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About Lē‘ahi

Nani Lē‘ahi, he maka no Kahiki.

Beautiful Lē‘ahi, object of the eyes from Kahiki. (Diamond 
Head, always observed with interest by visitors from foreign 
lands.) Mary Kawena Pukui, ‘Ōlelo Noe‘au 2277.

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

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

Le‘ahi appears in “The Fire Chant for King Kalakaua,” by David Malo 
II, composed to honor the newly-elected King upon his return to 
Honolulu from his first royal tour of the islands, in March—April, 1874.

Ho‘oluehu i luna ke ahi o Lē‘ahi.

Lē‘ahi’s fires scatters to the stars.

The chant alludes to a bonfire set on Le’ahi to welcome Kalakaua back 
to O‘ahu. (The Echo of Our Song: Chants and Poems of the Hawaiians, 
134-144).
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Sad Surfer | KAREN LIM
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Sometimes a person has to take a deep breath and go for it. 
Sometimes the best memories are from the moments when one 
steps out of his or her comfort zone. Lana, Jenna, Sensei, and I were 
standing on the platform waiting for the train so we could get back 
to Kyoto. Sensei, my high school Japanese teacher, walked towards a 
light pink poster hanging on the wall. I looked over at the sign and 
saw the word “Obon” in giant letters, and my heart raced. I already 
knew that he was going to ask us if we wanted to go. I looked 
back and saw Sensei making his way back to Lana, Jenna, and me. 
I mentally cursed the train for not coming sooner because Sensei 
probably had a brilliant idea.

“That sign was for the Umeda Yukata Matsuri in Osaka. Since we are 
going to be in Osaka during that time did you guys wanna go?” asked 
Sensei. He glanced at me first, and I immediately glimpsed down at my 
feet and pretended that I did not hear him.

“Oh, what? I mean whatever it is, if Lana and Jenna wanna go, it is fine 
with me.” My throat went dry as the last word left my lips. In Hawai‘i, 
Obon festivals were about celebrating and freely dancing the night 
away to lively Japanese music, but I was always told that Japan Obon 
festivals were uptight and serious. The uniformity of their dances and 
lack of freedom that I heard so much about scared me. It was basically 
the opposite of what I was used to back home. I added this to the fact 
that we were a group of foreigners, and I knew we were not going to 
fit in. I definitely did not want to go to this festival, whatsoever.  

Lana and Jenna vigorously nodded their heads and accepted the 
invitation. “Sure! It sounds like a lot of fun, but we do not have 
yukata,” they exclaimed. I sighed out of relief. If we did not have the 
proper attire, then surely we could not go; I was off the hook. 

Sensei merely shrugged. “That’s fine. Since we’re going to Gion today, 
you guys can just buy them there,” he said. I wanted to drop to the 
ground and weep. I thought I had just found my way out of going. 

I grimaced and tried my absolute best to forge a smile before I 
responded. My expression shared a closer resemblance to a person 
getting swiftly punched in the stomach.  “But we won’t have to dance, 
right? We are just gonna walk around for a little while and then leave, 
right?” I questioned although I already knew the answer.

Sensei stared at me dumbfounded. “Of course you guys are gonna 

Just Go For It
STEFANI-FRANCES BALALA
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dance. What’s the sense in going to a bon dance if you aren’t going to 
dance?”  His smug exaggeration of the word “dance” made me curse 
the train more for not coming earlier.

“I guess. So this means that we’re going to this thing.” I walked farther 
down the train’s platform and rolled my eyes. I prayed that I would not 
have to sit by him on the train. 

Soon enough it was time to head out for the Umeda Yukata Matsuri. 
Lana, Jenna, and I had spent hours prior making sure that our yukata 
were draped in all the right places and that not one hair or hairpiece 
was out of place. While we walked to the venue, my stomach was in 
tightly coiled knots. I could only think of the worst possible scenarios. 
What will happen if we do not get the hang of the dances? What if 
I trip on my yukata and fall? What if everyone looks at us and thinks 

“stupid gaijin (foreigner)”? I chewed over my thoughts and looked up 
at Osaka’s vibrant city lights hoping to find some sort of answer within 
them. It is not like it mattered since I was already on my way to the 
festival. I was going to have to go through with this plan.

Between my thoughts and concentrating on not tripping, we had 
somehow reached Grand Front Osaka. Everyone was dressed in the 
most extravagant yukata. Bright, floral, and eclectic patterns graced 
the crowd of yukata and brought the warm feeling of summer to 
life. I diverted my eyes away from them, trying not to draw too much 
attention. We walked over to the buzzing crowd and waited for the 
event to start. 

“Welcome to the Umeda Yukata Matsuri,” the MC’s voice resonated 
through the speakers. I gulped. He continued, “Tonight is going to be 
a little different.”

I looked back and Sensei with a baffled expression, only to have him 
nonchalantly nod his head, as if to tell me not to doubt my Japanese. 
Once the first song played, my eyes widened. I quickly glanced at Lana 
and Jenna. “Guys, you’re hearing what I’m hearing, right?” I said and 
then let out a deep breath. Lana and Jenna laughed. I was beginning 
to feel ashamed of how worried I was prior to coming. The music 
was far from traditional Japanese music. The track list consisted of a 
compilation of upbeat Japanese and popular American songs that set 
the jubilant atmosphere. There was a stage set in the middle of the 
dance circle on which dancers festively danced along to the music, 
displaying the choreography. I knew this one was not going to be like 
any other Obon. I gestured over to the crowded dance circle. “Let’s 
go!” I exclaimed.

The choreography was energetic and surprisingly easy to learn, and 
within a few minutes, I had mastered it. Somehow the dance moves 
worked with every song that played. Being in the dance circle was like 
being at a giant block party. Everyone there let loose, purely enjoying 
themselves in the moment. Time became an insignificant aspect and 
before we knew it, the dancing and music ceased. As the crowd 
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quickly dispersed, I walked out of the circle genuinely smiling; I was 
thankful that I actually did this.

I can honestly say that I have not enjoyed myself that much in a very 
long time. I am extremely grateful that my teacher pushed me to go to 
the Umeda Yukata Matsuri. I am now more open to trying new things 
because of this event. If I did not make myself try something new, I 
would have never had experienced this amazing event nor would I 
have been able to treasure this special memory today. Sometimes a 
person just needs to throw his or her fears up in the air and just do it. 
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I Am From
KAIYAN HE

I am from a mowing machine which makes shrill noises in my  
     neighbor’s yard,  
from tires humming and engine rumbling that run in the cars on the  
     road,  
from the smell of Korean food that makes your mouth watering. 

I am from spicy dumplings filled with silky seaweed, sliced green  
     onions,  
skinny pork with soy sauce, salt, and some sugar, and sweet chill sauce 
     to dip,  
from fresh oysters that are juicy and can melt in your mouth.  

I am from “yichiban!” and “you will be a teacher in the future,  
from “where are you going,” “I want to eat the dumplings you make,” 
     and  

“did you wash the clothes?”  
from “are you a Japanese?” “Are you the older sister?” “I saw you 
     somewhere,”  
and “you look like my friend.”

I am from Meihong He, the woman who raised me with all of her love,  
the woman who cooks three meals per day without any complaints,  
the woman who takes care of me when I am sick and never asks for  
     anything in return. 
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Ilda Odorica | ERIC ORDORICA
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Boxer | SHIRLEY LAM
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If You Can’t, You Must; 
If You Must, You Will
JONATHAN CHO

It was summer of 2013 when I decided to fly to Colorado Springs 
to compete in a taekwondo tournament, but that year was a little 
different. Unlike other years where I would go up as a coach, in 2013, 
I went up as both a coach and a participant. After six months of 
extenuating training, the week to leave the island had finally came, 
and I could not wait. So there I was the night before, on the hard 
wooden floor, packing my belongings for what I thought was going to 
be the best trip yet. Little did I know, I was very wrong.

My team and I would fly up about a week early to get used to the 
time zone, air elevation, and whatnot. During that week, we trained 
intensely in the huge dining hall that the hotel we stayed at kindly lent 
us, free of charge. Everyone was expected to give their 110% while 
training. “If you’re not going to put in the effort, then we don’t want 
you going out there representing our team,” I exclaimed. Not wanting 
to be hypocritical, I started to give my 110%. Unfortunately, I gave 
a little more than I had and it cost me everything. While training, I 
slipped on the carpet, managing to fracture my ankle. At the time, I 
thought it was just a major sprain, so I did the normal procedure: I put 
ice on it, elevated it, and rested it. As the day went on, I noticed that 
my ankle was not getting better. In fact, it was getting bigger, more 
purple, and the pain only increased. It wasn’t until I started to stand 
did I know something was wrong. On a normal sprain, I would at least 
be able to put my foot down with no weight on it. This time, I wasn’t 
even able to make skin contact with the ground. 

Later that night, I went to the hospital and found out that I had 
fractured my ankle. The doctor there advised me that because 
fractures don’t heal completely, I would be better off with a broken 
ankle. He explained that he could perform a “procedure” to break my 
ankle. There I was thinking he was a freaking psycho. I was in enough 
pain as it was, and he just wanted to inflict more onto me! Only about 
three months later did I realize that I was an idiot and should’ve just 
listened to what the doctor said.

Going to practice the next day, I was completely disappointed in 
myself and couldn’t believe what had happened. I had been training 
alongside the competitors for about six months, and I just so 
happened to fracture my ankle only five days before the tournament. 
As if that wasn’t bad enough, I was reminded that I had two group 
events that I was supposed to perform with my teammates. Utterly 
deluded, I thought to myself what am I going to do? I couldn’t just 
leave them hanging like that! So that night, I decided that I was 
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going to compete, even though I was in pain. Every day after that, up 
until the tournament, I went through a countless number of therapy 
procedures, along with acupuncture. I somehow managed the time to 
receive therapy and still practice at the same time. 

It was a bummer that I had fractured my ankle because our team had 
the opportunity to practice with a world famous taekwondo team. 
Sadly, I couldn’t participate, so I watched from the side. Of course, I 
knew I was missing out in the very lucky practice that we were given, 
but I was happy just to see that the kids were enjoying it. Fortunately, 
I still got to listen and see the different methods of teaching used in a 
short amount of time. With this observation, I was hopeful that I could 
incorporate their coaching methods into my style of teaching. After all 
the fun, we returned back to our hotel, got a little rest, and called a 
last minute practice for later that night. 

Once I entered the last practice, I could feel everybody’s excitement for 
the next day. We gave what little feedback we could, along with our 
inspirational speeches. Being the non-expressive guy that I am, I didn’t 
want to talk in front of everybody, but after being forced numerous 
times, I eventually did. I basically told everybody that they all trained 
their hardest for the competition and that no matter what the outcome 
was, I was proud of every single one of them. I also apologized for 
what had happened with my ankle, as it was a set- 
back for not only myself, but also the whole team. I wanted everybody 
to try their best and mainly have fun.

The day of the tournament had come and I couldn’t believe what I  
was about to do. I came into the meeting room the morning of, and 
the atmosphere was filled with excitement. We got everybody settled 
and headed towards the bus. Soon after, we arrived at the arena and 
waited as the tournament was about to begin. I was on the side warm- 
ing up so that I wouldn’t get injured again during our performance. 

The time had come to perform, and I was feeling uneasy with the fact 
that I was about to perform with a fractured ankle, but once we were 
up on the floor, all the anxiety faded away and was replaced with 
concentration. We did our best, and propitiously, that’s all it took. We 
scored a 48.7 out of 50 and won gold in our division. I was thrilled as 
my team and I took our medals back into the stands with our fellow 
teammates. Hours had passed, and we finally got to our hotel rooms, 
went straight to sleep, and got up early the next morning to get  
to the airport. 

On our flight back to Hawaii, I had a profuse amount of time to think 
about this trip. I had realized that I was no longer a little kid. I had 
matured and was glad to be the person I had become. Something that 
helped me realize this is my overcoming of selfishness. When I had 
injured my ankle, I was devoted to my team, so I had decided to pull 
though it and perform. I had put the thoughts of myself aside and 
thought about my teammates who had worked hard up to that point 
with me. Another event that helped me realize that I had grown as a 
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person was when parents came up to me and started thanking me. 
After giving the speeches on the last practice day, the parents had 
come up to me and firstly started apologizing for what had happened 
to my ankle. After reassuring them that I was fine, they started thank- 
ing me for what I had put into the team for the past six months. They 
expressed how they could only imagine what I had to go through as 
a coach and having to come so close as a contestant and injure my 
ankle. These events really made me think about how I’d changed and 
how I would continue to grow throughout life. To stick through all the 
pain and struggle that one encounters and to help others and bring 
joy are what really makes a person grow.
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Embryonic | KIMI LUNG
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Overcoming My Hardship
JIAWEI GUAN

Life is a like a drama, which is composed of many adversities and only 
a little bit of happiness. Overcoming obstacles and tragedies is the 
main key to unlock the door of joy. I learned that adversity is part of 
life, even though I dislike facing it all the time. I will never forget  
how sad and hurtful it was on the day I had to emigrate from China  
to Hawai‘i.

It was my first airplane flight in my life, and it was full of terrible and 
painful memories. I was lying on the window worrying about my 
friends and relatives. All of a sudden, my ears felt tremendously painful. 
So I told my mom and my dad, “My ears are really painful.”

I started to pop my ears and massage my temples forcibly with my 
hands.

“Just endure it! It’s just the air pressure that’s bothering your ears. It will 
be fine later,” my mom replied confidently.

Even though she answered my question with confidence, she didn’t 
convince me at all. My ears were still in pain, and my brain felt like it 
was pinned under a giant truck. I looked around to see if anyone else 
had the same severe condition as I did. Unfortunately, I was the only 
one who felt like this. I felt like I was going to die, so I began to hit my 
innocent temple like a master hitting his pitiful puppy.

“Hey! Stop acting so silly. You are the only one on the airplane who 
thinks your ears are in pain.” Those were the bitterest words I have 
ever heard from my beloved dad.

Tears dropped onto my purple hoodie as I finally stopped hitting myself. 
I covered my face with my hood because I felt so embarrassed and 
shameful. My heart was filled up with darkness because hope had 
abandoned me.

I finally got off the airplane and was relieved from the pain. My Auntie 
Yuling was waiting for us outside the strange airport with a sincere 
smile. We carried seven packs of heavy luggage on the bus on our way 
to my grandparents’ house. While on the bus, I looked around and 
stared at strange looking people who had light brown skin. After an 
hour and a half long bus ride, we finally arrived at our grandparents’ 
house, which is near School Street. I was bored and tired of listening 
to my family endlessly telling stories, hence I fell asleep on an 
uncomfortable sofa.



18 

Later in the day, I met my cousin Norman, who was born and raised 
in Hawaii. I thought I found someone to share my tragic story with, 
but unfortunately he doesn’t speak Chinese. It seemed like he disliked 
us because my parents took his living room, and he was forced to 
sleep with me in one bed for a while. I remember the bad experience 
I had with my cousin on the first night in his house. I used to sleep 
by myself, and I like to roll around like a lazy dog in the bed while 
sleeping. I unconsciously put my outrageous foot on my cousin’s tiny 
stomach while I was sleeping. My cousin woke up, and he was terribly 
offended, angered, and hurt. He shoved my foot back to me. I got up 
and realized that I had done such an embarrassing thing to my cousin. 
I had been desperately praying all night long, and I missed my friends 
who always fooled around with me. I missed my classmates who I 
always followed in school. I missed my relatives who always gave me a 
red envelope around Chinese New Year. I wanted to go back to China.

After two months of meaningless life in Auntie Yuling’s house, my 
parents had finally found a place for us to live. It was a blue apartment 
near Kuhio Park Terrace (KPT), also known as the craziest and scariest 
apartment complex in Honolulu. Despite living in such a scary area, 
my family was elated and satisfied about our new shelter. I guess 
they were trying to follow a classic Chinese idiom, which means enjoy 
oneself despite poverty. My cousin must have been glad that he could 
finally get rid of his worst nightmare.

I started school as a seventh grader not too long after we moved to 
our new apartment. The moment I entered Kalakaua Middle School, I 
was completely shocked by the heights of the students in this school. 
They were about five feet, three inches to five feet, five inches tall, 
which was the height of a fourth grader in China. Also, the student 
acted childish. I pretended to be careless about the games that the 
students were playing, but inwardly, I was laughing. The games that 
they were playing before the morning bell were the games most 
Chinese students stopped playing after third grade. It would be the 
funniest topic in school if sixth graders were still playing hide and 
seek or jumping rope in China. I thought I entered the wrong school 
until I carefully looked through my class schedule. I walked into the 
classroom with a desperate and disappointed impression of my new 
school. Every time I entered a new classroom, I was just daydreaming 
until the bell rang. I felt frustrated and despaired. I didn’t understand 
a single sentence the teacher was saying. Although they had tried to 
help me out, I just carelessly pretended I was listening to them.

Every day I came home from school, I went out on the balcony and 
looked up at the blue sky. It was like a mirror that could reflect my 
current feelings and refresh my old memories. Besides that, I had no 
one to share my thoughts and feelings with. I learned that loneliness 
and adversity were the worst diseases in my life. I thought I couldn’t 
take it anymore. It might be ironic but I had indeed lost interest in life 
as a middle school student.
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One day, my mom sat by me on the sofa, and we had a long  
touching conversation. 

“Jiawei, you know, I understand how you are feeling right now. But you 
need to stay strong, and you have to keep moving on. Your dad and I 
are both worried about your future. We don’t want you to live in such 
a poor village in China forever.” My mom spoke with a strange, soft, 
and calm voice. “Have you ever thought about our feelings? Your dad 
and I weren’t as lucky as you are now. We couldn’t even attend middle 
school because we had to work, so that we could survive back then. 
We don’t want you to have the same life as we did.”

After hearing what my mom had said to me, I was completely aston- 
ished. My heartbeat was accelerating faster than a racing car. My brain 
was not even functioning till my mom stood up and walked away from 
me. All night long, I was thinking about those sincere words that were 
spoken from my mom’s heart. I had finally made up my mind. I was 
determined that I should never surrender to hardship and anxiety.

It was finally summer vacation after a long school semester. Although 
summer vacation had just started, I decided to study English, and I was 
able to start fulfilling my promise. I remember that my auntie took me 
to Liliha Library to borrow Chinese books. However, I found out that 
there are many Japanese comics in English translation. One of my inter- 
ests was to read Japanese comics. Thus, I started borrowing eight 
Japanese comics from Liliha Library every week. It became my daily rou- 
tine throughout the whole summer. Every night, I would sit in front 
of my desk and read these comic books. I would read it out loud and 
wrote down words that I didn’t understand on a piece of paper.  
Then I would use an electronic translator to translate those words  
into Chinese and write the translation next to the words. I am glad 
that I was able to take advantage of my interest in a useful and 
meaningful way.

Imperceptibly, my meaningful summer vacation had ended. I was an 
eighth grader at Kalakaua Middle School. My eighth grade English 
Language Learner (ELL) teacher was from Japan. He was strict and 
crazy because he made all of his students tuck in their school uniform 
before they could enter the class. He also forced his students to speak 
a phrase every morning, such as “My name is......I am here today and 
ready to learn.” He had such a bad reputation in school because of  
all these strict and crazy rules; however, I actually really liked him 
because I understood that he was trying to teach people how to 
respect a teacher.

I had also met some Filipino and Hawaiian friends in Kalakaua Middle 
School during eighth grade. Despite the fact that I had a hard time 
communicating with them, they were patient and friendly to me. They  
were not as racist as I thought they were because my some of my 
Chinese classmates were racist. I didn’t even realize that I was acclimat- 
ed to the school environment as well as living in the U.S. Although I 
cried in the airplane, struggled in school, and had a hard time adapting 
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to the new environment, I had managed to be optimistic. I was too 
preoccupied with my adolescence. I just had to commit to the change 
and making my new life.



 21

Taken 1 | SHEILA SEIFERS
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Almost
ALEX ORTAL

I saw the world through your eyes, 
from the places you have been 
to the places you plan to explore.

Your hands unearthed the good that was never in me. 
Even though I was empty, 
you made me feel something.

The life line of your palm led a path 
where two people meet, 
two lines intersecting at one point, at least.

But . . .

I didn’t see everything clearly. 
I was blinded by your lies 
I willingly swallowed and digested.

You revealed that part of me 
just for you to expose 
that I am brittle, I am weak.

And the thing your palm didn’t say 
is that we are asymptotes, 
we are just…Almost.
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Ox and the Little Bird
HARTLEY ITO

The morning air was crisp and cool as the sun threw a ray of warm 
light through the round window into the dark house. It was more of a 
hut. Actually, it was more of a couple pieces of wood lashed together 
hurriedly. It was once beautiful, as much as a simple wooden hut 
can be. That was three decades ago. Now it had loose floorboards, 
holes in the wall, and a door which no longer fit the now crooked 
frame. The hut itself sat slouched to one side, as if one side suddenly 
became heavier and it buckled under its weight. Outside, a little 
bird sang gently to the wind. Her sweet song floated tenderly into 
the broken house and stirred Ox from her sleep. In one swift near 
effortless motion, Ox sat up and threw a slipper at the door. The load 
bang against the tin door was followed by a harsh demand for silence. 
Outside an angelic laughter lifted itself up and through the window. 
The singing continued, while inside a shriveled and bent woman 
crouched by the fireplace and blew life back into the crimson embers.

The women of the town say Ox was born in the dead of night. She 
brought the storm that ravaged the village. Born to an unwed 
woman and cursed by the gods, Ox was destined to bring misfortune 
everywhere she went. These were the things the women whispered to 
their children in the night. “Best to avoid that woman,” they said, “Or 
she’ll change you into a snake and you’ll have to travel with your belly 
to the ground for the rest of your life.” All the troubles and misfortune 
were blamed on her. She was the evil thing and a permanent fixture of 
this small village on the island of Peleliu.

Now this woman named Ox had a real name before. Nobody cared 
to know it as she and her mother were somewhat outcasts. People 
openly avoided them as if it were ritual, even going to such lengths 
as to inconvenience themselves. So it is not surprising, to know that 
nobody even dared to ask what her name was. She was hardly noticed 
at all, as she was always hidden by her mother’s shadow. The name Ox 
was a recent addition, given to the now wrinkled old woman. One day 
the children playing in the streets saw the old woman pulling a cart of 
vegetables to the market, and one cried out, “Make way! Make way 
for the Ox! Make Way or she’ll run you over and break your bones.” 
To this the old woman hissed and sent the boys running into bushes. 
From that point on she became known to the village as Ox.

Every day, in the early morning, a little bird would sit by the window 
and sing to the wind, the house, and to Ox who slept within. She 
would perch herself on the porch on a small brown stool and chirp her 
melodies. Her small brown eyes were like tiny pebbles, and her tiny 
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feet wobbled yet carried her with a strange sort of grace as if she 
swayed along with the breeze. Her voice, oh her voice, was smooth 
like silk and clear like water. It was the sound of nature. It was natural, 
and free, and wild but elegant, much like the deep forest that unfold- 
ed around her expanding till forever. Her voice brought Ox to the 
conscious world and it brought a sort of calm to the woods, almost as 
if even the wind itself stood still to enjoy the sweet melody. Although 
Ox often spat unkind words at her and called the singing a loud and 
painful noise, at times like these there were rare moments when the 
warmth of the hearth and the beauty of the songs captivated Ox.  
Her face softened and her heart became tender. Her eyes filled with  
so muchlove and grief it spilled out, pearl-sized tears that ran down 
her face in small streams that found every wrinkle and every groove 
carved out by time. At times like these, Little Bird would smile and 
look up at the trees swaying gently in the wind. Little Bird knew the 
power within her songs.

Ox would always bring a plate of sliced mangoes or roasted coconut 
shavings and leave them on the porch as she went out into her garden. 
The plate was always empty by the time she returned. The bird sang, 
ate, and flew away swiftly without sound. On weekdays, Little Bird sat 
just long enough to sing and enjoy the sweet mangoes and coconut. 
On weekends, she followed the old woman into her garden. She kept 
the old woman company with her songs of jumbled silly words.

Ox was no stranger to hard work. She would be a man if she had 
been born a different day. She could bash a pig in the head with a 
hammer just as mercilessly as any man and carve and portion it with 
effortless ease. Old and bent, she would feed her livestock, tend her 
garden, and chop firewood before the midday sun had even begun its 
decline. Her hands, rough and calloused, raised the heavy hoe above 
her head and with great strength tilled the soil and worked the earth. 
These hands had the touch of life, for whatever she plunged beneath 
the soil would sprout and grow with great ferocity. A life in seclusion 
had hardened her heart, and her poisoned tipped tongue hurled 
abuse at anyone foolish enough to gain her attention. Little bird was 
no exception from this abuse; however, it did not seem to hurt her at 
all. You see, Little Bird too knew of rejection. She had an illness of the 
bones and limped more than walked. All the other birds would tease 
and point. Exile andinjustice became the background on which her 
relationship with Ox had developed. Theirs was a camaraderie forged 
in rejection and loneliness.

A month ago Ox had been busy. Her garden had been plagued by 
a swarm of pests that devoured much of her harvest. She lit fires to 
smoke the devils out of her garden, yet the stubborn creatures only 
persisted. She watched over a boiling pot of herbs and plants meant 
to drive away pests only to see the little minions resist and decimate 
her crops. Frustration washed over her in her waking hours and in her 
sleep. Her harvest was meager and anger, hot like fire, seemed to flow 
through her body making it tremble with ferocity most frightening. 
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She was no more human but rather a raging bull seething with anger.

One day, as she was tending her garden, she heard a loud crash that 
came from her front porch. The sound of her mother’s cherished 
porcelain plate; the very same one she served Little Birds mangoes 
in, shattering to pieces brought everything to a still and quiet silence. 
The morning felt slippery and uneasy. Little Birds song had ended 
abruptly. Ox felt her insides twist as anger swelled in her heart. She 
felt her throat expand with her fury, and in one breath cursed out 
loud with such a great ferocity that even the devils would scurry away 
and cower in the dark. Her heavy feet lifted and stomped hard on the 
ground as she stormed toward the front porch. Though compassion 
dwelled somewhere within her being she had been cold and hard for 
so long such things are numb to her now. She charged toward the 
porch cursing loudly as the sound of scurrying feet signaled Little Bird’s 
escape. All that was left behind were pieces of a shattered plate and 
half eaten mangoes.

Days passed and the mornings had been silent. Ox rose later in the 
day, long after the embers had died and turned gray and old. The sun 
burned fiercely in the sky, and the woods seemed too large and empty. 
On her trips to the market to sell her vegetables, the space where 
Little Bird sat on the cart between the radishes and potatoes remained 
empty. No songs to pass the time. At the market, it was Little Bird 
who wrote prices on cardboard boxes, and it was she who spoke to 
the patrons and got them to buy Ox’s goods. Now the market too was 
silent. The regular buyers shuffled by with just a passing glance. At the 
end of the day, Ox pulled a cart full of vegetables home to rot. A pile 
of mangoes began to form a huge mound at one corner of the room. 
Ox had no love for mangoes, yet she could not throw them away like 
she did her rancid, unpurchased goods. The mangoes just sat there, 
stinking and soft.  

One day, on her way home from the market with a cart full of 
vegetables, Ox did the unthinkable. Walking down her usual path, she 
suddenly turned off the road and headed a different way. She had 
never gone off the main road in all eighty-nine years of her life. She 
knew nothing of what lay beyond this road aside from what she had 
heard from Little Bird. She had no fear. Fear never once formed itself 
within her and held no power over her. She marched down the road 
towards town, her head held high and her feet stomping up dust 
behind her.

Before long, pavement replaced dirt and her feet grew sore and 
blistered from the heat of the scorching concrete. The sun baked 
cement lashed at her feet leaving them raw and bloodied, yet on she 
went braving a sea of cement and buzzing power lines. Although this 
town was not that far from her home, it became very clear to her and 
to all those around her, that this wrinkled old woman pulling her cart 
of vegetables was a stranger. She did not belong. Ox was helplessly 
lost. She crossed streets and sidewalks filled with honking cars and 



26 

rushing people. At last she arrived at the place she was searching 
for. Before her stood a large white building with clear glass windows 
from top to bottom, and, off to the side, a large concrete yard filled 
with many cars, exactly how Little Bird had said. She left her cart in 
the street and walked towards the building’s entrance. Above the 
door was a blue sign with strange writing on it that she could not 
comprehend. She would have thought it wasn’t the right building if 
it weren’t for the one symbol that stood out. It was a picture of two 
snakes twisting around a cane. Little Bird had once drawn the symbol 
in the dirt and explained to Ox what it meant. She drew in a sharp 
breath and stepped forward. Immediately the doors slid open and an 
unfriendly gust of cold sterile air blew through her before it fizzled and 
died in the afternoon haze. 

Warm dirty feet met the cold linoleum floor as Ox cautiously wandered 
down the unfamiliar hallways. She did not know what to look for. Her 
ears were cocked. She had hoped Little Birds singing would lead Ox 
in the right direction. She only heard voices and names calling from a 
strange box stuck on the ceiling. There were no songs here either, but 
somehow Ox knew Little Bird was here somewhere. Behind one of 
these closed doors, behind those clean white walls, and polka-dotted 
curtains was her friend. At the end of a dim hallway was a single 
wooden door. Ox secretly peered into the room and saw her. Little 
Bird slept quietly in a bed and all around her were men and women 
wearing white talking in hushed voices. Little Bird’s parents held hands 
as they were listening to the people in white. Every now and then they 
would steal a look at their daughter with mist forming in their eyes. 
Ox opened her mouth trying to say something, trying to call out to 
Little Bird, but she choked. Her regret, her guilt, formed into a jagged 
stone in her throat and she could not get her words out. She merely 
stood there, her shoulders hunched over her, and her eyes glistening 
with tears. She had to turn away else her guilty mind would slay her. 
She turned away and left that sad place as heaviness settled in, and 
made a home in her heart.

The heaviness in her heart grew heavier as the nights became more 
and more restless and her days lonelier still. One morning, she awoke 
before dawn and with determination in her heart she walked towards 
the hospital. Before arriving at the hospital, she had stopped at a small 
shop and purchased a single porcelain plate with simple little bird 
printed at the center. Outside Little Bird’s window, Ox had peeled and 
sliced the mango and placed the slices neatly on the plate and placed 
it on the window sill. When the doctors had left and the room grew 
quiet, a melody pure and sweet flooded the room and spilled out the 
window. The song flowed within Ox and carried away the heaviness 
in Ox’s heart. As she stared into the distant mountains hovering above 
the city, her flowing tears cleansed her troubled mind. For many 
days Ox had awakened before dawn and journeyed into town to the 
hospital. For many days she would peel and slice mangoes outside 
Little Bird’s window and listen to her sing. Not a word exchanged  
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between the two; no words were needed. How sad, that this was not 
fated to last.

On a strangely cold and gloomy day Ox had awakened early as she 
had the days that had passed. She journeyed to the hospital with a 
strange sense of urgency. Outside the window, she peeled the mango 
holding the wet slippery fruit in the palm of her hand. Her grip slipped 
and the knife dug into the corner of her finger and a little spot of 
blood formed where the knife had pierced the flesh. She wiped the 
blood away and sliced the mango and placed the dish on the window 
sill. No songs were heard. No noise. There was no stirring within the 
room. Ox felt uneasy. She faced the window and stood on her toes. 
With great strain she straightened her back which had been bent over 
in years and struggled to view the inside the room. Her heart sank 
with what she saw. Little Bird lay on the bed; her body had become 
cold and hard. Her pale lips would no longer let out sound or song. All 
around her bed stood men and women in white. The father held the 
mother’s hand, and the mother held Little Bird’s hand as she quietly 
sobbed into Little Bird’s cold and unmoving chest. Ox was pushed back 
hard from the sight. She rocked backed on her heels and tumbled 
back and fell over into the mud. Her heart shivered in the cold and 
her hands trembled in grief. She had prided herself on her ability to 
be independent and to be without a need for companionship, but 
laying there in the cold mud and rain, she realized that she was now 
well and truly alone in this world. Her loneliness vanquished her and 
she cowered there in the rain feeling her body grow numb from the 
cold. With her eyes tightly shut, Ox heard only the sound of shattering 
porcelain plates. Her nose filled with the scent of rotting mangoes. Her 
heart filled with bitter grief over unspoken words of kindness, remorse, 
and of forgiveness, as she lay beneath a gray uncaring sky.
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My Lineage of Connection 
PI’IKEA LEWIS

Pi‘ikea, 
A name that originated from the island of Maui. 
A chiefess, 
A young Hawaiian Princess. 

Pi‘ikea, 
What does it mean?  
The mist of the morning or  
coming of a new dawn.

Pi‘ikea, 
A name given to me by my father, 
part of my father’s family tree, 
a leaf of lineage 
growing from roots 
of the same foundation.
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Ford Island
STEVE MIRAGLIO

“Air raid, Pearl Harbor. This is not a drill.” These famous words rang out 
at 7:57 AM on December 7, 1941. Battleship Row. Ford Island. This 
is the location of my first 10k race. While it is not always possible to 
preview the route a race will take, if the opportunity presents itself 
then you should take advantage. My friend, Anita, has invited me 
to run the course around this historic locale in preparation for the 
upcoming 2015 Ford Island Bridge 10k run. This will also afford the 
occasion to learn a little of the history of this famous setting.

As we start to leave her house Anita asks, “Do you have your ID? This 
is an active military base.”

“Oh shit. Thanks,” I tell her, as I run back inside to get it.

The drive down Kamehameha Highway through the rail construction 
is quick for a Monday morning. This multi-year project normally has 
traffic tied up for miles and drivers steaming at the perceived waste of 
taxpayer dollars. Today, we seem to make every light. Fifteen minutes 
later finds us in a single line at the entrance to the Admiral Clarey 
Bridge. The construction of this causeway was spearheaded by the late 
Senator Daniel Inouye as part of his rebirth vision of Ford Island. This 
bridge has reduced the dependence on ferryboats to access the island.

“What's going on? Usually there are two lines,” Anita says.

“They had to make up for no traffic on Kam Highway.”

“No. It must be shift change time.”

Finally, the line moves and a guard dressed in Navy camo-blue fa- 
tigues, her hair tucked neatly into her hat, scans Anita’s ID and  
waves us through barely glancing at me. Anita laughs and says, 

“Better to be safe.”

Once on the island, we park in front of a beige three story art deco 
building with neatly groomed lawns. This building is styled to look 
as if built in the 1930's, but it is actually part of the revitalization of 
the base.

“What’s this?” I ask.

“The Navy Lodge, a place for military personnel, and their families to 
stay when they first arrive.”

We have decided to first run back over the bridge while we are fresh 
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just to show me the course. We take our time heading up the steep 
section of this pontoon drawbridge as the day has turned hot and 
windy. The concrete is radiating heat even though it spans the cool 
waters of Pearl Harbor. To the right, I can just make out the gray 
conning tower of the USS Bowfin and in the distance the bright white 
of the Arizona Memorial.

After seeing where the finish line will be, which is across of Aloha 
Stadium, we head back across the span. Turning onto the long straight 
road that leads to the pier where the Missouri is docked, we follow 
tour buses that disgorge their passengers; tourists dressed in shorts 
and matching aloha shirts, people in military attire, some old, some 
young, many from different cultures at the gateway. They are here to 
see the Mighty Mo–its huge guns, and the location on the deck  
where the Japanese Instrument of Surrender was signed. After leav- 
ing the multitude of tourists, we wind our way through hangars that 
now house the Pacific Aviation Museum and other military offices. 
Some of these hangers still have bullet holes from strafing on that 
fateful morning.

Today, I only see people dressed in fatigues. “Why are there so few 
tourists on this part of the island?”

“It’s an active military base,” she reminds me, “and requires a pass or to 
be part of a tour. Not quite as easy to see as Waikiki.”

Outlined against the clear blue sky above the museum is a red and 
white striped control tower that was in the process of being complet- 
ed in December 1941 and not fully operational. No planes would take 
off from this airfield that disastrous morning. Finally, we exit the maze 
of roads and run next to the now decommissioned airfield that is in 
the middle of the isle. At the far end of the runway, a fully inflated 
orange windsock is snapping. With the wind in our face, I am struck 
by the flatness and lack of cover out here. Those stationed at this 
location on that day, “…which will live in infamy,” must have been 
terrified as the planes brought a storm of destruction from the dawn 
sky–dropping bombs and machine-gunning those running for safety.

After a quick stop for water, we start back down the opposite side 
of the runway with the sea breeze at our back. We pass the newly 
expanded glass enclosed National Oceanic and Atmospheric 
Administration (NOAA) building to our left, its vast parking lots nearly 
empty. It is ironic that this building houses the Pacific Tsunami Warning 
Center since it is mere feet above sea level and access would be 
compromised in the event of a tsunami. The drawbridge we ran over 
would need to be opened so that ships could escape the inner lochs 
of Pearl Harbor.

The final mile of our run takes us past tree shaded single family homes 
that have well manicured lawns and neatly clipped hedges marked 
by signs in front with Commander, Lieutenant Commander, and 
other high ranking titles. These houses have a view to the Wai’anae 
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Mountains, the direction from which many of the planes came that 
day in December. Today only the trade winds are buzzing through a 
partially cloudy sky.

We return to the Navy Lodge and our car, the picture of the course 
firmly in mind. I also think back to that Sunday in December and say a 
quiet “thank you” to those that have given their lives so that we are 
free to run.
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My Childhood Days
MARIA LUISA MIYAKAWA

Growing up with an Italian mother and a Japanese father was like 
living with two extremes of emotions. My mother was not only very 
short-tempered and loud but also liked to make sure we understood 
every word she said about every feeling she had. On the other side I 
had my father, who would hide behind his music collection and his 
flowers and would take great care in choosing his words. I would even 
say that he was very conservative with them, as I don’t remember 
even today if we ever had any conversations at all. He would say 
things such as “good morning,” “good night,” and “please check 
for pimples on my back.” I thought that was normal behavior, and I 
preferred to imitate him in his seclusion than to overly interact like my 
mom. Besides struggling with my ways to express myself, I found other 
types of challenges. 

I was the only five-year-old student in a very large first grade class. 
My mother was a hairdresser and had a long time customer who was 
the principal of the largest public school in the city, which was only 
two blocks away from my house. Thinking she was doing something 
great, she accepted me at her school earlier than anybody else my 
age. Things would work sideways like that in Brazil. If there were no 
five-year-old children in first grade, I believe there was a reason. I was 
not prepared emotionally to interact with older kids, who would learn 
and understand what the teacher was saying much more quickly than 
I. I was in my little bubble, the one that my dad helped me create. I 
would not talk to anyone, not even play with my peers. I was too shy 
to even sit with them to eat, and I still remember opening my lunch 
box on the corner of the class by myself, while other kids were already 
running around. To complicate my situation even more, my teacher 
was a borderline witch, who would knock on my head and call me an 
idiot when I could not solve two plus three. I was not only humiliated 
in front of the kids I avoided, but I was also traumatized and started 
to believe I was indeed an idiot who could not learn. Going to school 
was torture and at a very early age I had to learn how to cheat on my 
tests so I would not fail.

The other challenge was telling my mom what was going on, as she 
would see me as the brightest of them all and would not believe me 
if I told her about my struggles. My mother was forty-three years 
older than me and had had a very difficult childhood herself having 
immigrated to Brazil from Italy. She did not have access to education 
and barely was able to help me with my homework. I was very embar- 
rassed of my mom being so much older than the other parents, 
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especially because from time to time they would ask me if she was my 
grandmother or if I was adopted. Because of all these little things, I 
shut myself out from my surroundings. I would pass with a C because 
I was copying from someone sitting next to me and would not talk 
much just because I thought I had nothing really interesting to say. I 
carried on like that for many years, until I graduated from high school. 

Fearing that I would not be ever able to get into any college because 
I could never catch up, I decided to move to Japan, as it was the only 
place I could go to work and study. My father gave me the number of 
a Brazilian Japanese lady who arranged work for Japanese descendants 
in Japan. I did not care what job I was going to take. The only thing 
I wanted was to try something new. I started working at an Olympus 
camera factory on the assembly line. Because I did not speak any 
Japanese or English, I had to force myself to use mimics and somehow 
they loved it and often would think it was hysterical and saw me as 
the funniest of creatures. Suddenly I was a new person with a braver 
and outgoing personality. My co-workers would bring me food, gifts, 
or even show me pictures of their families and wanted to know more 
about me and who I was. I left my bubble without any regrets, and 
for once, I felt a very strong self-esteem that led me into learning my 
co-workers’ language. 

I started going to a Japanese school and had Japanese friends who 
really cared so much about me and made sure that I understood 
my homework. I started to talk more and more with people around 
me and put into practice everything that I was learning. I met other 
foreigners, and I wanted to learn their language too, so I bought 
some English books and started studying at home after work. The 
knowledge of language empowered me. I had never felt so happy 
and free. I built a strong network of friends during the almost ten 
years that I lived in Japan, and I even found myself a job in a Brazilian 
newspaper company. My job was to interview people to collect 
data about different topics, and I absolutely loved what I was doing. 
However, I still carried the feeling that I should have a college degree, 
and when I was about to enroll myself in college, I got married and 
became pregnant and had to put that aside for a while. 

My first child was born with a physical condition, which made me 
postpone my old dreams. Today, sixteen years later, I never felt so 
ready to be in school. Although I am almost forty years old and 
probably old enough to be the mother to some of my peers, I no 
longer feel like an outcast. I still feel that I have so much ahead of 
me, and unlike my childhood days, I am not afraid to communicate 
and ask a question when I do not know. That is something I teach 
my two daughters: If you do not get it, you ask. If you still do not 
get, ask again until you do. Only because if you do not express what 
is in your mind, nobody will ever know. I know now how different my 
experience in school and in life would be if only I had asked for help. 
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As for my parents, they are very proud of my accomplishments. My 
mom continues to vocalize her frustrations and feelings, while my dad 
added some more flowers, plants and music to his collection. As for 
the pimples, they are all gone.
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I Remember
KAIYAN HE

I remember  
my great grandma always sat on her bed and never went out. 
Maybe she didn’t want to go out; 
Maybe she was afraid of showing her feet,  
her lotus feet. 

I remember 
I asked my mother about my great grandma’s feet.  
My mother told me   
My great grandma didn’t want her lotus feet to scare her precious  
     grandchildren. 
The answer made me believe that she loved her grandchildren so much. 

I remember  
my great grandma brought plenty of malt sugar, which was  
the dream of every child in those days. 
We shared malt sugar and  
laughed around her bed. 

I remember  
my great grandma using her soft voice to talk to me,  
as I was the most important person in her life.  
Her hands were so warm like sunshine penetrating through the hard  
     chill of winter.

I remember  
my great grandma loved seaweed soup with pork which was cooked 
     by my mother.  
She wished to have the soup at every meal on every day, 
She acted like a child who was asking for candy.  
And I also remember  
the day she passed away.  
I was too young to understand death, and 
I told myself she was just sleeping. 
I still remember,  
And will never forget. 
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The Sprite
ALEX ORTAL

I followed the shadow and found myself at the edge of a forest. I heard 
a whistle that rattled the crisp leaves on the ground. I called out names 
hoping that it would show its face to me. To my surprise, it stopped 
running away from me. And it was a he. His eyes were as red as the 
burning seas. His skin was rough as tattered paper. And his lips were 
prickly cacti trying to kiss mine. I shouted for help.
 “Nightmares?” A voice echoed from my left. I turned and 
saw a man laying on my bed. 
 “Who the hell are you?” I was shaking. “Get out of here or 
I’ll call the police.”
 “I am who I am,” he said, grinning. I opened the lights and 
his eyes were as red as the burning seas. His skin was rough as tattered 
paper. His lips were prickly cacti. He started walking towards me, but as 
he made his first stride, I shot him in the head. 
 I used a gun I thought I had buried down to the earth’s core. I 
cried for help. 

 “That’s from the last page of my journal,” Margaux Jor-
gensen told her granddaughter.
 “Yes, Granny. It is,” Chloe Mazzt reassured her grandmother.
 “I wrote that when I was your age, my dear. It was summer 
2014. Everything changed after that night.”
 “What happened again, Granny?”
 “Well, I saw a pretty sprite and I wanted to catch it. I 
couldn’t. Then, I saw a mushroom on the ground that said ‘Eat Me’ and 
I did. After that, a bloke with a crown atop his head showed up and 
gave me a wooden glock. He told me I could catch the sprite with it. I 
pulled the trigger and caught the sprite, but its beautiful wings started 
to deteriorate and that was when regret clouded my mind.”
 “A beautiful story, isn’t it?” Janet, Margaux Jorgensen’s 
nurse, said as she entered the old lady’s room. “Ms. Mazzt, would you 
mind if…”
 “Okay, see you tomorrow, Granny,” Chloe kissed her grand-
mother goodnight.
 “Alright, Ms. Jorgensen, time to take some medicines.”
 “It was a beautiful sprite. I destroyed it,” Margaux said.
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42 

Hollow Shell | KIMI LUNG
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Finding Forgiveness
ELENA PAISHON

Some people remember their childhood experiences as being happy 
and exciting times. My childhood consisted of more sad times than 
happy. My parents were complete opposites. My father was twenty 
years older than my mother. He came from a long line of farmers that 
originated from Maui. He was a tall and burly man with a presence 
that commanded one’s attention. The skin on his hands, which 
resembled the thick bark of an old kiawe tree, were dry and cracked 
from years of hard labor. My mother was a slender, freckle- faced 
woman from Georgia. She was a very patient and selfless woman 
who always found the good in everyone she met. This would later 
prove to be both a blessing and a curse. My mother had sacrificed 
her dreams to help my father achieve his. My father drank heavily and 
often became enraged over any little thing. My mother and I were 
constantly on edge, unsure of what would happen from one hour to 
the next.

One incident in particular is still etched in my mind. I was in the 
ninth grade when it happened. I remember it all too well. My 
father had invited the workers from our farm over for dinner and 
drinks. My mother had spent the entire day cooking. I remember 
hearing the sizzling of meat and the chopping of onions. The aroma 
of garlic caused my mouth to salivate with anticipation. She had 
prepared enough food to feed an army. The kitchen counter top was 
overflowing with pots. Chicken adobo, sweet sour spareribs and fried 
noodles were just a few of the foods. One by one our guests arrived. 
I’m still not sure how we managed to fit so many people into our tiny 
house that night. Hawaiian music played in the background while 
our guests enjoyed their dinner and shared stories of times past. It 
was nice to hear the loud bursts of laughter in our house for once. A 
few hours and a few cases of beer later, it was time for our guests to 
leave. One by one my mother handed each of our guests a huge plate 
of food to take home for their families. We thanked them for coming 
and said goodbye.

As fatigue started to slowly set in, I could feel my body sinking deeper 
into my chair. I thanked my mother for the food and kissed her 
goodnight. My father was sitting in his favorite green recliner. I bent 
over and gave him a kiss goodnight. His unshaven cheek had the 
texture of a hard bristle brush. His face showed no emotion. I gave no 
further thought to it and proceeded to my bedroom where I soon fell 
asleep. I’m not sure what time it was when I awoke to the sound of 
people shouting. As I focused my hearing, I quickly realized my parents 
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were in a heated argument. They had argued many times before so 
this time seemed no different. I pulled the covers over my head in an 
attempt to muffle the sounds. Then the shouting got louder and more 
intense. My palms began to sweat and my stomach felt like it was 
tying itself into a knot. I curled myself up into a ball praying it would 
stop soon. 

In that moment, a minute felt like an eternity. I needed to find out 
what was happening. I slowly pulled down the covers and slid off my 
bed planting my feet onto the cold dense shag carpet below. I slowly 
tiptoed over to my bedroom door and leaned my ear against the crack 
in the wooden doorframe. I was straining to hear what was being 
said when I heard my mother. I could hear the terror in her voice as 
she struggled to get the words out through the tears. I could hear 
her begging with him to stop. “I don’t want to fight anymore,” she 
pleaded. “Come on, let’s go to bed,” she said. But it was no use. 
My father was furious. I looked through the keyhole in my bedroom 
door to attempt to see something, and then I heard what sounded 
like a clap of lightning. My mother screamed and started to sob 
uncontrollably. My heart was pounding so hard it felt like it was going 
to shoot out of my chest. I wanted to open my bedroom door, but my 
body was frozen unable to move. My feet felt heavy like they were 
planted in blocks of cement. And then it got quiet. I leaned in further 
this time pressing my ear against the cold wooden door. The sound of 
shuffling feet and gurgling caught my attention.  I’m not sure if it was 
courage or sheer panic, but it was one or the other that caused me to 
open my door that night. When I swung it open, there was my father 
with his hands around my mother’s neck. 

“Stop! You’re hurting her!” I screamed. My mother’s face had begun 
to turn purple. A vein in her forehead was becoming so engorged 
with blood that it looked like an earthworm under her skin. He wasn’t 
going to let her go, and I had to do something quick. Desperate to 
save my mother, I reached back and swung at him over and over 
again. With adrenaline pumping through my body, I mustered up the 
strength to deliver a hard enough blow that released his grip. The 
impact caused him to stumble back. What was going to happen now? 
I frantically raced over to my mother. “Come on Mom, let’s go! We 
need to leave!” I pleaded. “No sweetheart, I’m okay,” she said. In the 
corner of my eye, I could see my father. He was collecting his thoughts 
and trying to make sense of what had just happened. “Get the hell 
out of my house before I kill you!” he screamed. He started to come 
after me so I darted out the front door. Terrified, I ran barefoot as fast 
as I could into total darkness. Pounding my feet into the cold and wet 
gravel road, I eventually came upon a house that had the porch light 
on. I desperately ran to the front door.  

“Help, please I need help!” I shouted. An older lady in a tattered flower 
nightgown came to the door as I stood on the porch. I was trying 
to catch my breath when I collapsed. She asked, “Are you okay my 
dear? Are you hurt?” My hands were trembling as I tried to explain 
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what had happened. She sensed the urgency in my voice and quickly 
helped me inside. She called the police and allowed me to stay until 
they arrived. Meanwhile, I could see my parents in the front yard with 
their flashlights calling out for me. Eventually the police arrived. My 
sense of relief quickly turned to disappointment as I watched them 
leave minutes later. I wanted my father to be punished for what he 
had done. 

Too terrified to go back home, I ended up living with a friend from 
school for about two months. I missed my mother so much but I was 
angry with her too. Why didn’t she just leave? Why did she choose 
to stay? Throughout those two months, my mother would drop off 
clean clothes for me every week. She would use that time to tell me 
how sorry my father was and how he had changed. I didn’t believe he 
was capable of feeling any remorse. It was like listening to the same 
broken record over and over again. 

Then one day, my father came out to my friend’s house to see me. “I 
know you’re upset with me,” he said with a shaky voice, “but I 
wanted to tell you that I love you and that I’m truly sorry for what I 
did. Please come back home. Your mom is heartbroken without you 
there. I promise I will never lay a hand on you or your mother ever 
again.” That was the first time I saw my father cry, and yet, I couldn’t 
bear to look him in the eyes. My father was a cunning businessman. 
I felt like he was using his words to manipulate the situation to get 
what he wanted. I just sat there in silence. I was emotionally numb. 

Not buying into the garbage that was spewing from his mouth, I 
thought of my mother. I thought about how much I loved her. How 
could I have left her there alone with him? A heavy feeling of guilt 
washed over me. In the end, I agreed to move back home. My 
father never kept his promise to us. My mother, whom I thought 
at the time was a weak woman, showed me how to be strong by 
forgiving him. She helped me realize that if I held onto all that anger, 
it would destroy my spirit. Forgiveness was the only way to move on. 
Throughout everything, my mother and I always had each other and 
we found comfort in that. Our childhood experiences, good or bad, 
are a part of who we are. It is the mold that shapes us into the adults 
we later become. We can either learn and grow from them or repeat 
the cycle. I chose to learn and grow.
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The Quiet One
HARTLEY ITO

The house is silent at 11:00 p.m. 
It is silent and dark. 
Food is still warm on the stove  
And brother you are not here yet.

Mom thinks I am asleep. 
You know I am not. 
I am there standing 
at the window looking out to the street.

I hear you first before I see you, 
the sound of heavy feet 
weighed down by the burden of a hard day’s work. 
I see your shadow on the concrete road. 
it seems longer and thinner nowadays. 
What ails you?

I hear you outside the door, 
but you do not come in. 
I know you sit on Dad’s chair, 
its old wooden frame sitting just outside the door. 
The smell of tobacco floats through the air 
in long feathery wisps, 
and I hear you sigh.

The sound of the lock releasing chases me away 
into the room we both share. 
Your boots come off, and you walk in. 
The smell of gasoline still lingers on you, 
on your stained jeans, torn at the knees, tattered at the end.

“You should be sleeping already,” you say. 
“So should you.” 
You sink into the thick cushioned chair. 
The night is silent again, 
but I know nothing is silent within your mind, 
within your heart. 
I realize that you are just as broken as I am. 
You miss him too, but you are the oldest, 
and it must not show. 
My brother, I see your pain. 
It is in the heaviness of your feet. 
tThose eyes of yours 
are like two bowls  
housing tears that will never spill. 
Here in the darkness, I can clearly see 
how much you suffer from a broken heart.
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It’s Chow Time
YIU JIE TAN

 
The year 2012 was also known as the Year of the Dragon for the 
Chinese. I remember it clearly in the middle of February. It was a 
time spent with long lost relatives and friends, deafening firecrackers, 
lion dances filling the streets accompanied by the beating sounds of 
drums, cymbals and gongs and most importantly, grand feasts lasting 
for days. This is clearly the most important holiday in the Chinese 
calendar. Chinese New Year was all about renewal, rebirth and family 
togetherness. 

Of all the animals in the Chinese zodiac, the mythical dragon is 
thought to embody power and success. It was a very special year for 
Chinese people all around the world. During this sixteen day festival 
season, especially during Chinese New Year’s Eve, a feast is held in the 
most respectable person’s house, which in this case is my grandfather. 
The feast consists of lucky foods, which are believed to bring good 
luck for the coming year. The dishes are considered lucky because 
their Chinese names are homonyms for auspicious goals. Others might 
be considered lucky because of their shapes or colors. Not only do 
the dishes themselves hold matters, but the preparation and ways of 
eating and serving play crucial roles. Food is important to the Chinese 
culture because certain foods hold symbolism and representation. It is 
a tradition to serve these dishes every Chinese New Year.

I jumped out of bed startled by my mom yelling, “Hurry up and wake 
up! You only have 5 more minutes!” I glanced at my clock, and it 
was 5:55 a.m. My mind was still as blank as a whiteboard, but I still 
took action. I searched left and right for my red dress shirt and my 
black dress pants. The reason why I chose red is because the color is 
considered a lucky and festive color. It is also Chinese tradition to wear 
red, especially on the day of Chinese New Year’s Eve.  I was dressed in 
such a rush, I buttoned my dress shirt in the wrong order. I could hear 
my mom yelling at me again, but I couldn’t hear anything she said and 
just replied, “Yeah yeah, I’m coming down now, Mom.” I rushed into 
the bathroom with my hair wax, trying to style my David Beckham-like 
hairstyle with minimum effort. I looked in the mirror, and I looked slick 
as usual, especially with my Calvin Klein dress shirt and pants. Then 
I looked at my hair, which was sticking out in every direction like a 
porcupine. Without a care in the world, I ran down the stairs with 
all my might and told my mom with excitement that I was ready for 
tonight.
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Chinese New Year’s Eve was here at last! This holiday was my favorite 
holiday, and I always get as excited as a room full of kids gorging on 
Halloween treats. Just thinking about it made me squeal, mentally 
of course. My dad was driving fifty miles per hour because we were 
late for the feast at my grandparents’ house. When we got to my 
grandparents’ house, all I could see was a vast ocean of red. Long lost 
relatives from young to old, short to tall and different countries and 
cities came to my grandparents’ house for the celebration. Other than 
my relatives, there was something else that caught my eye. It was the 
food arranged on the four long tables in a buffet style. In a glance, I 
could see the usual red eggs, mandarins, longevity noodles, and fish. 

“This is going to be a great year! I am glad all of you could make it 
this year! Have fun and enjoy the time together as a family! Happy 
Chinese New Year and have a prosperous year!” my grandfather said 
as he proposed his yearly toast.  All of my relatives lifted their drinks 
and yelled, “Happy Chinese New Year!” We drank from our glasses 
till there was not even a drip left. My grandfather had the honor of 
openinmg the champagne. There was a loud “pop” which always 
sounded delightful in my ears as my grandfather sprayed champagne 
all over my uncles and aunties. 

I knew what was going to happen next as all the younger children 
started to head inside the house with their mothers and an uncle 
brought out his matchbox from his pocket. He began to head over 
the ten-foot long string of firecrackers which is hung from the first 
floor reaching all the way down to the ground. As I looked around, 
one by one my relatives put their fingers into both ears. I did the 
same thinking it would be a smart choice. Cacklecrackcrakcrakitycrak. 
That deafening and ear-splitting sound was all I could here for about 
forty seconds. I felt as if the ground was shaking as my legs felt like 
Jello. All I could do was use my eyes and follow the fire as it kept on 
burning the firecrackers all the way to the end. After that, my ears 
were as deaf as a doorknob for ten painful seconds. The blowing up 
of firecrackers was truly a booming and thunderous roar from the 
dragon itself.

At long last, we began to line up to grab food, but of course, due to 
respect for our culture, we had to let the elderly line up first. I could 
feel my stomach growling like an angry dog gnawing on his precious 
bone. My stomach was so empty even a whole whale could fit in it. 
My  turn had finally arrived, and I extended my hands to take a plate 
and chopsticks. Just from looking at the dishes, my eyes started to 
sparkle and my mouth started to drool. I could see several dozens of 
red eggs and red sticky cakes, a whole roast pork, steamed chicken, 
roast duck, fried noodles, fried rice, chow fun, fried chicken wings, 
satay, fish, mandarins, and the most important dish of all, the longevity 
noodles. Longevity noodles unsurprisingly symbolize a wish for long- 
evity. These noodles are longer than normal noodles and are uncut.
They are served in a bowl with their broth. We would have to eat 
these noodles without biting into them and slurping the noodles all 
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the way. It was a challenge because these noodles are way longer and 
harder to slurp than normal noodles. The difficult part was to slurp the 
noodles without any sound as it is considered rude to eat loudly. 

Food is a wonderful thing especially when I can eat great food with 
my relatives on a festive season. I don’t usually remember the food 
that I eat on a regular basis because I only eat to fill my stomach 
on those days, but the only food that I do and can remember is 
when there is someone I can enjoy my food with. Food lets me build 
relationships and memories with my relatives. I believe our culture is 
based on the food served traditionally every Chinese New Year. Food 
isn’t just to fulfill one’s craving of hunger; sometimes food is just 
meant to be enjoyed with loved ones. Food will always be the bridge 
between me and my relatives culturally. 
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Red Sand
ALEX ORTAL

The sun burned my skin 
with its omnipotent rays. 
Then your cold hand 
helped the pain collapse.  
I kissed your lips, a deadly sin. 
You looked at me, smiling as always. 
You pushed me against the endless sand. 
I didn’t like it; I loved it perhaps. 
Your touch mimicked the rest of your kin. 
Your lips were torches through the haze. 
The feeling was oh, so grand, 
but now you’re gone, left me whistling Taps.
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Mirror Mirror
MOANI TERUKINA (2015 Supernatural Story Contest Winner)

After Minerva King’s grandmother’s passing late last year, the house 
had sat abandoned. Sure. occasionally her family would venture out 
to the house to keep up with the cleaning and other maintenance, 
but they never stayed longer than the day because honestly, how 
much dust could an abandoned house collect? Recently, the family 
decided that it would be just as efficient to have one person go over 
to the house and clean whatever dust collected and to check that 
no intruders, human or non-human, made their way into the private 
property. Minerva was the first of the family members to have to clean 
the house by herself, but she didn’t mind. All this weekend meant was 
that she would be closer in town which meant she would be closer to 
all the potential places she could go out to that night. 

The house sat on termite eaten stilts with slats in between each post 
that exposed the dark underbelly of the house. On a bright and sunny 
day, it would be barely possible for someone to see the dark mysteries 
that lie beneath. Paint peeled from the railings in obnoxious green and 
yellow, remnants of her grandfather’s presence from nearly a decade 
ago. With its perch on the side of the mountain, the house looked 
down over Kaimuki town and peered out to the edges of the south 
shore. The home sat secluded, visually so from the other homes in 
the neighborhood. The mountainous terrain made it unfavorable and 
impractical to build another house next to the King’s. A steep slope on 
the right of the house and a drastically sloping incline on the left made 
the perfect nest for the home to remain comfortably alone. 

Stepping out of her car, Minerva threw her small duffle bag over her 
shoulder and reached down to grab her dog’s leash. There was no way 
she was going to stay and clean this house for the weekend without 
the company of her chubby chihuahua, Bruce. Staring up at the house 
she realized the kiawe trees that surrounded the house grew so much 
that no passerby could even see the front door. She made a mental 
note to call someone to get the branches cut, but for now, she had 
to figure out a way to get Bruce to climb the forty-three steps to the 
front door without having to carry him. 

With a little tug of his leash, Minerva called to the pudgy fur-ball next 
to her feet; “Come one Brucey, we’re gonna get you some exercise.” 

Bruce gave a little whine in response as they made their way to the 
first step. Without looking back at her dog, Minerva started ascending 
the stairs, but the tension of Bruce’s leash continued to tighten. She 
didn’t want to drag her poor dog up the stairs, so she turned around 
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and noticed that he was backing away from the stairs. Minerva was 
expecting this; she’s actually surprised that her dog even walked to the 
bottom of the stairs without flopping down in protest. She wanted to 
make some sort of progress on the four-bedroom, three-bath house 
before dinner; she had already made plans to go out with her friend, 
Noah, so Minerva turned around and picked up the twenty pounds of 
quivering chihuahua and made her way up the stairs. 

“You know Bruce, I’m proud that you walked from the car to the stairs 
but next time make the effort to go up half the stairs,” Minerva said 
with a little grin.

The journey up the stairs seemed to take forever with the added 
weight of her dog, but when she finally made it to the front door, she 
turned around and took in the surrounding views. Kaimuki seemed 
so small, and Diamond Head never looked very pretty from the view 
the house had, but it was still something to appreciate. When she got 
her fill, she turned her attention to the hideous brown door. Minerva 
reached into her pocket and found the key her dad had made for her. 
The clean, sharp key was jammed into the lock, and it opened with 
little resistance, almost as though the house itself was looking forward 
to her weekend stay. 

Once she was in the house, she let out a little yelp. No matter how 
many times she came to the house, she always forgot about that 
damn mirror. Minerva had heard how mirrors gave the illusion of 
making the room appear larger than it really was, but even with that 
knowledge, this mirror was a bit excessive. It stretched across the wall 
reaching up to the ceiling and down half way to the floor and was 
perched on three identical stands. She threw her bag on the closest 
couch and unhooked Bruce from his leash and immediately searched 
for something to clean with. 

She moved from room to room and noticed the oddest things. For one, 
there were giant mirrors in every room, and two of the mirrors seemed 
to be leaning against walls rather than hanging from them. In total 
she counted thirteen mirrors all leaning against thirteen different walls, 
and the biggest mirror was in the front room directly across from the 
front door. A few times throughout her cleaning, she paused to listen 
to the house, and she could have sworn she heard bumping and 
thumping throughout, but she always attributed the noise to Bruce. 
The only time she was truly startled was when her phone started 
ringing at 7:24 p.m.

“Hello?” Minerva answered after recovering from the little scare.

“Yo Minnie,” Noah’s voice carried down from her phone into her ear 
and down to her heart making it quicken in pulse once again. She 
wasn’t quite ready to admit that their relationship could become more 
than just friends, but for now, she would just admit that it made her 
heart beat in funny ways. 
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“Hey Noah,” Minerva said. 

“I’m gonna leave my house soon, so you should probably start  
getting ready.”

“Wow. Thanks. You think I’m going to take forever and a day to  
get ready?”

“No. I don’t know,” Noah said. “You’re a girl so I assume you’re gonna 
need the half an hour it’s gonna take for me to get to your house.” 

“Ha. I’ll be ready once you get here, promise.”

“Okay, bye.” 

Minerva could hear the smile in his voice. “Bye bye,” she replied. 

This wasn’t a date. This was just dinner between two friends and 
besides she told her parents that she was going to be cleaning all 
weekend, so she needed to clean all weekend. Well, at least that’s 
what she kept reminding herself when she had jumped in the shower. 
Thankfully her parents continued to pay water and electric bills for 
their own weekend cleaning sprees.

A change of clothes and a few strokes of makeup later, it had been 
half an hour and she was ready to eat some good food and drink 
some good drinks. While checking herself in another giant mirror 
found in the master bathroom attached to the bedroom she would be 
spending her weekend in, she thought she saw something standing 
behind her. Actually, the whole time she had been in the house, she 
thought there was something that was watching her, but she was 
always too scared to turn around and find out. However, this time 
she had the mirror to help her see what was behind her, and there 
was nothing. From the mirror, she could see Bruce sleeping on the 
bed, and the five other mirrors that leaned on different walls in the 
bedroom. The sound of her phone ringing brought her out of her 
thoughts. It was Noah.

“Hey Minnie, I’m downstairs. You better be ready, you promised,” he 
chuckled.

“Ugh, give me a break, I told you I would be ready,” patting Bruce on 
the head, she walked out of the house. 

She would be the first to admit that it probably was not a good idea 
to consume the Cosmopolitan on an empty stomach or the Margarita 
when the food finally came or the two pints of beer that came shortly 
after that Margarita, but she didn’t come out with Noah to not have 
a drink. Noah, on the other hand, thought the entire spectacle was 
hilarious. He had never seen his friend get drunk so easily, but seeing 
her in a different state of mind was pure entertainment, especially 
now as he attempted to guide her up the stairs to the front door of  
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the house. At dinner she had told him that she thought the house was 
weird and standing in front of it, he felt the same way.

“I feel like I’m being watched,” she slurred to him as she tanked the 
second beer. 

“Why?” He continued to sip his soda and mentally reminding himself 
that he was being a responsible adult by not drinking and driving. 

“I don’t know why. I just feel like that house is watching me. Something 
or someone is watching me in that stupid house.”

“I’m sure it’s nothing and you’re just imagining things.” 

“I’m not.” Minerva's drunken face suddenly looked very sober. “There 
are so many mirrors in one of the rooms that I can’t tell if it’s just me 
watching me or me watching someone watching me.” 

“Well wasn’t that a mouthful for you,” Noah said and laughed. Her 
slurring was getting worse and he was pretty sure he was going to 
have to lead her to her door, but he didn’t mind.

“Shaddup, I’m being very serious about this,” Minerva said.

“I don’t know, maybe it’s just hard to take someone seriously when 
they have a beer in their hand.”

But now, thinking back to their conversation in the restaurant, he 
could see that maybe she was right. Maybe something was watching 
them. He had finally reached the landing that was placed in the 
middle of the stairs. He glanced up for a second and noticed between 
the slats that the house rested upon was an outline of a gray figure. 
When Noah got closer to the bottom of the second set of stairs, 
the gray figure followed him as if he was watching his every move. 
Panicked, he ripped the key from Minerva’s hands and threw the door 
open. Slurring directions to her temporary room, that strange feeling 
lingered over them. He laid Minerva down on her bed with Bruce, 
but all that soda was starting to take a toll on his bladder. Noticing 
the bathroom, Noah went in and used it. He did notice an unusual 
amount of mirrors, but he just thought it was nice accent pieces. As 
he finished up in the bathroom, he thought he saw something or 
someone standing behind him. Shaking it from his mind, he turned to 
Minerva’s sleeping form and to Bruce. 

Bruce was no longer in the original sleeping position Noah had left 
him in, so Noah took that as a sign that the little dog wanted him 
to leave, and leave he tried to do. Just before he moved to leave 
through the front door, he heard the low growl of Bruce. The dog 
was standing in a very defensive stance towards the giant mirror that 
Minerva had warned Noah about. The mirror was pretty massive to 
Noah, but he didn’t see anything that would cause the dog to start 
growling. Maybe he was just growling at the shadows in the mirror; 
whatever it was, Noah wasn’t planning on staying to find out.
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Minerva woke up with a disgusting taste in her mouth, and Bruce’s 
too hot body next to hers. She sat up in her bed with sluggish move- 
ments, literally trying to pry one eye open at a time. She placed her 
hands down on the bed and noticed an unusual texture on the bed. 
Stretching her body, she finally looked down. She shrieked at the 
sight of thousands of dead, little, black bugs. Their bodies created 
a thin layer over the sheets. Minerva jumped out of the bed and scram- 
bled to brush off the dead creatures. When she finally calmed, she 
noticed Bruce was sitting in front of one of the mirrors. Her heartbeat 
started to pick up again when she noticed that this particular mirror 
had moved at least three inches closer to the wall. A line of dirt 
declared where the mirror had originally been resting. Calling to her 
dog, Minerva threw open the bedroom door and found herself bathed 
in the sunlight that the front room with the large mirror provided. 

Minerva closed her eyes for a moment to catch her breath. She 
jumped when she felt Bruce’s body brush against her leg. 

“Bruce what the hell was that?” Upon questioning her dog, Minerva 
heard footsteps climbing up the stairs to the front door. Sighing a 
breath of relief, she felt her whole body relax. Perhaps it was Noah or 
her parents coming to check on her. But then suddenly, the footsteps 
stopped. Minerva snapped open her eyes and stared at the door. Bruce 
had begun growling at the front door. 

She felt herself shaking with a newfound fear. Nudging Bruce away 
with her foot, she opened the door slowly. When she realized that 
there was no one outside, she immediately slammed the door shut, 
but when she turned back into the large room, she noticed that there 
were tiny black bugs gathering in all corners of the room. The sound 
of their buzzing was deafening and stifling her screams of terror. Every 
time she opened her mouth to scream in fear, a few of those bugs 
flew directly into her mouth. Horrified she began to swat them away 
in her feeble attempts to kill these resurrected creatures, but for every 
fallen hundred, more seemed to appear on the walls. 

She screamed and swallowed bugs and swatted until she began 
to realize that these menacing things had covered so much of the 
wall, they were vibrating and humming so loudly they could frighten 
thunder. In frantic attempts to relieve herself of the bugs, she turned 
and found that large mirror was completely bare of the bugs. 

Minerva paused and saw to her right a figure of a man she did not 
recognize standing beside her. Bruce started barking and attempted 
to attack the mirror. She whipped around and saw no one standing 
behind her, and screaming she attacked the mirror. Minerva punched 
the mirror. The first crack pierced her skin, but her mind was blank, 
white with fear. She continued to attack the mirror until finally it 
shattered, and she closed her eyes for a moment as she felt the shards 
fall around her. When she opened her eyes again, all the bugs were 
gone, and Bruce was whimpering in the corner. Without a second 
thought, Minerva raced through the house and grabbed all of her 



60 

belongings. She threw Bruce in the duffle bag as well and ran out the 
front door to her car. 

The time between her slamming the front door and her driving all the 
way to her parent’s house in Waipahu does not exist to Minerva. In 
fact, she swears she didn’t drive herself there at all. Minerva’s parents 
only saw the bloody messes that were her hands and the paleness of 
her face. Without giving them a chance to ask what had happened, 
Minerva said, “I think we should just sell the house.” 

Before either one of her parents could react, she collapsed. 
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The Story of the Rainbow Moon 
and the Night Sky
MOANI TERUKINA

He was born of the Sky and the Earth; Sol was admired by all of 
the people that he lived amongst. He had the power of fire within, 
drawing all people toward his warmth. He lifted heavy hearts and 
made brighter the hearts that were already lightened. Father Sky 
looked down on his only son with a smile in his heart knowing that 
one day that man would one day take his rightful place above the 
people.  Mother Earth was grateful for the time she spent with her 
son amongst the people she helped thrive. 

She was born of the waves and the wind; Luna was feared by the 
people amongst which she dwelled, the few that they were. She had 
possessed within her the power of the waves and the winds. No one 
saw the calm and peaceful demeanor of the ocean or felt the gentle 
and caring kiss of the wind. The people saw her only as the bringer of 
destruction and bad fortune. Although Mother Sea saw her daughter’s 
pain and loneliness amongst the people, and Father Wind heard his 
daughter’s cries, they believed that Luna would live her life fully and 
return to the waves one day.

Sol and Luna were supernatural entities living amongst man. Both 
were expected to live with the people their parents watched over. 
They were both given life to live amongst people that their parents 
sometimes envied. Often these greater beings enjoyed watching these 
people discover and create new things. The Sky and the Earth, and 
the Wind and the Sea, all envied the love that those mortals could 
share. They all believed that someday their respective child would find 
themselves a kind and loving mortal to fall in love with and watch over 
their many grandchildren. But things never go according to plan.

While Sol was as golden as light and as warm as fire, Luna was a my- 
stery. Sol had his own set of mortals gravitating to his presence. For 
Luna, people were repelled by her, every person except of course Sol. 
With vast insight of his father and his nurturing skills from his mother, 
Sol saw the good in Luna. He saw her gentleness, her calm and beau- 
tiful face that would hide away when being mocked. As Sol shined on 
her, he grew to love her, and she grew to love him. The mysteries of 
Luna were given answers by Sol, and so, the two fell in love.

There was an outcry from the people. The first to hear of this couple’s 
love was the Wind, as the voices of the mortals carried amongst him, 
which he brought to his wife the Sea. She brought the ocean into an 
upset of pounding waves, while he brought in protest with howling 
winds. The Sea crashed into the land farther than she was allowed, 
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waking the Earth. The Sky watched and brought about his flurry of rains, 
which brought the mud and debris into the Sea, angering them further 
in an endless cycle. These entities had simply coexisted instead of being 
involved with one another. 

Finally the Wind howled at the Sky, “Your son is trying to defile  
my daughter.”

“Your daughter has bewitched my son,” the Earth moaned. 

The Elements fought amongst each other claiming the opposite’s child 
would taint the other. Said children, Sol and Luna, ran away to people 
who did not know them or their parents. They hid away from their 
parents’ watchful eye, until unbeknownst to the couple, Father Sky 
found them once more. He watched carefully as his son married a 
mysterious girl, and he watched, as she grew heavy with their first child.  

As the Sky, there was little for him to do to prevent Luna from having 
the child; however, Earth had her ways. Sky told Earth of Sol and Luna’s 
 location and their newest predicament, but the news of the couple’s 
unborn child was quickly spread to the Wind who then told the still 
roaring Sea. The Sea was distressed that her child was alone in her 
pregnancy, and so she told the Wind to give her gentle kisses of breeze. 

The Sky and the Earth, as spiteful as they were prevented Sol and Luna’s 
new village from growing food. The vegetation had dried as the Earth 
spit them out and the Sky refused to rain. Although created by Elements, 
Sol and Luna were starving; she and her unborn child began to grow 
weak. Before long, the child was expelled from Luna a month too soon. 
The Sky and the Earth felt themselves to be triumphant, while the Wind 
and the Sea wailed with their grieving daughter. 

Just as she is to return to the Sea when she dies, Luna wanted her 
unnamed child to return to the Sea, so Sol and Luna made the journey 
back to the village by the Sea where they had met. During the journey, 
Luna was so consumed with grief and still recovering from the weakness 
of the pregnancy, she too died. Distraught and drowning in his own 
sadness, Sol sobbed as he carried the bodies of his child and wife back 
to the Sea. 

Father Sky was solemn, continuously gray while watching his child’s trek 
back to the old village. Mother Earth eased the path for her son. Father 
Wind howled against Sol’s back with hopes that it would help quicken 
the pace. Mother Sea crashed and destroyed what little remnants there 
was of the tiny village. She finally calmed when Sol reached her shores. 
The Sea made the waters lie still and made it as clear as glass as the 
bodies of both mother and her unnamed child floated into the horizon. 

“Why,” cried Sol. “Why take the one I love and the one I would teach to 
love away from me?” 

The Sky gave no response and watched as his son grieved, and the 
girl and the baby floated on. The Earth rumbled with her own grief of 
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regret for what she had done, shaking along with the sobs of her son. 
All the while, the Wind and the Sea stilled in honor of their daughter. 
Still a bit spiteful, for not recognizing the root of his son’s pain, the 
Sky blamed Luna for the pain she caused. 

“I would die a new death everyday, just so my Luna may raise,” Sol 
howls as he leaps from the highest cliff into the Sea, hoping his body 
will join his wife’s at the horizon. 

Stunned, the Wind carries the words to the Sky. Sol’s body was to be 
taken to the Earth after his death, so that his spirit would rise and be 
with the Sky’s, but because he died so prematurely, the Sky plucked 
his son’s body from the Sea and transformed it into the Sun. But even 
in this new form, the Sun could see his beloveds’ bodies floating on 
the surface of the Sea. So everyday, he would plunge himself into the 
Sea with the hopes of being reunited. 

The Sea took pity on the Sun and asked the Sky to help reunite the 
two lovers. Saddened from witnessing his son rising everyday just 
to fall to his wife, the Sky turned the body of Luna into the Moon 
and the unnamed child into a Star to accompany her. Everyday, the 
Sun and the Moon meet at the horizon while one falls and the other 
rises. If one watches carefully when the Moon is full, pregnant with 
the impending birth of another Star, you can see the ray of the Sun’s 
embrace around the glowing moon, delighted to have his family  
once again. If you look closely, there is a rainbow embracing the 
Moon’s glow. 
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When They Come to Visit
MOANI TERUKINA

Nā ʻaumakua mai ka lā hiki a ka lā kau

- David Malo

Everything about the dream world is simply more: more beautiful, 
more peaceful, and more honest. I was on a ship in the middle of the 
ocean, and it was beautiful. The blue of the water was like sapphire. 
Panning out before me was the horizon, floating where the earth 
met the sky, where the ancestors dwelled. My fear of being in water 
this deep was a good indicator that this was indeed a dream, and I 
felt comfortable. In the distance, I could hear a woman yell, “Shark!” 
Looking up, I started to panic. Suddenly, I saw the silhouette of 
a hammerhead shark swimming beneath me. I was terrified. Yet 
somehow, I found myself standing on a railing, when out of the water 
came the head of the shark. His mouth wide, baring all of his teeth. 
Running to the deck of the boat surrounding myself by tables and 
chairs, I lifted up the closest table and attempted to use it to keep the 
shark away from me. Every time I attempted to poke and prod the 
shark back into its watery home, he would bite off a piece of the  
table. Before I knew it, I was out of tables. When I turned around to 
grab a chair, the shark in the water had turned into a man on the 
shore. Placing a hand on mine, this mysterious shark turned man 
forced me to calm. 

My eyes began to trail up a big, rough hand, to a heavily scarred 
arm. When I finally reached his face, I was no longer afraid. His face 
was tattooed with simple designs. Beneath both eyes, as if following 
along his cheekbones, there was a line no longer than the eye itself. 
Parallel to that line was another line that appeared to be drawn on 
the hollows of his cheeks, forming two right angles pointing toward 
his nose. He had a beard too. It wasn’t a long one, nor was it short, it 
was just there. However, it was interrupted by two swirls, each near 
the corners of his mouth. And then, he spoke to me. Pointing at the 
lines beneath his eyes, he told me that this was a symbol of the shark, 
and the swirls were to represent my family.

Since this is the dream world, we had found ourselves in what 
appeared to be his living space. I knew he lived there. Perhaps only 
in my mind does this place exist, but I knew it was his home. Then I 
spoke to him, asking if the scars were from people, and he just looked 
away, slightly upset. It was as if he was answering me with a silent yes. 
I then turned to leave through the door when he spoke up once more. 
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“You’re probably never going to come back here,” he said. I touched 
the door and replied with, “You’re probably right.” Then I turned the 
knob on the door and was welcomed by a bright light and found myself 
staring at a ceiling. Whatever water had surrounded me had dried and 
turned into carpet, and the boat had revealed itself to be a couch.

Rubbing my eyes, I realized that my ‘aumakua had visited me that night. 
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Baby Boomer | JORDAN FROMMER
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A Turtle and a Hair
AUSTIN TOLENTINO

The length of one’s hair is measured in inches, or if long enough, feet. 
We often say things about our hair like “I gotta get a haircut” or 

“how does my hair look?” or “ugh, I’m having such a bad hair day,” 
but for me, my hair is not merely measured in inches, nor do I value it 
solely for its physical attributes or style. My hair is a part of me stem- 
ming from within and branching out like a tree. My ancestors before 
me (Native American and Hawaiian) viewed their hair as a way of life. 
They believed that their hair was the source of their power, or mana, 
and that it was part of their soul. I also believe that my hair connects 
me to my ancestors and family members, especially to the virtue and 
essence of my grandfather, who has passed on. I called him Papa.

I remember a while back, when I was a child spending time with my 
family at the beach, a homeless man came up to us and asked us 
for something to drink. Without hesitation, my Papa stood up and 
said “Here Braddah, take this” and gave him a bottle of water. That 
man thanked my Papa and walked away. As I stood there, he turned 
around to me and said “never deny a man a bottle of water,” because 
no matter his ethnicity, religion, or financial status, that man is just like 
everyone else and is always thirsty, always in need of a drink of water, 
and without water, he will die. He taught us to be proud of who we 
are and never be anything less than what God designed us to be 
because if God thinks we are perfect, than no man can say otherwise. 
Growing up in Hawai‘i and a child of a mixed race family, I learned 
that we must respect other heritages and embrace them as our own, 
for that is the only way we can understand ourselves and our own 
heritage. Although our friends may be part of a different race or are 
different colors, we should never judge them for who they are.

Papa was a mix of many different races, and he was often called 
“Haole Boy” because of his Italian and Irish descent. Being Cherokee/
Apache Indian and Hawaiian, Papa shared with us a spiritual and cultu- 
ral connection to the land we lived in. My Papa told us that his favorite 
 animal was the honu, or green sea turtle. My Papa believed that the 
honu was his ‘aumakua, or Hawaiian spirit animal, and that it was one 
of his ancestors watching over him. I also learned about the Native 
American folklore of how the turtle brought up mud from the bottom 
of the ocean for the Creator to use to make the earth. It is also said 
that because of the hardness of the turtle’s shell, it is a representation 
of perseverance and protection in the Native American culture. 

My Papa was an embodiment of perseverance. Growing up the oldest 
of eleven siblings and in a household where he and his real brother 
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were constantly mistreated by their stepfather, my Papa had to work 
hard for anything he wanted, whether that be money to spend or his 
next meal. With him growing up so underprivileged, he viewed hard 
work as a necessity to life. He would often warn me to “never be lazy” 
because it would put extra stress on those around me to pick up my 
slack. From that I also learned to not get comfortable with where I 
am and to constantly set greater goals for myself. If I can focus on my 
goals, be persistent, and work diligently then whatever I set for myself 
can be achieved with success. He was also quite protective and tried 
 to instill in me that a true man will always watch over and protect 
his family for they are the ones he should love the most in the world. 

“Watch after Grandma when I’m not there,” he would say, or “Watch 
over your mommy and little brother.” He was the patriarch of the fa- 
mily and rightly so as he was very wise and strong. I find it quite ironic 
how the turtle is viewed as the protector in our native culture and 
how Papa himself was so very protective and assiduous. I guess it was 
more than just a coincidence that Papa’s favorite animal was the turtle.

When we were younger, my Papa and Grandma would often take us 
to the beach. My Papa loved going to the beach because one of his 
favorite activities was swimming in the ocean, and my brother and I 
enjoyed swimming with him too. Sometimes when we would go swim- 
ming with my Papa, my grandmother would shout “Honu! Look at the 
turtle in the water.” We then looked at the ocean, squinting as the 
sun shone brightly and reflected off the waves. Finally after looking 
hard enough, my grandmother would point and say “See, there, do 
you see it?” And after searching far and wide, we finally came upon a 
beautiful green turtle bobbing in and out of the water. My Papa then 
said he wanted to try and swim after the turtle, but he respected his 

‘aumakua and gave the honu some space to swim. We were so excited 
at seeing the honu that when Papa came back from swimming, we 
asked him “Did you touch the honu?” My Papa laughed and showed 
us a little scrape on his hand claiming the turtle bit him, but we soon 
came to find out that he scratched it on a rock while swimming. Not 
till much later did I come to truly appreciate the sight and significance 
of the honu swimming with Papa. He admired the honu for its beauty 
and elegance and believed that from both of his cultures, the honu 
would continue to watch over and protect him, and in return, he 
would be use the turtle’s perseverance and protection to protect his 
family. Whether those were just some random turtles or if those were 
truly my ancestors watching us in turtle form, I would never know, but 
I know that whenever I see a honu in the ocean, that it is an image of 
my Papa watching over us now from heaven. 

It has been a little more than five years since Papa passed away due 
to pancreatic cancer. He passed away at the age of 65, and it was 
quite a shock to everyone because he was still fairly young and he was 
quite the athletic man. I was fourteen at the time of his passing, and 
I struggled a lot in life, mainly in school. I was young, and I had lost 
an important figure in my life, and I didn’t know how to cope. I’ve 
always known my Papa was part Native American and Hawaiian, but 
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I didn’t become interested in my heritage until much later after his 
passing. When I started to look into my family tree, I learned about 
where we originated from. On my Papa’s side, I saw that his father, 
who left him and his mother when he was only two years old, was 
originally from Virginia and was part Cherokee and Apache Indian. 
My Papa’s grandmother, on his mother’s side, was pure-blooded 
Hawaiian. I started to read more on the history of my Native American 
and Hawaiian aHHHpeople, and I became fascinated with much of 
what they did in their lives on a day to day basis. I even got more into 
western movies because they had many depictions of Native American 
Indians. I then learned that Native Americans and Hawaiians, both 
men and women, would grow out their hair long. They cherished the 
length of their hair and believed that their hair was a part of their 
pride and honor and would provide them with the strength they 
needed to overcome obstacles. They also believed that their hair was a 
connection to the land, the animals, and to their families, friends, and 
ancestors. They seldom would cut their hair accept for certain Native 
American groups who would do so to mourn the death of a loved 
one. To them, and now to me, hair is not meant to be a mere fashion 
statement. It is as much a part of nature as a tree, the sky, or the rain.

I started growing my hair out about two years ago because I wanted 
to see what I would look like if my hair was long. I grew it out more 
so as an act of rebellion against my mother because she would always 
make me cut it. The reason why I keep my hair long though is because 
of my Papa and everything I learned from him. With my hair long, I 
feel closer to my native side, as I feel I am actually a part of the culture, 
and I have a deeper respect and understanding for it ever since 
my Papa passed on. I also keep my hair long because it becomes a 
memoir and a statement of who my Papa was. He was a humble and 
loving man connected to the land through his heritage and his actions. 
Even though I like the appearance of my hair long, more importantly, 
it also allows me to embrace my culture through my Papa and is a 
remembrance of him and what he has taught me in life. 

My connection to the land and ocean through my heritage and 
experience has also made me fond of the turtle. Our family has grown 
to make the honu as a symbol of not only my Papa, but of us. If you 
walk into my grandmother’s house and look around, you will see 
various images and sculptures of turtles as a sign of Papa and also as 
a representation of the turtle’s protection. My Papa has become like 
the turtle and watches over us and protects us. And with the turtle’s 
perseverance, we were able to move forward with Papa’s passing. 
Instead of being irrational and wishing for more time with him, we 
coped with our problems by remembering him and all the good 
memories we had.

Through my hair and the turtle, I connect with my Papa and my 
ancestors in many different ways. I believe, just as my ancestors have 
believed, that my hair is an attunement to my mental and physical 
strength. With my hair long, I’ve come to respect not only my 
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heritage but also the different types of ethnicities and cultures around 
me. Transcendentally, my hair and my body are connections to God 
and to nature and thus, also connections to other people. With an 
understanding of who we are, we can truly appreciate the beauty 
of nature and of this world that we live in. Everyday, I embrace my 
heritage, and I am proud of where I come from. If there is a task at 
hand, I remember the turtle, and I do not give up. Instead, I persevere 
to the end because I know there is a much greater purpose for me, 
and Papa is always watching over and protecting me.

I have derived a little saying from all that I’ve learned about Papa and 
my culture; Our culture, our spirit, and our heritage are a part of us, 
and help to define who we are as people. Regardless of where we are 
come from or what we believe, we are all the same on the inside, as 
we bleed, we laugh, we cry and then we die. Because our life is so 
limited here on earth, we must be like the turtle and persevere, for it 
is the only way we can thrive. We must protect the ones we love, fight 
for what we stand for, and cherish the moments that us happy. But 
no matter what we decide to do in life, we must never forget our past, 
make the most of our present, and plan ahead for our future.
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Pan
ISABEL CHOE

There is a magical place 
with many people, places, and stories. 
I embrace the AC and the smell of one of my favorite snacks, 
popped corn kernels covered in butter and salt. 
There are but a few people, 
and I wonder what they will encounter on this 
trip to someone else’s imagination. 
I walk into the room that will show me today’s adventure. 
I sit down and feel a demon called drowsiness approach me. 
The drowsiness heightens and almost pushes me into the ocean  
of dreams, 
but the excitement of going on a journey to the unknown  
pulls me backwards.

Music seeps from the speakers and I freeze in my seat. 
The adventure is beginning. 
Orphaned boys, miners, pirates, and natives; 
It is too good to be true. 
As time goes by, I feel myself being sucked more and more 
into the story. 
I feel as if I am there with them. 
In almost no time at all, 
the white words spelling names appear on the screen 
signaling the end of this story 
but anticipating more to come.






