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What is le 'a hi Journal? 
Leahi is an annually published journal dedicated to the thoughts and works 
of Kapi'olani Community College students in the PCC 20. ESL 1 00. ESOL 94, 
English 22. and English 1 00 Courses. 

The purpose of the journal is to provide the students a venue for artistic 
expression through exceptional writing and visual storytelling. 

Stories capture moments in life. moments that are made up of feelings. 
reflections. and ideas. Memories and experiences become meaningful through 
the act of storytelling. 

Lea hi Journal 2013 explores personal narratices written by students of 
differing backgrounds. Each entry in this journal is a story that represents 
the author's unique experiences. Changes and transition from the past to the 
present are key elements in each story. The form may change. but the need to 
discover meaning remains. 

This issue of Leahi may be viewed on the Kapi'o website at 
http://kapionews.kapiolani.hawaii.edu/leahi-2013. 
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Plant Matters 
Bg Coreg Bowling 

Hawaii and its people are being exploited by chemical companies in the name 
of Genetically Modified Organisms. All of the potential danger involved in this 
highly speculative research is not fully known to us at this time; however. the 
companies that our officials have allowed to operate in our state have some 
frightening track records of disregarding public health and environmental 
safety. The future of Hawaii is in danger. and our politicians and educators 
are helping to destroy it. If we do nothing, our children will not get to live in 
the same biologically diverse Hawaii that we enjoy today. 

About fifteen years ago, Governor Cayetano and other public officials started 
a plan to entice corporations involved in genetic engineering to start new 
operations in Hawaii. The plan was to stimulate agricultural and economic 
growth. The Hawaii legislature not only provided financial assistance to 
these companies through new laws. but it also passed legislation to protect 
them; protection and financial assistance that is paid for by us. the taxpayers 
(SEED 21 ). Companies such as. Monsanto. DOW Agro sciences, Pioneer Hi
Bred(DuPont) and Syngenta are operating with the full support of the local 
government. which, is flooded with monetary contributions from these 
companies. ranging from $250-$2000, per politician. The one exception 
being governor Abercrombie's secretary of agriculture. who received 
$21,000 dollars from Monsanto. This money buys opposition of any 
legislation that aims to regulate or oppose GMO testing on Hawaiian land 
(McNairire). Apparently there are some things that are cheap in Hawaii, 
government officials. For the price of a flat-screen TV. you can buy a 
politician. 
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Universities demand slightly higher prices for their blind subordination. The 
University of Hawaii Chancellor, Virginia S. Hinshaw says, on the UH 
Foundation website, "We are very grateful to Monsanto Company for its 
generous financial support [$500,000] of CTAHR[College of Tropical 
Agriculture and Human Resources] students engaged in agricultural research 
- Hawaii's future leaders of sustainable industries and a strong, diversified 
economy." Referring to diversification and sustainability is only applicable if 
one were describing the things that will not be achieved by consorting with 
companies that have no interest in either. It is interesting to see how cozy 
UH and Monsanto have become over the years, considering they have almost 
completely opposite views on how to facilitate sustainable agriculture. 

As stated in "Toward Sustainable Agriculture: A Guide for Hawaii's Farmers", 
published by the USDA and CTAHR, "agriculture must be 
sustainable in the Pacific Islands" (CTAHR 1 ). One way of achieving 
sustainability is having landscapes that look similar to "patchwork quilts"; 
having many different types of crops in various stages of growth (CTAHR 
29) . That is an interesting contrast between the views of UH and Monsanto. 
The genetic modification of crops produces genetically identical plants; this 
practice is similar to what scientists refer to as Mono-Cultures. A Red 
Delicious apple or Russet potato are examples of Mono-Cultures (Pollan). 
Relying on genetic uniformity in plants prevents the species' natural ability to 
evolve. While these plants are essentially frozen in the evolutionary process, 
pests, viruses, and bacteria "are always trying to pick the lock."(Pollan) 
When these pests crack the genetic code of one plant, they can do it to every 
plant that is related to it. One of the major side effects of Mono-Cultures and 
GM crops is heavy pesticide and herbicide use, due to infestation and disease. 

In 2003, an independent study was conducted to evaluate statistics from the 
USDA regarding pesticide use; the study revealed an increase of 50 million 
pounds from 1996-2003 as a result of planting genetically modified crops. 
The companies that sell GMO seeds are in a lucrative position considering 
they control 60°/o of international market share in the chemical pesticide 
industry (SEED 15). On the south shore of Kauai, just past the Koala sugar 

81 FALL 2013 



mill, are many acres of GM corn fields. In front of one such field, there is a 
sign that reads "Danger: Pesticides. Keep Out." Attached to the sign is a list 
of fifteen different chemicals that might have been applied to the crop. Atra
zine, one of the chemicals, has been banned in the European Union (Boyd). 

In Europe, imports of GM crops were banned for 20 years; that is, until the 
World Trade Organization deemed the ban a violation of international trade 
agreements. Now, GM products are evaluated by the European Food Safety 
Authority as to whether or not they are safe for human consumption and the 
environment; their decision is then reviewed by 27 member states, which 
make the final decision. In the United States, it is the corporations who 
produce these products that provide safety information to the FDA (Boyd). 
Monsanto makes no secret about the fact that they have numerous 
executives occupying public office in the very "regulatory" agencies 
that make these final decisions. 

The former head of The State Federal Drug Administration in China, Zheng 
Xiaoyu, was executed in 2007 for accepting bribes from drug companies 
that did not want their products to undergo the usual safety tests (Kahn). It 
seems like the Chinese government is ahead of the curve when it comes to 
handling dirty officials. Laws like that would make our politicians think twice 
before accepting dirty money. 

In the United States, it is alarming to see the percentage of crops that have 
been genetically modified. Soy (85°/o), cotton (76°/o), canola (75°/o), corn 
(40°/o), Hawaiian papaya (48°/o Rainbow and SunUp varieties), (SEED 53). 
What makes these statistics even more frightening is that there are currently 
no laws that require these products to be labeled as GMO. As of 2008, there 
were 2,230 open-air field trials of genetically modified crops in Hawaii, more 
than any other state in the U.S. (Boyd). As a result of lower production costs 
in developing countries, the pineapple and sugar industries in Hawaii have 
been in steady decline over the past ten years; because of the downturn, 
Bio-Tech companies have been able to buy large plots of land, which are then 
converted into genetic testing grounds (Boyd). 
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When the first GMO papaya was introduced to the market in 1998, it was 
being touted as the savior of the papaya industry, an industry that had been 
plagued with a Ringspot virus epidemic. There was an unanticipated side 
effect, however, which is commonplace in genetic research. According to 
Richard Lewontin. Professor of Genetics at Harvard University. "We have 
such a poor understanding of how an organism develops from its DNA that 
I would be surprised if we don't get one rude shock after another" (qtd. in 
Pollan). The GM papayas that were introduced are extremely susceptible to 
blackspot fungus; after this discovery, the Japanese refused papaya imports 
from Hawaii, resulting in the loss of half of the state's small papaya farmers 
(SEED 44). It is notjust unforeseen results that are affecting small 
farmers. Because it is now legal to patent living organisms, Monsanto has 
found yet another way to profit from the detriment of others. If a farmer's 
field is contaminated with pollen from one of Monsanto's patented 
products. they can file a patent infringement lawsuit. even if the farmers 
never consented to having GM products on their land. As of 2004, Monsanto 
was responsible for filing 90 such lawsuits. which resulted in farmers having 
to pay an average of $412,259 in damages to Monsanto (SEED 43). It's only 
a matter of time before they start bankrupting farmers all over the state in 
order to gain control over all of the land and crops. 

In 2002, the Kona Coffee Council discovered that The University of Hawaii 
and Hawaii Agricultural Research Center (HARC) were conducting GMO 
research on coffee. One of the varieties they were attempting to create was a 
delayed -ripening coffee that could be harvested green and then sprayed with 
ethylene gas to complete its ripening. The Kona Coffee Council and other 
farming groups were afraid of huge losses in profits due to their reliance on 
Japanese and European imports. At the time, neither country accepted the 
importing of GMO products. It was not until 2004 that GMO research on 
coffee was stopped, thanks to the efforts of farmers. processors. and the 
Coalition to Protect Hawaii Coffee (SEED 45). 

People might argue that some genetically modified products conserve water. 
which is one of the shaky platforms Monsanto stands on. There's no point in 
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conserving water if it is only going to be poisoned with industrial 
chemicals. Producing more food on less land is another argument in favor of 
GMO crops. Producing greater quantities of food using unsustainable 
practices does nothing to help future generations. Others might say that 
transgenic research is better than traditional plant breeding because of speed 
and efficiency. But It often takes over ten years and hundreds of millions of 
dollars to bring a GMO seed to market; even if it does make it to the 
market, there is no telling what will happen until it is released into the 
natural environment, after which, it is too late. 

Allowing corporations to buy land for genetic testing without any 
regulation or environmental studies is a crime against Hawaii and its citizens. 
Our politicians appear to have no interest in preserving the land or protecting 
the people. This cycle will perpetuate as new politicians take office and are 
indoctrinated into this farce. 

New legislation must be passed to give farmers the ability and support to 
prosecute companies that contaminate surrounding land and water. 
Monsanto should, at the very least, not be allowed to file patent 
infringement lawsuits against anyone or any group in Hawaii who happens 
to have GMO pollen or seeds end up on their land. It's notjust a matter of 
agriculture; it's a matter of human rights. We need to start sending a 
different message to these companies, "You are not welcome in Hawaii." 
Unfortunately, we cannot chase them away with torches and pitchforks, 
which is better than what they deserve. Although these corporations appear 
to have unlimited funding and resources to do as they please; it is possible to 
get results, if pressure is applied in the right places. We must confront the 
local officials; there is no of chance of winning this battle if we continue to 
allow our politicians to operate with impunity. 
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Forgiven but Not Forgotten 
Bg Manning Cheipot 

When a person is treated badly, that person is bound to be negatively 
affected throughout his or her lifetime. at least that was what I had thought. 
It was at the age of eight that I encountered a very dark place. All I could see 
was dark shadow weighing down on me. There was no way of escaping, the 
moment that left me with no visible scars. but rather a heart out of balance. 

It was a Friday night, which meant it was a night filled with the sound of 
popping popcorn in the microwave. smell of snacks lingering, and a talking 
black box with a screen full of animations. Despite my lack of understanding 
of the English language, I enjoyed Friday nights because it was my time to 
watch T.V., which at the time I had no comprehension of what the characters 
were talking about. Friday nights were "going-out" nights for my half
brothers. My brothers, whom are old enough to be my legal guardians, let 
alone fathers. Basically, the weekend nights were my time of fun and 
freedom. The fun freedom nights soon ended. 

I was anxiously sitting next to the T.V. accompanied by a bowl of white. fluffy 
corn, a clear glass filled with pineapple- and passion-orange flavored pop, 
and potato chips scattered on a ceramic plate. After flipping the channels, I 
came upon a movie titled Matilda. As the movie was nearing an end, I heard 
one of my brothers come in from the back door. It was barely midnight and 
he had returned from the club scene. As the youngest brother of nine, I was 
basically a boy version of Cinderella. 

"Manning, come take my shoes off for me," my brother demanded. 

It was that controlling and demanding tone in his voice that had me sprinting 
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away from the television to him. As a young person, I was always frightened 
to disobey my older siblings. Without any hesitation, I began untying the 
laces. His heavy breathing roared loudly and it made me quiver while taking 
his shoes off. He reeked of alcohol -from his breath to his clothes. It was 
a smell that had my nose wrinkling and my lungs gasping for fresh air. He 
then demanded I get him something to eat and sure enough, his orders were 
taken without me whining. As my brother was stuffing his drunken self with 
the food, I had gone back to my snacks and movie. Just when the ending 
credits of Matilda began to run, my tiredness started to kick in. 

It was in the middle of the night that I felt my body being lifted and carried. 
As tired as I was, I hadn't realized what was happening until I heard a deep 
low voice. The reeking of alcohol was all that I could link to who the person I 
was being carried by. Seconds later, I felt my body on the cold hard tile floor 
in what seemed like the floor of my stranger's room. The moment my back 
touched the cold surface, I felt my shorts being aggressively yanked away 
from me. In a split second, I felt a huge heavy weight over me. The room, 
I soon realized was pitch black. There was no one there to see besides the 
fell of someone on top of me. He was holding my body pinned and trying 
to keep me from escaping the torture. It soon felt like I had no control or 
grip to pry myself out of his grasp. I panicked and kicked from every angle 
trying to let loose from the monstrous being. My mind was telling me to cry 
out loud, yet there was no voice left in me to shout. The whole entire world 
was dawning on me. There was no one there to help me. The only one there 
was a person I thought was supposed to be a brother to me, a mentor, and 
a hero, instead he was the devil. The monster had me hostage for however 
long he decided his session lasted. My hopes of breaking free were lost in 
the sea of tears and whimpers. The only lights I could see were glimmers 
from the moon through the glass window. The only hope I had left in me 
was a prayer I silently mumbled to the one person that was able to hear me. 
The rest of the night, I sat in the corner of my room with my little arms 
wrapped around my knees, holding them tight to my aching body. I laid my 
head on my knees, crying the night away. My thoughts drifted to the movie I 
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had been watching earlier that evening. Somehow in the middle of me being 
treated that way, I wished I had the powers the little girl in the movie had. 
On ly then would I be able to prevent anything from happening to me that 
night. That night has and still is a night that leaves me with burning 
frustrations. 

That experience left me wounded. The memory of that night still haunts me 
t ill this day. Now that I'm older and more aware of what had happened to 
me that night, I wonder if that night had influenced my anger issues, the way 
I am around my siblings, and me as an individual. So many years passed by 
and still, I wonder .. . why? Why me? Burning questions as to why he did it 
to me? I have learned to respect myself as the years have passed. As I grew 
older and more knowledgeable, I developed this feeling that one day I wil l 
rise above the situation and be a greater person. Instead of being negative 
all my life because some horrible thing happened to me, I have managed to 
live more on the positive side. I still see my brother, who from that night on 
is a complete stranger to me. The more I see him the more violent I want 
to be, now that I am older. I have to admit though, at the beginning of my 
experience, I was always angry- angry at anyone and everyone. It got to 
the point where my anger problems in school had to be taken care of. I had 
been placed in an anger-management program in the middle school. Yes! I do 
believe that once someone is a victim of something as cruel as what I have 
gone through, the person will be negatively affected throughout his or her 
life. Judging by the way I reacted to my life and the people in my life, I was 
a person of great pent-up anger. It has been fourteen years since that night. 
I must admit, judging from where I am in life, I am okay. Not one from my 
nineteen siblings has taken the road to college. I have been brutally 
assaulted, and I will not let that day hold me down from succeeding, not 
anymore. My heart has been out of balance for far too long now: the only 
way to move on with my life is to forgive. 
I come from a cultured family, where most believe that turning to God is the 
way to finding answers. I prayed anxiously to God that night. Others find 
God as a person who will guide them to everything, almost like a therapist. 
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My whole life. I hid behind closed doors. unwilling to share my story. I often 
hear the saying "Don't keep everything bottled up inside." As true as the 
saying goes, I have been keeping this secret bottled up inside. As a result, 
I had dealt with anger issues. Anger management in the early days of my 
ch ildhood did not help me overcome anything. It only made me more 
discreet. because I had a mentality no one could connect with me. There 
were times when I wanted to confront my brother. Those times just slipped 
away the moment I tried to say a word. I became uncomfortable just being 
a few inches closer to him. I spent most days in school. If not in school, I 
would walk to the park or visit the public library to hide myself from being 
seen. I tried every possibility to keep myself away from being in the house 
of near my brother. It made me distant from my whole family as well. There 
was no one to share anything with. 

I have learned to let time work its magic. Here I am a college student and 
brave enough to let it all out. It is because of time that I have understood; 
the only way to move on with my life is to forgive. I have forgiven my 
brother. Because that night was a turning point in my life, and I can't seem 
to escape the memory. 
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Spam 
Bg Henrg Gandall 

In many cultures today, SPAM is looked down upon and hardly eaten by 
anyone. Being from California, I was one of the many whom have never 
tried or even thought about trying this product until I moved to Hawaii. 
Since moving to the island of Oahu, I find myself eating SPAM three to four 
times a week. In Hawaii Spam is a very popular and loved food which is 
eaten in variety of different ways, and is also considered to be a sort of 
cultural glue (Chang 11 ). The article "SPAM I Am," discussed how SPAM is 
one of the food staples of the Hawaiian culture. and relates to family 
traditions, beliefs. customs and relationships. 

In the article, Thelma Chang's main point was that food is not only related to 
culture. She explains her childhood, living with her mother and the financial 
struggle that they went through. Due to the lack of money, she wasn't able 
to buy school lunches every day. Instead her mother would make her SPAM 
sandwiches. The reason why she would continue to eat SPAM after 
moving to the mainland is because it had become a family tradition and 
custom. It would also remind her of the relationship that she had with her 
family and friends. One example of how SPAM was related to her traditions 
and customs was when she was working for the military flying throughout 
Asia. She had noticed that a soldier was not eating his in-flight meal be
cause it was not the food that he was used to eating. So she offered him a 
SPAM sandwich and some teriyaki chicken with rice because she noticed that 
he was also from Hawaii. This showed that food was a representation of 
friendship among strangers from the same culture, because another sol-
dier had noticed that they were eating SPAM and could not believe his eyes. 
Another example was when she was living on the mainland, once again on a 

16] FALL 2013 



tight budget, and she had made a meal of SPAM for her friends. When she 
had invited them over for dinner they were amazed that she had made such 
a great meal out of SPAM. None of them had ever tried it before because 
it was not a part her of their food culture. If Chang didn't have the rela
tionship with SPAM that her mother had given her, her friends may have 
never gotten a chance to experience the part of Hawaiian food culture that 
is SPAM. All of the supporting points that Chang used were effective and 
convincing. It reminded me of what my parents taught me regarding the 
relationship that food has with culture and tradition. 

Although there can be many reasons for a writer from Hawaii to write an 
article about the impact and influences of SPAM on Hawaii's food culture, I 
feel Chang decided to write about SPAM because she has such a close 
personal and family relationship with it. As she said earlier, she would eat it 
multiple times a week, and when she moved off island she brought a lot of 
cans of SPAM with her. It seemed to remind her of her family traditions and 
customs. It also showed her that if a certain food is not accepted in someone 
else's culture, it doesn't mean that they will not like it. She had offered it a 
number of times to people for their first time and they enjoyed it. This had 
led her to experiment with other cultures while she traveled and led her to 
develop a love for the as well. 

Chang did assume that her audience had a good knowledge of, or experience 
with the use of SPAM, since the article was going to be published in a local 
book. It is a good topic to write about because it is easy for most readers to 
relate to it in Hawaii, because SPAM is a very common food in the culture. 
This would also help keep the readers interested because it could remind 
them of different memories of their family customs or traditions and also 
the relationship they have with family and friends. As Chang said, "it evokes 
memories of my mother, a soldier, a maid, and a dinner filled with friends, 
laughter, and understanding," regarding her experiences that she shared in 
the article (Chang 14). 

The impression that Chang was trying to make on the audience is that she is 
similar to her readers. She wanted to tell stories of her past that the 

Spam 117 



readers could easily relate to. By doing so. it would make the reader feel 
more comfortable, as if they were reading something that a friend had 
written. By making this impression, it would be easy to convince the reader 
that along with many differences among the Hawaii food culture of the very 
diverse state of Hawaii, there were also many similarities. Living in Hawaii, 
you are exposed to many different food cultures of many different ethnici
ties. This would lead many families to have different traditions and customs. 

The article accurately represents experiences in Hawaii because SPAM has 
grown to become "served as a cultural bond," as Chang stated in her article 
(Chang 13). She would go on later so state people not from Hawaii would 
refer to SPAM as "spare parts" or "stuff posing as meat" (Chang 13). This 
is a very accurate experience of the Hawaiian food culture because as I have 
experienced many home cooked SPAM musubi's and fried rice that was 
cooked by friends and their family that seemed to be a huge part of their 
family traditions. For example, using day old rice to make the fried rice was 
something that I experienced, and Chang also mentions this. 

This article was successful in many ways. Chang had mentioned many things 
that were very accurate among the Hawaiian food culture, such as eating 
SPAM multiple times a week and bringing two complete strangers together 
for a meal far away from their home. Chang also created a good impression 
among the readers by making them feel comfortable while reading the article 
and also making it very easy to relate to. The main points were also very 
clear and also very detailed. The article "SPAM I Am" discusses and convinces 
readers that one of the food staples of the Hawaiian food culture is also 
represents family traditions. beliefs. customs and relationships. 

Works Cited 
Chang, Thelma. "SPAM I Am." We Go Eat. Ed. Susan Yim. Honolulu: 
Hawai'l Council for the Humanities. 2008. 11-14. Print. 
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Untitled 
Bg Joe 

It was mid-December 2006, and I just got back home to Vermont. There 
was a fresh coat of snow on the ground, and the temperature was in the 
single digits. I wasn't sure if I was happy to be home or if I was sad to have 
left my friends in Colorado. I had just finished my first attempt at 
secondary schooling at the University of Colorado, but unfortunately I wasn't 
quite ready for college, and I had to drop out. I decided that travelling and 
exploring uncharted places sounded far more appealing then another four 
years of school. Luckily my best friend Andrew (who lived with me and my 
family for two years in high school) was in the same boat. Neither of us 
knew what we wanted to do or what direction to take in life, but we both 
agreed on one thing; Vermont was old news. Caught in an impulsive frenzy 
we decided to embark on a cross-country adventure to the land of fame and 
plastic surgery--California! Knowing a little about California (as I spent one 
year in high school there), I reassured Andrew that it was the land of 
opportunity, and to expect great things. We were both recently made adults 
by hitting that magical number eighteen and we started our adult decision 
making off with a bang by choosing to move across country. The 
anticipation was piling up along with the excessive luggage crammed into my 
two-door VW Golf. We decided to leave on a Monday hoping that the traffic 
would be minimal, and so we could get to California by the weekend. 

We woke up at five in the morning to get an early start, even though neither 
of us got much sleep the night before. It was surreal leaving the state we 
grew up in, especially for Andrew who had never left Vermont. The excite
ment and nervousness all blended into one as I started my car, after the few 
emotional family good-byes. I remember cheering and yelling in pure joy 
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that we were doing something so daring and new. Before we left town we 
had to make a couple of necessary stops. The first was the grocery store 
where we loaded up on energy drinks and various assorted munchies and 
then on to our buddy Quinn's house to score an ounce of pot for the long 
journey ahead. Energy drink cracked, doobie rolled and music blaring we 
set off westward. Andrew was the official co-pilot for the entire trip. His 
responsibilities included (but were not limited too) navigating, disc jockey, 
and joint roller. He had purchased about six different maps covering the 
entire continental U.S. and we had planned our route around a few key 
checkpoints. The most important was stopping in Boulder, Colorado to see 
my old college friends Charlie, Merrill, and Hope who were anticipating our 
arrival. We wanted to get there as fast as we could so there would be plenty 
of time for reminiscing and debauchery. 

Heading southbound towards Andrew's home town of Johnson, Vermont, we 
had one more important stop to make. 

"This is going to be weird saying goodbye" Andrew said as we turned into his 
driveway. 

"I know it will bro. but your family is happy you are doing this" I said trying 
to reassure him that everything is going to be fine. Andrew's mom, dad, 
brother and little sister were all gathered together on the front doorstep 
with the three overflowing bags of luggage that encompassed all of Andrew's 
belongings as we were about to begin our journey. Andrew had never been 
gone from home for more than two weeks at a time, which made this an 
even bigger deal for his family and him. After some teary-eyed hugs and a 
big kiss from his mom we loaded up the remaining luggage and hit the trail. 
From Andrew's house in Johnson, we continued south-west towards 
southern New York. We both decided that we were going to keep the pit
stops to a minimum until we got out of New England. Andrew was also in 
charge of trip documentation which entailed many random photographs and 
short videos. We hit our first state border crossing into New York State 
about two hours into the journey. The huge "Welcome to New York" sign 
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was the first picture taken by Andrew, his goal being to take a picture of 
every state's welcome sign. We were only in New York for about an hour 
and a half when we saw a big yellow "Welcome to Pennsylvania" sign. This 
was officially the farthest I had ever driven from home, so everything from 
then on was new and exciting. After about three hours of uneventful driving 
through Pennsylvania both Andrew and I agreed that "this state sucks!" An 
hour or two later we finally left the great state of Pennsylvania and entered 
Ohio. We both agreed that if we never went to Pennsylvania again it would 
be just fine. 

A couple hours after entering Ohio, we arrived at Cleveland and the Great 
Lake Erie. Both Andrew and I were more interested in seeing the Great Lake 
Erie then getting tied up in the traffic in Cleveland. It was truly unbelievable 
how big the lake was. It felt like standing on the ocean shore. If it wasn't 
so damn cold we would have been glad to go for a swim, but hypothermia 
would not have been too fun. After we walked around for a bit to stretch 
our legs it was time to get back on the road again. We continued westward 
along the northern part of the United States. We soon came to another 
border-line at the meeting of Ohio and Indiana. At this point in the journey 
we had been driving about fourteen hours straight which was only five hours 
short of our daily goal. We pressed on as the day turned to night, and the 
energy drinks kept on popping. My car was a standard, and Andrew only 
knew how to drive an automatic, so as a result I literally drove every mile 
of our trip. I wasn't complaining because I enjoy driving, so all I asked of 
Andrew is that he kept me company so I wouldn't fall asleep. As my third 
tank of gas crept closer to the empty line we were ready to call it a day. We 
decided to find a hotel for the night as soon as we got out of Indiana and 
into Illinois. It was our nineteenth hour of driving when we reached Illinois, 
just twenty miles outside of Chicago, so we pulled over at the first vacant 
hotel we found to get a much needed night's sleep. 
Andrew woke me up at six in the morning with some heavy rap and a bowl 
of cereal. If I hadn't been so excited to continue our journey then I could 
have slept for a year. but the road was calling our names. We loaded up the 
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car. sparked a joint and hit the road. Maybe I was just really tired or too 
stoned, but within thirty minutes we were lost in the heart of the Chicago 
ghetto. Trying not to panic Andrew reassures me that he knows how to 
get back to the freeway. We drove around in circles for what seemed to 
be forever until we finally found the correct on-ramp. Woohoo! Yea! We 
both yelled out of sheer joy to be back on track. As cool as Illinois was we 
were ecstatic to see a "Welcome to Iowa" sign, for about an hour and then 
we came to the conclusion that Iowa wasn't very cool either. My father had 
warned us about the mid-west and to watch out for police. he told us "It's all 
flat and the cops are always looking for speeders". After four boring hours 
in Iowa we now had to endure six painful hours in Nebraska. Three hours in 
Nebraska my heart sank as I saw the blue lights flare up in my rear view mir
ror. I quickly told Andrew to "hide the incriminating evidence and be cool." 
I knew I hadn't been speeding, so I just assumed it was because we had out 
of state plates. After answering some routine questions the officer informed 
me that my left tail light was out. Our spirits lifted when he gave us a verbal 
warning and wished us well on the rest of our journey. It was around four 
in the afternoon. and we knew we had about six more hours of driving until 
we got to Boulder, CO where my friends were anticipating our arrival. 

After driving seven hours through Nebraska and not seeing a single 
mountain, we were so relieved to see the Rockies in the distance as we 
entered Colorado. It was ten at night when we arrived at my friend Charlie's 
house in Boulder. Charlie, Merrill. and Hope were standing outside with a 
keg ready to be tapped and big smiles on their faces. "I love Colorado!" I 
yelled as I got out of the car and almost got knocked over as Hope jumped 
into my arms and gave me a big hug. "Welcome back you son of a bitch!" 
Merrill said in a loving way as I greeted him and Charlie. Before we knew 
it both Andrew and I had beers in our hand and Hope was passing around 
a "peace pipe." "Ahh ... it's so good to be back you guys" I said as I recalled 
many fond memories we all shared the semester before. The night raged 
on into the wee hours of the morning, memories were made and livers were 
destroyed. The following day we woke up at the crack of noon and said 
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our good-byes. "Until next time" said Charlie "Yeah, next time you guys can 
drive to Cali and we can party there!" I said. After a big wet kiss from Hope 
I was ready to hit the road and so was my hung-over co-pilot Andrew. 

We were back on the road again, but first we had to drop off Merrill at his 
apartment in Breckinridge, CO. Merrill lived up in the Rockies at a ski resort, 
so the incl ine of the road doubled almost instantly as we ascended into the 
majestic snowy peaks. When we arrived at Merrill's house the snow started 
falling from the heavens ever so softly. "Are you guys gonna come in and let 
me send you off in style?" Merrill said with a shit-eating grin on his face. 
I chuckled "of course we are buddy! Nobody rolls a dubie like you!" So we 
joined Merrill inside for a "quick" smoke break ... that turned into a two hour 
smoke break. When we finally got out of there and said goodbye to Merrill 
it was a full on winter wonderland outside. It had snowed about eight 
inches, and it didn't show any signs of letting up. We pushed onward 
anyways and soon we were caught in a serious blizzard and I could barely 
see ten feet in front of my car. We weren't even close to leaving Colorado 
and the storm had already taken its toll; my poor car was barely making it 
through. "Look there is a Red Roof Inn!" exclaimed Andrew as we inched 
our way off the freeway. The storm had put us behind schedule but we 
didn't care as long as we had a warm place to sleep. The next morning the 
storm had dissipated and the roads had been lowed for safe driving. We 
anxiously loaded up the car knowing that today was the day we would reach 
our final destination. 

The rest of Colorado seemed to fly by and before we knew it we were 
driving through the Utah desert. "By far the most beautiful scenery I have 
ever seen" said Andrew as we drove through the arches of Zion National 
Park. After about five hours of tranquil uninterrupted driving at the Utah/ 
Nevada border lone we saw a huge billboard that read "20 years in prison 
for possession of marUuana." We both looked at each other at the same 
t ime and said "Well. .. I guess there won 't be any dubie rollin' in Nevada" as 
we busted up laughing. We drove through Nevada with much haste without 
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breaking any speed limits. Then we saw it: "Welcome to California" in big, 
bold, beautiful letters. I am sure that the people driving next to us could 
hear our screams of pure joy. We had finally made it! We drove through the 
Mojave Desert and one final mountain range and there it was! The Pacific 
Ocean. with all its beauty and grandeur. We had conquered the long 
exciting journey that is the United States. A memory that I will have forever 
and someday hope to relive. 
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Thoughts at a Wedding 
Bg Hie Migoshi 

My heart skipped a beat as I stood up slowly, careful not to wrinkle my soft, 
silky dress. I had sent it to the dry cleaner's for this event, and had no 
intentions to let my $30 go to waste. My matching high heels were killing 
my feet, and I hoped that I wouldn't fall flat on my face. I looked around 
for my friend. Elly was on the other side of the sanctuary, giving me a small 
smile and mouthing words discreetly. I wasn't sure of what she said, but 
I smiled back. Everyone was dressed in pastel-colored, formal wear, and 
there was a faint aroma of rose wafting in the air that must have belonged 
to someone's perfume. The sanctuary, usually used for church services, was 
transformed into a wedding hall with pure white ribbons, purple bouquets, 
and expensive flower arrangements. Warm sunlight streamed through the 
windows. As if to snap me back into reality, my stomach growled loudly, 
reminding me I had eaten a small lunch. h was the end of May, when 
summer was slowly starting to creep in, so it was muggy and humid in the 
room. I was sweating incessantly. Just when I thought that the ceremony 
would never begin, the all-famous wedding march song started, and I turned 
around slowly. 

I have only attended two weddings in my life. One of the young adults in 
my church was married in 2004, and another in 2007. I know that in the 
future, I will most probably attend many other weddings. And who knows? I 
might be getting married someday. But never, NEVER in my life would I have 
thought that I would be attending my parents' wedding. 

My mom was walking down the aisle, cautiously stepping on beat after 
rehearsing for so many hours the Sunday before. She was dressed in a white 
dress suit, not too fancy but not too plain. Her hair, usually short and simple, 
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was curled and adorned with pearls and flowers today. The white carpet 
she was treading on reflected the sunlight, illuminating the whole room and 
making it seem brighter than it was. I turned my eyes away from my mom 
for a brief second to catch a glimpse of my dad. He was standing at the altar 
in front of the pastor, looking nervous yet happy at the same time, dressed 
in a smart, crisp suit that contrasted markedly with his normal attire of jeans 
and a sweater. Close friends, mostly women, were crying as my mom made 
her way to the front. The men in the room watched quietly with teary eyes, 
and the children, usually loud and fidgety, were surprisingly solemn. It was a 
holy, pure moment, and everyone knew it. I wondered what was going on in 
my parents' minds as they prepared to face their second wedding ceremony. 

I was bewildered and dizzy from emotion. My mind was flooded with memo
ries, and as if I was in a dramatic movie, I wanted to break down and cry. 
However, I suppressed my tears. I knew that if I started to cry, it would be 
hard to stop and I'd end up with unflattering, smeared make-up all over my 
face and an annoying headache, which was the LAST thing I wanted. I 
continued to watch the ceremony with dry eyes. It all felt so surreal as the 
wedding march ended, and after a few words from the MC, the 
congregation, led by the piano, started singing a hymn. 

Be thou my vision, 0 Lord of my heart. 

I could just see it all- my Japanese dad, a smart businessman slightly 
confused in foreign Malaysia and my Malaysian mom, ambitious, young, and 
coincidentally, an avid fan of Japanese culture. Through a family member, the 
two got to know each other, fell in love, and eventually married. The next 
year, I was born a healthy baby, weighing a grand total of eight pounds. 

Soon after, my dad's job required him to come back to Japan, and my 
parents decided that it was best to leave Malaysia. My mom, naturally, was 
distressed to leave her family, friends, and home behind, but being the 
strong woman she is, she took it as an adventure. 

Naught be all else to me, save that Thou art. 
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In Japan, it was a whole different ball game. Gone were the days when life 
was easier and less hectic. The crowded, business-oriented world of Japan 
left no time to enjoy and spend time together, and as the years passed, my 
parents drifted apart. Complications arose and before I knew it, they were 
divorced. 

Thou my best thought by day or by night. 

So many sad stories and movies out there deal with broken homes and 
marriages. However, I never felt disheartened growing up without a dad at 
home. It wasn't because I was an unnaturally insensitive child with no clue as 
to what was going on. I like to think that I felt this way because my mom, 
who throughout the tough years of financial hardship and adjustment to a 
foreign country, continued to take care of me and sheltered me from any 
unnecessary harm. Perhaps I never felt lost because of the monthly outings I 
had with my dad, knowing that he still loved me a lot. But one thing I know 
for sure was God helped me through all those years and never gave me any 
sense of lacking or loss. 

"Keep praying," my mom would always tell me. And so I did, until one day in 
my 14th year, my dad started coming to church. To my surprise, he 
continued to come fervently. Several years later, he committed his life to the 
Lord and wanted to be part of the family again. 

Waking or sleeping, Thy presence my light. 

The hymn ended and I was pulled out of my flashback, which was playing 
like a dazzling montage in my mind. The crowd was starting to settle into 
their seats, so I supposed that the MC had told everyone to sit. The last line 
from the hymn still rang clearly in my head. I knew that all that had 
happened in my life so far could only be a miracle from God. Aside from my 
parents, the only couple that I know had gotten together was the parents 
from the movie, "The Parent Trap." As I sat, pondering all these things and 
at the same time, trying secretly to take off my too small high-heels, I was 
overwhelmed by thankfulness and joy. My head felt lighter suddenly, and the 
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room wasn't as hot as it was a few minutes before. Mind you. I wasn't trying 
to be religious or spiritually deep or anything like that, or trying to stir up 
my emotions to get into the mood. It was just that the truth was blaringly 
obvious- that God's hand had been in all of this. I could see it as my parents 
stared lovingly into each other's eyes, hands held firmly together. Seeing this. 
I finally allowed myself to break down in tears and unsuccessfully tried to 
keep the mascara from streaming down my face . 
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Remembering Mg Father 
Bg Naomi Pawelczgk 

On severe cold winter mornings, my sister, brother and 1 used to cling to 
my father. We would all try to gather the warmth coming from the electric 
heater in our living room. We would all wake up and sit on the square floor 
cushions resting upon tatami mats. I can still hear my mother calling all 
of us kids by name and saying, "Eat your breakfast, or you will be late for 
school," as we clung to my father's back and sleepily rubbed our eyes. This 
is one of the memories I have of my father, who died from stomach 
cancer. Cancer can be cured if it is discovered and treated in time. As a 
matter of fact, my grandmother is a survivor of breast cancer, and she has 
been maintaining her health since her surgery. However, a doctor told my 
mother that my father was beyond medical help. I was only six years old 
when I was forced to say goodbye to my father and have often heard people 
tell my mother that he was too young to have his life end at the age of 48. I 
can only count the memories I have with him on my fingers, and throughout 
my adult life I have tried so hard not to forget anything about my father. I 
have often remembered the days when we were happy together, and my 
mind revisits these memories as I try to cling to them like I used to cling to 
his back on those cold winter mornings. 

My father was an entrepreneur who started up his own business before I 
was born. He ran a small company, which imported exotic foods from Asia 
and the United States. He started the company of his dreams with a passion 
for food. His business was the perfect marriage of his epicurean nature and 
his love of travel. He traveled to Taiwan and the United States to find the 
foods he liked. Due to his good command of English, he exported all of the 
products without the needed help of an import agency. After he exported 
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those commodities, he sold them wholesale to retailers, local diners and hotel 
restaurants. I still remember that my father used to take my brother and I 
to local hotels to distribute the food. All of the chefs in the restaurants we 
visited fell in love with my father's personality, and were nice to us children 
as well. We often got to taste such delicacies as Alaskan smoked salmon 
and canapes. I can still remember my father shifting the gear stick on his 
delivery truck as we drove home and can still smell the cigarette smoke that 
soaked into the seats of his truck. 

My father loved his three children and wanted them to experience what he 
enjoyed. When he went on business trips, he brought home more than just 
jewelry for his wife and toys for his children, he also brought back local 
specialties and delicacies from the places he visited. My father once brought 
back a Chinese steamed bun with "Pi Dan" which is a preserved duck egg 
from Taiwan . When my father would travel to Hawaii due to social 
obligations. he would bring back pineapples from the Dole plantation and 
muumuus for the girls. My brother was nicknamed "Jr. Gourmet," so my 
father promised to feed us the finest steaks at least once a month. 
Sometimes he took us to very expensive restaurants to experience their fine 
food. Other times he would bring very expensive beef home and my mother 
would carefully grill it in the kitchen. Once he set his business on the right 
track, he started up his own brand and produced canned goods, which he 
selected carefully. He was very passionate about the new project, and he 
hired an artist from a public relations firm and created the brand with his 
own logo, which was a mermaid sitting on the globe. I will never know the 
back story about why he chose a mermaid as the logo. I wish I had been 
able to spend more time with him so that I could get to know him on more 
on a personal level. Maybe this is the reason why I cling to those memories. 
All I know is his passion for food filled our table with all sorts of unusual and 
delicious foods. 

I could see how much my father had enjoyed sharing his experiences with 
his children. One of the never-to-be-forgotten moments was when my 
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father treated us kids to a chocolate fudge sundae. He had tasted it when 
he traveled to San Francisco. He must have wished that his kids were there 
with him when he tasted the sundae for the first time. So he must have 
decided to bring it back home for us. First. he scooped a generous amount 
of ice cream into our three matching bowls. We all stared at the pile of ice 
cream with anticipation. Then he gently poured the chocolate fudge from 
the heated jar which he had brought back with him from his trip. Then he 
carefully topped the sundae with a plump red cherry just to tantalize us even 
more. We kids were thrilled with expectation. Then my father finally 
handed each one of us our own sundae. I still member his face trembling 
with joy. He couldn't wait to see our reactions to this delicious sundae 
that we had never tasted before. We started by putting a small amount of 
whipped cream on our fingers and tasting it. Although we had just eaten 
dinner, we were determined to eat every bit of the ice cream in our bowls. 
Then we all chomped on the mountain of ice cream using our spoons. I still 
remember the taste of the chocolate fudge sundae he made for us. I also 
remember my father watching us eat with his face full of love towards us. 

Every Saturday night, my father used to ask my mother to make Chinese
style dumplings. She usually stuffed them with ground pork and vegetables 
and pan-fried them on a table top electric griddle. My mother used to fix a 
hundred of them on dumpling night with me helping her wrap them as best 
as I could. My father always bravely volunteered to eat the unusual shaped 
dumplings which I had wrapped. I can still see the steam billowing out from 
the electric griddle when he lifted the lid. My father loved to eat them with 
an ice cold beer. We dipped the crispy dumplings into soy sauce and vinegar, 
and we all ate until the plates were empty. We all laughed and were happy. 
On these nights, our stomachs were full of dumplings and our hearts full of 
love. I observe the tradition as much as I can to honor my father. 

I have been trying to remember all of these memories from my past. I want 
to pass on the love of my father to my two-year-old son. He shares a name 
with my father. partly to honor his memory and partly to cling onto my 
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memories of him. I want my son to experience my father's love as well. I 
want my son to experience the same significant memories that I have 
remembered. I believe passing on my father's love and passion is important 
because my father died too young and never got the chance to accomplish all 
of his dreams in life. 
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Marrg Me 
By Chelsea VandeWeerd 

"So what do you think? Think she'll like it?" Andrew asks. excitement 
evident in his voice. Ignoring the fact that he so rudely interrupted the poor 
Chelsea pity party that's been playing itself out in my mind for the past ten 
minutes or so. I glance down at the ring and inspect it. Andrew and his 
siblings' birthstones don't complement each other very well. The ring 
consists of a centered ruby with a rose-colored stone and alexandrite on 
either side of it securely fastened in a yellow gold setting . Thus making it one 
of the ugliest rings I have ever seen. I feel my face muscles tense up 
forming an expression of disgust and disapproval. accompanied with the 
thought. "What a hideous stone combination!" My mother raised me not 
to say such awful thoughts aloud or to lie, so naturally, I result to sarcasm. 
Feeling fully confident Andrew will pick up on it, I reply with. " I think it 
would look better if your parents never had you, but I sort of like having you 
around, so it looks great!" ''I'm glad you like it!" he said. I should have done 
a better job faking enthusiasm but certain circumstances have made it 
challenging to do so lately. 

The date is December 28, 2008, Andrew and I are at The Empire Mall in our 
hometown of Sioux Falls. South Dakota picking up a r ing Andrew ordered 
as a Christmas gift for his mom. It would have arrived in time for Christ
mas had the jeweler's shipment not been delayed by a freak snowstorm that 
resulted in statewide interstate closures. I've had a lump in my throat since 
yesterday morning as a result of Andrew's quickly approaching return to San 
Diego in preparation for another deployment. more specifically, his fourth 
deployment in three years. The very thought of not being able to see him for 
another seven months minimum has lingered in the back of my mind for the 

Marry Me 133 



past couple of weeks, putting a slight damper on the holiday season. I watch 
as the jeweler wipes off any finger oils from the ring and places it into a 
protective, velvet lined case. Andrew shifts his eyes in my direction and 
glances at me. We've been together since I was sixteen, therefore he knows 
me better than anyone. Over time, he's developed this ability to analyze my 
facial expressions and precisely determine what is going through my mind 
from a look lasting merely a fraction of a second. Sensing something is 
wrong, he immediately shifts into damage control mode. In an effort to 
protect me from my own saddening thoughts, he quickly suggests the first 
thing to enter his mind. "Hey Chels, can you run to the food court and grab 
us a couple waters? This warranty paperwork is going to take a few 
minutes." Clearing the lump that developed itself in my throat, I offer a bleak 
smile and say, "Sure." Off to the food court I go. 

Water bottles in tow, I arrive back at the jewelry store walking up just as 
Andrew and the jeweler shake hands. I over hear the salesman say," Thank 
You, Mr. Burrell. Have a happy New Year and good luck!" "Odd." I thought to 
myself, "Why would he wish Andrew luck?" I decided, perhaps, the mother's 
ring Andrew purchased is so hideous the man thought he might need luck on 
his side when she opens it. How incredibly superstitious of him ... Or more 
logically, he was referring to Andrew's deployment; after all, him deploying 
is somehow brought up in any topic of discussion. I brush the incident off. 
"Let's get out of here." Andrew says, "I want to get back to my parents' to 
sit in front of the fireplace. We've been running all over since church this 
morning and I'm beat." 

We exit the warmth of the mall stepping out into the blustery, below zero 
temperature and winds, brought on by nightfall. I immediately feel the 
cold pierce through my jacket, but don't mind it, because going outside in 
the winter rejuvenates me. There's always been something about the crisp, 
freezing air entering my lungs that refreshes and awakens my senses. We 
slide and stumble our way through the snow and ice layering the surface of 
the parking lot back to the car. Upon approaching my small, red 
Volkswagen Jetta, we fling the doors open, hurl our bags into the back seats 
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while jumping inside as quickly as humanly possible. As we slam the doors 
shut I announce out in a cheerful voice, "My boogers are frozen!" while 
vigorously rubbing my nose with the palm of my hand as if I were a four 
year old all over again. Andrew lets out a small laugh at my statement, some
thing I can always count on him to do no matter how lame my jokes may be. 

Eager to warm up the car, I reach into my purse and begin rifling through its 
black abyss in search of my keys. Winter's bite numbed my fingers making it 
tricky to decipher exactly what I have my hand on. "Ah! I found 'em!" Pulling 
the keys out with my right hand, I reach forward to put them in the ignition 
when Andrew intercepts my reach, preventing me from starting the car. He 
reaches across my body taking hold of my left hand in his. Unsure of what 
to say, we sit together in silence for a moment. As we hold hands I feel the 
heat from his hands penetratingmy skin, restoring blood flow to my fingers. 
Although I'm curious as to the reasoning behind his sudden action, regaining 
feeling in my fingers is satisfying enough for the time being. I don't mind 
waiting. A few seconds pass. making the silence feel somewhat awkward. 
I cave in asking, "What's up?" I stare as Andrew sits in front of me with a 
look on his face I have never seen before: a look indicating a multitude of 
thoughts racing through his mind. I can't seem to pinpoint what the 
expression on his face is really saying. The outer corners of his lips are lightly 
upturned creating a faint smile. His olive green eyes are open like a deer in 
the headlights, looking as if he's having trouble deciding on his next move. 
Staring at a face donning a mixture of excitement, wonder, and fear all at 
once, I realize, for the first time in my life I am seeing Andrew nervous. 

Sensing his nervousness. I too start to become nervous. I feel my stomach 
beginning to twist and chest tighten. Feeling as if a hundred pound weight 
has been placed on my chest. each breath I take becomes quicker and 
shallower than the last. My heart is now racing. I am unsure of what to 
expect next. How is it possible that just seconds ago all I could think of is 
how cold I was, but now my cheeks feel as if they are on fire? Wanting 
answers, I repeat my previous question, but this time in a more concerned 
and mildly demanding tone, "What's wrong, Andrew?" "Chelsea, I lied to 
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you. I'm sorry." He said with a slight smirk on his face. "The ring isn't for my 
mom ... It's for you." My nervousness quickly crosses over to sheer horror as 
I experience vivid flash backs of the ring in my mind. I've always found a guy 
giving their special girl an heirloom that was his mother's to be adorable ... 
until now. In this very moment, right now, I hate the idea. 

While Andrew opens the crimson colored bag I notice the light cast from 
a streetlight reflecting off the bag's gold lettering. He reaches inside the 
bag and removes the small box containing the ring. A lump builds up in my 
throat causing it to feel as if I tried to dry swallow a huge vitamin. Realizing 
I hadn't said anything, I quickly blurt out "8-but why would you want me to 
have it? I'm confused; you haven't even given it to your mother yet. At least 
see if your sister wants it ... " I'm in mid-argument as Andrew lets out a small 
nervous laugh followed by a quick smile. Hoping he's going to say something 
funny or say something serious or anything at all that will bring me some 
understanding of the situation we are in, I stop talking, 

With the box containing the ring turned towards him, Andrew opens it 
fixating his eyes on the ring for a second or two. My palms begin to sweat as 
thoughts of him proposing to me with the mother's ring flooding my mind. I 
patiently wait, watching him take in one deep elongated breath. He exhales; 
I see the breath as it escapes the warmth of his lungs and is exposed to the 
coldness of the car's interior. At last, he looks at me and begins to speak, "I 
did not buy my mom that mother's ring. My dad gave it to her for mother's 
day after I was born. It was just a prop. I borrowed it from her because I 
knew I couldn't go to the mall without you wanting to come. Knowing you'd 
want to see a ring when I got one I took it in for a cleaning. That way if you 
asked to see the ring I had something to show you without ruining the 
surprise. I originally bought a ring to give to you on the pier when my ship 
returns in August. But, I don't want to leave you here without knowing 
what's going to happen with us when I get back. I want you to know you're 
waiting for something more than just a boyfriend. I want you to know that 
this time you're waiting for your husband to get home. I know we're young 
and we have nothing but time, but I can't wait to marry you." He takes a 
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short pause turning the box towards me then ontinues," What do ya say, 
Chels? Will you marry me anyways?" As I look at the box's contents my 
breath escapes me. The ring Andrew allegedly bought for his mother is no 
longer in the box. In its place rests an absolutely stunning engagement set. 
The engagement ring sports a large radiant cut diamond in a raised, white 
gold setting with five smaller diamonds on each side, accompanied by a 
matching wedding band. I open my mouth to speak but can't make a sound. 
I'm at a complete and utter loss for words. In lieu of words I beam a smile 
from ear to ear while eagerly nodding my head yes. My eyes begin to sting 
as they fill up with tears as I throw myself in his direction wrapping my arms 
around him. Andrew pulls me in closer squeezing me tightly and kisses my 
cheek. We continue to hug and laugh, thoroughly enjoying the moment. I pull 
myself away from him while letting out a childish, schoolgirl type squeal and 
finally give an adrenalized verbal response, "YES! YES!" Grinning from ear to 
ear he says, "Now gimme your hand! Let's see if it fits!" I immediately hold 
out my left hand for him and spread my fingers watching as he carefully re
moves the ring from the case's protective cushioning. Taking my hand in his 
he begins to slip it on my finger; as he puts my ring on, I notice it sparkles. 
A lot. Rapidly wiggling my finger, I gaze in awe, observing as the diamonds 
twinkle. Light bounces off each and every one of the stones' surfaces, 
making it apparent that I have on a well-designed, beautifully crafted work 
of art that fits perfectly. I have never understood hype surrounding the 
diamonds, until now. There is absolutely nothing comparable to the sparkle 
of a diamond. 

While driving home I feel elated, but at the same time can't help but wonder 
why Andrew proposed when and in the manner he did. A product of divorced 
parents, being brought up in a broken home severely jaded my perspective 
on marriage. Shortly after my parents' divorce I adopted the idea that the 
institution of marriage won't be in the cards for me. In the beginning when 
our relationship was just a budding sapling, Andrew and I spent countless 
nights lying awake deep in conversation; the topic of marriage frequently 
came up. He usually debated in favor of marriage whereas I attacked every 
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aspect of it. After all those late night debates we had one can imagine my 
surprise when Andrew proposed. I wasn't expecting it and most certainly 
didn't expect it in my car, in below zero temperatures, after making state
ments about my boogers. 

With my curiosity growing by the second, I ask, "Why'd you decide to 
propose to me and in the way you did?" His response, simple and honest. 
answered all my questions. "I proposed because I love you, and a couple 
months back when I asked my dad for advice on how to propose to a girl 
that doesn't believe in marriage he told me, 'The manner in which a man 
proposes sets the bar for marriage expectations no matter who he is propos
ing to. Don't propose in one so elaborate and overly romantic that you won't 
be able to bring her back to it at any given moment, especially if it is out of 
character for you. If she expects you to recreate that feeling and you can't, 
you'll only let her down, and in letting her down you're letting yourself down 
as well.' I can handle letting myself down but the last thing I ever want to 
do is let anybody else down, especially you. Besides. if I did something overly 
romantic I thought it might alarm you, and if it didn't, you totally would have 
known something was up and it wouldn't have been a surprise now. Would 
it?" I laugh in complete agreement with his response and support his reason
ing with playful sarcasm, "Yes. you would be correct my dear." Andrew is a 
realist, he always has been, and I love that about him. 

I replayed Andrew's proposal in my mind for days, meticulously analyzing 
every detail of it. A moment of reality arose. changing the way I view our re
lationship and what it really means to love one another. Yes, flowers, choco
lates, and diamonds are nice, but they aren't necessary in order for love to 
exist. Love is a solid feeling of affection existing between two people no mat
ter what their circumstances are. In getting engaged I realized Andrew and 
I acquire that natural connection with each other. More importantly we both 
possess the intellect to make a marriage last. We hold a strong belief that 
our engagement or wedding day, for that matter, shouldn't be the romantic 
peak of our relationship. Those days were romantic, but in twenty years we 
don't ever want to think "I wish we could go back to the way were then." We 
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would rather think about how young we were and how much we've grown 
closer since then. In our eyes, a truly strong relationship has no romantic 
peak but consistently rises throughout the years. Andrew and I were married 
on November 18, 2009 and by setting realistic goals and expectations for 
our relationship, we continue to learn more about each other each and every 
day, thus al lowing our marriage to continuously grow stronger. 
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Decisions 
By Jami Kirby 

My name is Joe Davis. I just turned eighteen and already I feel like I've lived 
enough for three life times. I live in Oceanside, CA. Most of the kids in 
my home town either learn to surf. skateboard or turn to computers and 
become geeks. I'm neither of the three, so I guess you can figure out which 
way I went. 

Life on the streets is rough-hustling for money and doing/selling drugs is 
pretty much what it all comes down to. Sure there are a few people who 
can sell and not use. but what's the point? If you got them you might as well 
use them-that's my motto. 

My dad's a career criminal who is either in jail or standing in the unemploy
ment line. It seems to be a merry-go-round with him. The longest we ever 
spent together was when I landed in jail for stealing a car. and we were cell 
mates for thirty days. I was able to learn a lot from him during my short 
stint in, and I loved every minute of it. It was nice because we didn't have to 
watch our backs when we slept, but we watched each other's backs when we 
were out in the yard-some of those inmates are crazy. 

My gang has the kind of reputation that most like to have on the streets
stay away from them or you'll get hurt. This is their territory, and you need 
to watch what you say or do. You're either down with the 107 or you're 
getting taken out by the 107. 

Yesterday was my birthday, at 12:01 am. The guys jumped me in as their 
leader. If you're wondering what that entails. let me tell you-it hurts like 
hell! Basically everyone in the gang stands in a line and starts beating the 
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crap out of you. Once you 're out of the line and away from everyone you're 
pretty much done, except this one clown Kenny, who had to push it a little 
bit too far. I beat him down and pushed him back over into the crowd. 

I never thought that I would become the leader of the 107. Our last leader 
ended up dying while doing a stint up in Chino State Prison. He was caught 
doing a breaking and entering. He had a crack pipe on him and a sweet 
handful of rocks. It was only supposed to be a three year stay, but he didn't 
even last six months. Crab was killed during a prison riot. We were all 
shocked when we heard about it. We buried him just last week. I don't 
know the whole story behind his death, but I'll bet you all the drugs and 
money I have on me now that Crab went out swinging-he always was a 
tough little bastard. 

My mother tells me she wants the best for me. Sometimes I just wish it was 
her and I, and none of this gang crap, but she works fifty hours a week at 
the local hospital as a nurse, so I don't see her often. She's either running 
out the door on her way to work, or coming home and sleeping until she 
has to work the night shift all over again. I don't know if she knows exactly 
what I'm up to, but my biggest fear is her having to fix me up after getting 
shot, or having an accidental over-dose wh ile on her watch. So I try to keep 
most of my business dealings over in Carlsbad. 

Most of the money is over there anyway. The kids and their snobby parents 
all buy from my crew. Sometimes I wonder what it would feel like to be on 
the r ight side of the tracks for once. Have the rich house and the preppy 
schools. These families have everything and they're buying from a thug like me. 

As the crew and I left Carlsbad Park Eric thought we should head over to 
the beach. I didn't really feel like going home to an empty house. My mom 
forgot to get the time off work for my birthday, so there was nothing to go 
back to really. We agreed, and all of us drove over to the Oceanside Peer 
Beach . I really felt like relaxing down on the beach with a cold forty. 

Decisions I 41 



As we pulled into the parking lot, we ran into another local gang. They 
weren't as big as our crew and they sure didn't have our reputation. I 
jumped out of my Dodge Charger and walked up to Hector. the leader of the 
O'Side Malo's. 

We talked for a few minutes before they decided to take off and head over 
to Oceanside Blvd toward Hill St. They didn't want to fight my boys, and 
they sure weren't into any gun shows tonight. They just left my crew in 
peace. which was exactly what I wanted as we headed down to the beach 
with our forties in hand. My boys found a bon fire ting that was still smok
ing and started it back up. I walked down to the shore to breath in the salty 
air and relax after getting my ass kicked earlier tonight. 

It wasn't until I heard the screeching of tires and the shots firing that I knew 
there was trouble. I ran back up the beach to find my boys in chaos. 

Eric and Mike were both lying face down in the sand. l could see Austin with 
blood pouring out of his leg and Tyler had blood pouring from the side of his 
head from a bullet scratch. I ran up to Mike first and rolled him over. The 
bullet had got him in the chest. There was blood everywhere. I used my 
flannel shirt to help stop the bleeding as I dug into my pocket. I pulled out 
my phone and called 911. Tommy walked over to Eric. but it was too late, 
he was hit in the head and dead on the spot. 

I couldn't believe was happening to me. or my crew. We weren't looking for 
this. It was a time to celebrate. a time to relax and just enjoy a few 
moments of peace. I guess when you live this kind of lifestyle you can never 
take your guard down. 

The police came along with the paramedics and coroners. The police 
searched me and the surrounding area. They took our statements and 
searched everyone. 

By the time it was all cleaned up and the cops let us go, it was already 
breaking dawn. I didn't feel like driving, so I had Tommy take my car as I 
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started walking toward my house. It took a few hours for me to make it 
back, but I wanted to clear my head. I needed to think things out and plan 
our revenge on the O'Side Malo's. 

Hell, I knew it was them. I didn't even have to see their faces. Hector was 
always gunning for my gang, trying to make a name for him and his boys. 

As I walked along Oceanside Blvd. the sun broke over the mountains and I 
let my mind wander. What if my sister hadn't taken off at sixteen and mar
ried that loser Ryan? What if I had paid more attention in school, and not 
ditched that day I met Crab? I wouldn't be walking out here freezing my ass 
off with dried blood all over me right now, that's for sure. 

If I had graduated from High School this year like I was supposed to, I could 
be putting in college applications and looking for a job this summer. How 
can I think about college when I have a dead friend and crew to avenge? We 
have to put a stop to Hector's crew; it's what a good leader does. I need to 
take control of the situation and put the other crew six feet under. I need to 
make my stand now. 

Wonder what my mom's gonna say when she sees me. Hell, she won't even 
be up by the time I make it home. I wish I could work a real job and make 
enough money to get her off the night shift. It would be nice if she could 
just work nine to five like most of America. Then she could take some time 
off and we could go somewhere. Maybe up north and we could visit my sister. 

Maybe mom and I could just leave this crazy town for good. It's crazy how 
we have so much power to change who and what we are, but the situation 
at hand tells me I need to avenge Eric and go see Mike in the hospital. It's a 
crazy life, but it's my life. 

All these thoughts kept replaying in my head as I walked those long, lonely 
12 miles back to my house. My phone rang a few times, but I just let it go 
to the voice mail. I didn 't have the patience to deal with anyone right then. 

As I opened the door to my little house everything was quiet inside. I could 
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hear the humming of the air conditioning, and went straight to the bathroom 
to take a much needed hot shower. Then I went to my room and changed 
before taking my clothes out to the trash. 

Heading back into my room I could hear snores coming from my mom's 
room. I knew she was safe and oblivious to my situation. I wish I could just 
come to some kind of solution that wouldn't break my mother's heart. 

As I walked back into my bedroom, it looked like any other seniors bedroom. 
Socks and shoes all over the floor, famous bands plastered all over the walls. 
Pictures of me and my boys throwing up gang signs on my mirror. My 
little twin size bed was a total wreck-! think I even saw a cheese puff bag 
pushed up under my pillow. 

As I walked over to my mirror I could see my bright green eyes staring back 
at me. My shaggy brown medium length hair was dripping wet and falling 
in my face. I pushed it back over my head and stared harder at my 6 foot 2 
inch frame. 

My thoughts were back at the beach. The gun shots ringing out, seeing the 
look on Mike's face as the blood poured out of his chest. The blank stare 
in Eric's eyes, the sound of the sirens and the lights reflecting off the ocean 
waves. It was all pouring back into my brain as I continued to stare at my reflection. 

I opened up my dresser drawer and reached inside. I could feel the warm 
handle in my hand as I pulled it out and placed it on the dresser. Tears were 
welling up in my eyes as I thought about the life that was taken from us and 
the next funeral we were gonna have to attend. How could I deal with the 
look on Eric's mom's face, or having to look his little sister in the eyes 
knowing that my decisions may have caused this? 

Taking a deep breath I thought about Mike in the hospital. Is he gonna make 
it out of surgery, or are we having a double funeral next week? It seemed 
like only yesterday he and I were at the mall watching a movie while he was 
hitting on some girls that were sitting behind us. 
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Shaking my head and wiping away the tears that a grown man isn't supposed 
to have, I let my hand fall back onto the handle-it felt like coming home. 
The handle was so warm and thick I placed it back down and grabbed a box 
that was full of clips. Taking a deep breath, I stared back into my green eyes 
and knew that with this moment came the choice that would change my life 
forever. I never took a life before. All my wrongs look like little black marks 
compared to murder. Yet I had to do something, and I was making my stand 
in this moment. 

Picking the handle back up, I pushed the switch. Humming filled the air as I 
ran the razor over my head and started to shave off my hair. The locks came 
down bit by bit until it was all off. I removed my earring and necklace and 
felt completely naked for the first time in years. 

I turned and walked out of the house and over to the mall that was just a 
few miles away. Standing in the window I knew that finally I was gonna be 
the leader I always wanted to be. I pushed open the door and signed in. I 
sat in the empty chair waiting for the military recruiter to call my name. 

It was at this moment that I knew it was time for me to be a real man and 
time to put my life on the right track-fight for my country and stop fight
ing for the neighborhood. I was too smart for this and wasn't gonna be like 
my dad. This is something I knew I could tell my mom about and finally see 
that look of pride in her eyes. 

The day after my eighteenth birthday was the day I finally became a real 
leader and a man. 

Decisions I 45 



461 FALL 2013 



FALL 2013147 




	leahi-2013-fall_001
	leahi-2013-fall_002
	leahi-2013-fall_003
	leahi-2013-fall_004
	leahi-2013-fall_005
	leahi-2013-fall_006
	leahi-2013-fall_007
	leahi-2013-fall_008
	leahi-2013-fall_009
	leahi-2013-fall_010
	leahi-2013-fall_011
	leahi-2013-fall_012
	leahi-2013-fall_013
	leahi-2013-fall_014
	leahi-2013-fall_015
	leahi-2013-fall_016
	leahi-2013-fall_017
	leahi-2013-fall_018
	leahi-2013-fall_019
	leahi-2013-fall_020
	leahi-2013-fall_021
	leahi-2013-fall_022
	leahi-2013-fall_023
	leahi-2013-fall_024
	leahi-2013-fall_025
	leahi-2013-fall_026
	leahi-2013-fall_027
	leahi-2013-fall_028
	leahi-2013-fall_029
	leahi-2013-fall_030
	leahi-2013-fall_031
	leahi-2013-fall_032
	leahi-2013-fall_033
	leahi-2013-fall_034
	leahi-2013-fall_035
	leahi-2013-fall_036
	leahi-2013-fall_037
	leahi-2013-fall_038
	leahi-2013-fall_039
	leahi-2013-fall_040
	leahi-2013-fall_041
	leahi-2013-fall_042
	leahi-2013-fall_043
	leahi-2013-fall_044
	leahi-2013-fall_045
	leahi-2013-fall_046
	leahi-2013-fall_047
	leahi-2013-fall_048

