
just waiting for their go home wave, so just wait." 

"Yeah but I bored Ma," the boy said. "How come he make me sit 
here not doing anything? I can surf too you know." 

"Yeah I know, but you have to learn to wait," she answered, 
squinting out towards her husband's silhouette. 

"Why I have to learn that for," he asked, kicking water to the sky. "I 
know how for wait already, Dad just making trouble that's all, he just 
no like me surf, take all the waves." 



Crabs hid. 

"If that's what you think, then you should sit your little ass do wn 
on that rock some more," his mom snapped, turning towards the way 
she came. 

Waves broke on the rocks near the boy. 
Crabs hid. 
"In fact, I think you should ask if you can get off that rock, "she said 

pointing out to the surfers. 
One of the figures was pointed in the boy's direction, getting closer 

with each splash of the ocean. 

**** 

Sometimes, some guards, when they do nightly head counts, 

whack the bars of the cell just to fuck with some of the guys. If you 

don't know the drill and get your ass out off the bed, nobody can help 

what coming next. 

So you gotta wait. 

And wait. 

And wait still yet. 

Hard though, for wait sometimes, shit especially in the beginning. 

When you dreaming of home, about early morning surf session, 

cannot help ah, hard for get up I te ll you. Feels like they know what 

you dreaming about, how you sometimes feel like you not even here. 

But you are, so cannot help ah. 

Might not seem like it but you know what? On the outside I was 

one of t he most patient guys. They took that too, my pat ience, but 

cannot help ah, what else was I go ing do? I had for sell. Cannot help. 

Cannot. 

Maybe if I stayed home I would have had one good job and stuff, 

but sometimes, no matter how much you hea r that little voice in your 

head tell you not for do something, you do em anyways. Hard head 

so cannot help. I got bored on the rock. That's what I always say to 

people when they ask me why I left. Shit I wan ted to do my own surf 

tour, go to the places and do the things just like I saw in the movie 

Endless Summer. I always had one copy of that with me, first was VHS 

tapes, then I wised up and had it on DVD. Never mind if I didn't have a 

VCR or DVD player, I just wanted to have it. 

I graduated, Wai 'anae Sea rider baby. Class of 1991. With about 

350 other people who had no clue what to do about it. No school. For 

me, I cou ld go to the beach as long as I wa nted now. Hell I was doing 

that anyways, only now, the cops cou ldn't bust me for truancy. Some 

friends we nt to college, some joined the service and I know some st ill 

yet stay riding bike at three in the morning, all glassy eyed and naked. 

I worked at Tamura's for cash back th en , I was pretty much right on 

about saving money. I needed it for my plane tickets and car when I 

went mainland . I only spent for buy 20 cent bags from Rudy; I needed 

for blaze, which I couldn't give up. 

Couldn't. 

Early morning sessions, gave me the patience I think. It takes 

dedication you know, for get up that ear ly, get everything ready, wax 

th e boards, pack lunch, and sma ll kine burn. 

Cannot help. This is how it goes. 

I leave at the time the sky still yet dark, but you can make out the 

shape of things when you look towards Mount Ka'ala. The silhouettes 

of the big banyan trees are still blended into the mountains. I 

usua lly get to the beach in about ten minutes, depends on if I see 

the tweakers riding bike so I ca n talk to them about what going on 

and if get trouble. Only two kin e people I know that ride bike this 

ea rly in the morning, rich people down Kahala side in neon tights 

that might as well be naked, and the tweakers here in Wai 'anae, who 

sometimes riding bike naked already. Only difference is that one guy 

stay pumped full of stuff to keep him going, and going, and going. 

Which guy? I like say the tweaker but that's too easy. Try asking that 

guy who won that bicycle race in France? He was on something, th ey 

took away the win, I seen him on ESPN 2 on the news that flash on the 

bottom of the TV screen when had the Triple Crown on. So no tell me 

who stay on what, I don't know because peop le with money just hide 

it better if you ask me. 

Well anyways when I get to Ke'eaus, I turn off the radio, the thin g 

no catch anyways, put the ca r in neutral and I listen to my t ires crunch 

the t hin layer of sand on the asphalt. I always do thi s. Sound mean. 

Cannot help yeah? 

By this time I blaze up, I gotta, cause if I don't, I know go ing be 

one shitty session, I might as well go home. I always park in the same 

spot, from September to March , an if get freak sets I extend it to April. 

I light up. I always sit on th e hood of my car an look at the sets. I 

close my eyes, picturing myse lf sliding down the face of the wave 

tasting the sa ltiness at the back of my throat. This where it gets hard, 

the po int that if I don't go in the water I never wil l. I feel ing too good 

already. Plus too I get the munchies. I still get the stick of oily beef 

jerky in my mouth when I jump down from the grassy hill onto the wet 

sa nd, my board tucked under my arm. 

Ca nnot help, I hungry. 

* * ** 

On the inside, we eat ea rly. Hard enough they wake you up plenty 

at night, but they expect you to eat after that? I thought I wou ld never 



get used to it but you learn, live and learn. 

At first, when I got in I was having small kine trouble. I knew was 

going be hard here, with all the Skinheads, the P6polo gangs, and 

everybody else, so I played dumb at first. 

I caught him in the yard. Mount Rainer was clear, was pretty 

sunny, but patches of snow still covered the ground. He was benching 

when I found him. The same guy from the cafeteria that crazy, pale 

skinned, bolohead, make had one tank top on and outside was like 40 

degrees. I thought to myself, maybe he did have some hillbilly blood. 

Our second meeting went almost the same as our first except there 

was no corn involved. 

"What you fucka, you like me jack your jaws yeah," he snorted 

through clenched teeth. 

"I-I sorry, I just wanted for talk," I stammered not sure if it was 

from the cold or because I was nervous. 

"I spent five years hea. Five fucking yeas. An I neva once went 

whine about not talking to nobody," he said placing the bar on the 

rack with a loud clunk. 

"1-1 sorry, I no like bodda you," I said and stood up, ready for a 

hasty exit outta there . 

"First you bodda me at lunch, den now? What your fucking 

problem?" 

"I said sorry, I no like make humbug." 

Mount Ranier's white cap seemed to dissolve into the whitish grey 

sky. 

I made it almost halfway to the unit's doors when I heard him spit 

out, "Where you grad?" 

The cons in for non-violent offenses like me are kept in a separate 

module than the hard-co re guys but we all meet in the yard when 

it's time to go out. Mud sloshes around my shoes, making a sucking 

sound when I walk towards the rusty weight benches where I saw him. 

I heard from Wilson, the skinny, ex-Skinhead that this guy who I would 

later call Uncle Jimbo, punched the guy who was screwing his wife and 

the guy fell, conking his head on the corner of their koa coffee table 

they brought with them from Hawai'i. 

Make. Die. Dead. 

Manslaughter. That's what he got. Fifteen years, he got that too. 

That was five years ago. 

**** 

For us non-violents, we get time to work in the shop making 

all kinds of stuff. Some guys even have their stuff on exhibition 

someplace, kind of like a show and tell for convicts. 

I asked him one day, "Eh Uncle Jimbo, you ever surf Makaha?" 

That's all I had to say. 

"Of course, I used to know Rell Sunn," he said, looking at the grey 

clouds outside through the thick metal bars of the window. 

"Oh wow, was hard for you to live over here or what? I mean when 

you first came over here?" 

"Yeah of course was mento, everybody from Hawai'i get hard time 

adjusting at first." 

His voice would soften when we talked of back home and for a 

moment it felt like we were just two makes, just sitting on the rock 

wall at Tumbleland, drinking Heinekens and bullshitting. 

"So what Uncle, what you ride?" 

His ea rs perked up with that and he rubbed the dry skin on his 

elbow. 

"Braddah, I ain't telling you, you gotta figure it out for yourself," 

he said. 

"Okay, I bet you went ride one long board, nine feet four inches." 

"Can tell you was born in the water," he smiled, showing the gap 

between his two front teeth . "What else?" 

"Hmm. Tanker?" 

"Ahh, loose money, well one out of two not bad," he said. 

"What then, you used to ride? Boogie board? You lay down like 

one little boy instead of standing like a man?" 

"Watch your mouth little boy, 'for I broke em," he snapped, 

catching me off guard. His fists were clenched, veins in his arms 

showing under the tattoos. The state of Hawai'i flag seemed to 

pulsate under his wiry haired arms. 

"I sorry Uncle, 1-1," I suddenly felt like I was five again, with tutu 

man snapping at me for dropping the wax in the sand. 

"Paipo ain't boogie boarding dumb ass," he growled. "Fucking 

wise ah you sometimes?" 

"Nah nah nah. I said sorry I was only playing," I shut my eyes. 

"Go look in the corner and pull out the plywood," Uncle Jimbo 

commanded. 

I didn't answer; I ran my finger along the top of the thick piece 

of plywood and pulled back from a splinter. Sucking on my injury, I 

gripped the side firmly and yanked it out. 

Wood caught the corner of the steel frame the plywood was in and 

let out a loud screech that sounded like it broke. 

"Watch out mento!" 

The side that scraped against the shelving was marked with a 

light pencil sketch. My scrape went all the way through it, across the 

markings that read Wai'anae, Hawai'i almost like his tattoo. 



" Fricka be more careful and I let you help me shape this, " Uncle 

Jimbo said. 

I couldn't find the words to answer him, I wa nted to cry. But no can 

yeah? Crying would have been too panty and you cannot let people 

see you cry when yo u stay inside. 

" Wh at your fin ge r so re?" 

"Uh huh, litt le bit," I sa id staring at the out line of the paipo board . 

"Good fo r you, I never fee l em," he laughed. "Good th ing I didn't 

cut it out yet or I wo uld have made you look for another piece." 

" No worry, Uncle I can cut straight." 

He took the plywood and slid it slowly in to the gap. 

Lesson #1: Pa ipo boarding is not boogie boarding 

**** 

I hate when she vis it. Every other month she fly over from back 

home. Always the same when she come. I ask how everything and 

she tells me its okay, that something's up with my brother. Li ke I can 

do anything for her out there yeah? She come about once every two 

months. No get me wrong, I love my mom but what I no love is what 

happen after she leave. 

When you get strip search, the thing isn't like what you see in the 

movies at all. They make like you can resist and shit when they do 

it to you in the movies. The bad thing about being stripped search 

after a visit from mom isn't the shedd ing of the jumpsuits so that 

the guards can get a better look, it's not even when they tell you to 

squat in the case of hidden contraband stowed away in your ass. 

Cigarettes, the most popular, are what most new cons get busted 

for, it's a night in solitary if they find it. Weapons, the second biggest 

thing automatically gets a con busted for a month in solitary, that way 

shou ld shit go down in the module he's taken away out of the prison 

peckin g order. They took one guy to the infirmary; he put the shank 

the pointed end in himself first. Severe internal hemorrhaging. 

So I was saying the worst part isn't taking off the orange scrubs, or 

when they make you squat above a mirror to peek inside your ass to 

find buried treasure, no the bad part is when the guards tell you to lift 

up yo ur nuts so they can peek if anything's there. 

That's how you know you don't have a choice to do so or not. 

Real life is shitty that way. 

Every time I see her, I see one more grey, one more wrinkle I never 

saw before . I trip out how much she aged since I been in. 

So right about the time I tell her again how bad the food is here I 

know we almost pau. It seems as if we just ta lking, but no more words 

comin g out, just blabbering away the whole ti me. 

"You being good," she asks. 

The plastic partition is shiny. " Uh huh," I reply, staring at my 

refl ection that 's been imposed upon her face. People used to tell me 

I look li ke her and sin ce I been in I can see why. We share some of the 

sa me wrinkles around the eyes, like sets breaking ove r bleached coral 

ree f. 

"Well you r bradda going end up in jail if he no shape up," she say 

to me. 

"Oh how co me," I try fo r act like I interested but I rea lly not. 

" He just like you, you know." 

" Hah? He more smarter than me," I say keeping up the act. 

"Smarter no mean he get any sense." 

My mom always t ry ing for make me laugh so I smi le at her joke. 

can see her eyes when she mentions his name that th is is killing her. 

**** 

"When you make one paipo board the most important thing is the 

bottom part , how the th ing cu rves, yea h?" 

I realized I was pretty good with one saw, but I awked when I heard 

what he wanted for do with the wood . 

"For what uncle, why no leave um flat, not like you going ride um 

anytime soon, eh?" 

He didn't answer, I'm not even sure if he heard me, his eye 

trai ling the edge of the pa ipo board, muttering something I cou ldn't 

understand to himself. 

"Fucking litt le kid, you need me for lick you eh?" 

"I· I was just saying, sh it uncle no need snap." 

He let out a loud sigh and his broad shoulders slumped a little. 

"You know what, no fucking ask me if you like help me you 

ungrateful bastard." 

Uncle limbo's eyes never left the jagged, splintered, wood, and his 

eyes seemed to surf along the rough edge of pine. 

We never talked about surfing again. 

**** 

A long time ago, men slide down her face. In places where she 

smoothes out, they leave no mark. A patch of roughness. One is left 



now. He darts out of her closing mouth, she lapping up his movement 

with her curled lip. He vanishes. He is deep within her now, 

succumbed to her constantly quiet roar as she swallows him. In that 
instant she is done with him and now relaxes, spent. He glides out; 

slick with her moistness and with a flick of his head throws his locks 

away from his eyes, resolute to find another. 
She is swelling again, her mounds of water climaxing when he 

makes it ta the line up to where his brothers were waiting. 

She's killed on lesser days and he knows this when an offshore 

wind chills his body causing him to fold in his arms and wreathe. He 
isn't supposed to get into the water today. 

Keep it covered and lightly rub Vaseline on it. Don't let it get dry. 

It stung when he first jumped in, but he got used to it. 

Don't go in. The bandage fell away exposing the reddened tattoo. 

The guy does good work he laughs to himself while rubbing the 
leftover balls of adhesive still stuck to his forearm. 

The tattoo gleams bright when it's submerged in the ocean. 

**** 

He woke up gagging. The sweat on his forehead shone off the 

fluorescent lights that came in from the hallway outside his ce ll. 

Nothing but the light blue cell to stare at. There it was again, that 

pain in the chest that made him scared to tell the doctors. He sat on 

the edge of the bed rubbing the baldness of his head. Something was 

new. A new pain traveled up and down his left arm, a constrict ing 

ache that made him want to go bareballs while he slept. He giggled at 

the thought of sleeping naked, something he hadn't done for a while. 

He got up and the pain was worse but he needed to spit the mucus 

that co llected while he slept. 

The water in the metallic toilet bowl was clear and you could see 

your reflection in it. The bloody mucus he spat into it slowly tinged 

the water red. 

Nothing new he thought. 

He needed to lie down, to sleep to the sound of rain starting to 

patter on the barred windowpane. 

Sleep now. 

She fades into a froth of bursting bubbles in salty white foam. His 

face stings, the brine finding its way into red eyes. He can hear his 

own breathing and it's louder than anything else, more audible than 
the rising mounds of water when she rushes towards the beach. 

Heart pounds. 

Heavy breathing. 

In . Out. 

Limbs reach out, muscles tighten. His lungs betray him and start 

to take her in. He could let go make it easy on himself and just give 

in to her dark saltiness. He wants to. The glass ceiling flashes above 

him and he wants to relax and let her have her way with him. 
Legs find a way to kick towards the shimmering light above. He 

can almost touch it; feel the warm air above her moving walls. 

His fingers curl in. 
He withdraws his hand. 

And his body goes limp, leaving a trail of bubbles that spiral 

towards the water's surface. 

It was a hard fight. 

Pau. 
They found him in his cell naked and cold; toi let water tinged red 

with his blood. 

**** 

I went to the woodshop, making my way past the rusty bandsaws, 

past the gouged out counter where all the hammers were supposed to 

be hanging, to Uncle limbo's little corner. I pu lled on t he paipo board 

ca refully. 

It looked li ke it hadn't been touched since I last talked with Uncle 

Jimbo. The early morning sunlight reflected into my face. I t ilted the 

piece back and forth admiring the lines, raised grain lines in the wood 

cast wave like shadows across its surface. I tucked the board under 

my arm and I felt small sharp splinters jab at me through my shirt. I 

took it to the gouged out counter that was graffitied with gang tags 

and swastikas. Found the grease pen. 

It didn't take me long to get the right way to write the numbers 

under where he wrote Wai'anae, Hawai'i. They matched pretty good 

and I stepped back to admire what I added . 

Uncle Jimbo was 53 when he died. 

**** 

So I looking out the windows whi le sanding the rails of Uncle's 

paipo board and I see the ferries leaving downtown Seattle pointed in 

the direction of where I think is home. After I pau sand in t he shop, I 

end up in my unit ready for jump on the top bunk, let my legs dangle 

off the side, and wait for my go home wave, just like mom said. 





A Sense of Hon1e 
by Darieus Legg 

My journey to Durban, South Africa began in June in the 

summer of 2002. I was sent there to compete in the Mr. Price Pro, 

which is a World Qualifying Tour event for professional surfing. 

It took three days to get there from Honolulu, and I slept maybe 

twe lve hours the whole time . Upon arriving in Durban, I was very 

exhausted and nervous. I had heard the crime rate was bad and 

t he city was pretty dangerous. I was only eighteen at the time and 

I was scared. My stomach felt queasy as we were about to land. 

Luckily, I had a close friend who was waiting for my arrival. 

After gathering my things at the terminal, my friend Simon 

Nicholson, a South African, picked me up and he drove me around 

showing me the sights. Simon was one of the few white South 

Africans living in Durban and I had met him through su rfin g 

contests in Hawai'i. As we drove into the city along a freeway that 

ran through the African wild, I started to notice the similarities 

between this place and my place of birth, Kingston, New York. 

Durban seemed to be a city that was out of place in the vast 

African plain. Having massive man made constructions in the 

middle of nature's finest creations reminded me of Kingston and 

the Catskill Mountains. To be able to see this same environmental 

contradiction in a country thousands of miles away was 

fascinating. 

Simon finally took me to the place I had been waiting three 

days to get to, a warm bed. Simon was nice enough to let me stay 

at his house the whole month I was staying in South Africa. Simon 

took me all around to every surf break he knew of, and we even 

got to surf a spot that rarely broke. The waves were so good that 

the whole time I was there I never wanted to leave. 

At nights Simon and his family recommended I not go out to 

the store or walk down the streets. But I told them they shouldn't 

worry about me. Strangely, the city seemed to give me a sense 

of comfort. My willingness to mingle and explore completely 

shocked the other visiting surfing contestants staying in the area. 

They would occasionally see me talking to the locals at Petrol 

Station or just cruising down the street by myself and they would 

just look at me funny. They told me they wou ld stay in at night 

and they rarely walked down the streets, even during the day. 

Because of Durban's reputation for racism towards white people, 

they said it was unthinkable to even think about just cruising 

around. 

But for me I felt safe because it seemed so much like where I 

was brought up in New York. I was especially comforted by the 

old colonial stone style influence in the architecture of many of 

the homes in Durban. When I asked about this I found out that 

the Dutch East India Company had established its first small 

white settlement in South Africa in 1652. Recalling back to my 

childhood, I remembered my dad telling me Kingston was also 

settled by the Dutch. Du bran's streets were even laid out in the 

same fashion . Like the neighborhood I grew up in, Durban was 

also a mainly black community with lotta hard working lower 

middle class people. No wonder why I felt so at ease. I would be 

so relaxed that I often found myself just going up to locals to start 

up conversations. We would just chill out and I would ask them 

about their feelings on Americans and democracy and they'd ask 

me about my feelings toward South Africa. 

As comfortable as I felt on land, it was a different story in the 

water. The waves at the location for the Mr. Price Pro event were 

horrible, and as a result I finished last in my first round . But I left 

South Africa without any feelings of disappointment. I honestly 

enjoyed my stay there. It's funny how you can be thousands of 

miles away in a different hood and still feel as comfortable ?s you 

would in your own. 









In Honor: Duke Kahanamoku 

Buzzing cars slow 

their pace for a glimpse 

of the guest of honor 

on this day long 

awaited 

while jaywalkers 

step deliberate 

to halt 

passing vehicles 

in bullying defiance 

of rights to the street. 

A growing, 

magnetic mass pulls 

each passer-by 

into the huddle 

of coconut trees. 

Each spectator looks up 

in awe 

while the blue and white water 

background 

frames his stature. 

A hat covered woman's 

mu'u mu'u flows 

as she fans her wrinkled face 

which barely glistens perspiration. 

Her white smile blends 

into her pearly complexion 

stopped only by a single 

red outline on her lips 

as she visualizes her tutu kane 

of old. 

An excited photographer tips 

his brimmed hat and kneels 

despite his expensive suit; 

his mainland deadline 

keeps him too busy, 

too oblivious 

to his inappropriate lack 

of aloha wear. 

Shirtless disciples 

head inland, summoned 

to the shade of guarding palms 

as they lick their lips 

of the salted water, dried 

after their early morning surf. 

They are too overcome 

Stacey Shimabukuro-Lui 

with admiration of the honored one 

than to let jealously rule their time. 

Amidst the chatter 

about him 

he listens 

in silence. 

His stately posture parallels 

the strength 

of his board of surf 

towering behind him. 

His outstretched arms motion aloha 

to the clicks of photos 

and aahs of women who stand 

hoping to capture his affections. 

Coconut trees sway 

in the rhythm of the breeze 

and the rhythmic syncopation 

of ascending waves rise 

to grandoise attention 

then bow 

down to a crawl 

towards this regal figure. 

In the angled spotlight of the overhead sun 

his browned eyes glisten 

a humble glance 

framed by the shades of his lids 

as if drawn to a dignified squint. 

His hips move in 

this midday tropical mirage 

to the strum 

of the 'ukulele strings. 

His manly kaholo in tune 

with his large hands 

extending aloha from his chest 

as a silkened voice accompanies 

the adlib choreography. 

The mesmerized crowd whispers 

to one another, 

"The Duke .. . is dancing." 



Home One The Sea 
Acryllic and ink on wood. 
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