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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 No‘eau 2277.

Leʻahi is the name of the highest peak on the volcanic crater overlooking 
Waikīkī beach. Kapiʻolani 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 Leʻahi to welcome Kalakaua back to 
O‘ahu. (The Echo of Our Song: Chants and Poems of the Hawaiians, 134-144).
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MOUNTAIN
Reyna Jansen 
ART 115—INTRODUCTION TO  2D DESIGN
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I am no longer a child of God. No longer do I carry him 
about me as a child does with their dearest, threadbare 
blanket. God had been, at a time, a mere fundament 
in life. He just was. Like air and water; light and sound. 
Until adolescence, like a filter, sifted me through until I 
was devoid of semblance. Until the religion of my parents 
became just another belief I would come to abandon.

Before being told that I am the child of God, I am simply 
the daughter of my mother and father - Ruth and Gerald. 
They exist across spectrums, two beautiful parallels of 
human experience lain side by side. My mother’s mind 
is a city—with bright neon lights, booming atmospheres, 
too much traffic, and loud, cluttered intersections. Where 
the cacophony simply becomes a creature comfort. She 
is everything that she wants to be—a surfer and theater 
actress who left California to become a hairdresser here 
in O’ahu. She is dyed platinum-blonde hair and peach 
skin threaded through with veins of crimson.

My father, however, is a small town amongst the coun-
tryside, all quiet and unassuming. He’s dark - his eyes 
and skin the shade of smoked umber. I know his voice 
like the sounds of a steady stream—just a sweeping rush 
that is restless but soft. Soft like his smiles and subdued 
mannerisms. He’s an all-American boy: red-blooded and 
obsessed with barbeques, Nike shoes, and sports.

I end up as the finessing of mismatched parts from both 
of their bodies, like a doll. From the time that I am old 
enough to understand words, I hear people saying that 
I have my father’s eyes, but my mother’s round face. My 
father’s brown skin and afro hair, and my mother’s small 
ears. Though neither of my parents can decide on where 
my lips come from.

My mother gives me the name Rachel, after Whitney 
Houston’s character from the movie The Bodyguard. 
Father comes up with my middle name, Taniya, after he 
hears it in a dream. A Hawaiian friend of theirs insists on 
my having a native name, as well—Kaiu’ilani, after the 
beloved princess. My whole name also ends up being an 
assemblage of toy parts.

*Disclaimer: The names of certain individuals have been changed so as to respect and protect their anonymity. 

My parents bicker often, and when they do, my mother’s 
voice becomes deeper, rougher. My father’s face becomes 
knotted—eyebrows twisting, the edges of his lips turning 
down. They don’t acquiesce. They spar with sharp, metal 
words, then heave and walk away from one another be-
fore their voices reach new heights. Before words become 
realities. Later, they come back to each other. A joke is 
made, maybe a hug is given, and they are laughing again. 
Perhaps this is what comes of being so different.

Yet, they can commune together within this thing they 
call Christianity. Within this shared cognizance of some-
one watching over them—guiding them. Someone by the 
name of God. They tell me stories of Sunday mornings 
when they, too, were children. Though, as a child, I can 
never imagine them quite so small. They chuckle and 
grin as they remember how their frustrated parents 
corralled them and their siblings’ stubborn bodies out of 
bed and into cars to take them to church. Their faith is an 
heirloom that has been passed down from their grand-
parents to their parents, and finally, to them. 

They decide that this is also to be my inheritance, and as 
an infant, I was christened. My parents show me pictures 
of the day and tell of how I slept throughout most of the 
ceremony in a white, frilly, doily dress, with my chubby, 
pink face tucked against my mother’s chest. 

From that day on, I am deemed a Christian. I am un-
aware as to what this means until I am four years old and 
my mother enrolls me in Kawaiahao—a Christian school 
in downtown Honolulu. The memory of my old school 
still resides somewhere inside. Somewhere under a thin 
film of dust, in a treasure chest of childhood wonder, that 
I had buried in my mind so long ago. I still remember 
its long, squat body sprawled out over freshly-trimmed 
viridian grass. It’s worn and faded brown brick facing and 
dark windows. It’s outdoor child-wonderland of slides 
and toy houses.

The fabric of our days at school clings to one another 
with glinting static. Ms. Shelley teaches us how to read 
and write in uniform script. Auntie Diana talks to us 
about the Hawaiian culture and language, picking notes 

LET HER BE
RACHEL BECHTEL-BRELAND
ENG 273N—INTRODUCTION TO LITERATURE: CREATIVE WRITING & LITERATURE: CREATIVE NONFICTION
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off the strings of her ukulele with her long fingernails 
when she feels the wanting to. Then, we head to the 
lunchroom where we all bow our heads over our meals, 
eyes closed and hands adjoined as we give thanks for our 
food. Then, after we have practiced our math, we have 
recess. Sometimes, we pretend to be adventurers staking 
new lands. Others are spent lined up along the tan wall 
enclosing the playground where, amongst the shallow, 
damp dirt, are hordes of small brown bugs (roly poly’s, 
we call them). We delicately pinch their small bodies and 
hoist them up into our tiny, chubby hands, just to poke 
them and watch them curl about themselves. 

Now and then, our teachers take us on outings to the 
church that our school belongs to, as the church was 
just about the bend of the same plot of land. Though to 
get there, we sometimes take a shortcut through the old 
cemetery that saddles the land in between.

At times, the graveyard stinks of heat and blistering, 
decaying grass—the type of grass that wilts in shades 
of yellow and brown and crunches beneath your shoes. 
The earthen ground is balding away in patches, where 
crumbled dirt peeks through. Within this gated stretch of 
land, we are allowed to walk freely, scattering about like 
flies. About the plot are dark stone slabs sitting pretty in 
the dumb light of day. Some sit upright, while others bur-
row amongst the dirt. When our teachers aren’t looking, 
the other children make sport of jumping on the graves, 
muttering quick apologies to the dead who sleep below. I 
linger behind them, chastising them in hushed tones.

On the other side of the cemetery stands the church— 
its cobbled, mammoth body of ashen stone leering  
over at us.

I feel most small within the church. The first time that 
we visit, the innards of the structure are gutted of life, of 
people, and of sound. A long red carpet is splintered be-
tween the aisles, screaming in mute tyranny against the 
stark white walls. We amble down this river of red, past 
rows of empty benches. The sounds of our shoes shuf-
fling against the carpet and the murmurs of our teachers 
behind us whisk into the stillbirth of sound. 

At the end of the hall, a great alabaster cross hangs— its 
limbs stretching out over the wall. 

My classmates and I crane our tiny heads up to gawk at 
the sight. “Whoa, cool,” a boy’s high-pitched voice carries 
over. I stand upright, every muscle feeling strained and 
taut, feeling most unsure of myself.

Another time, we visit during a sermon. An older man 
preaches at the head of the church, his voice loud, boom-
ing, and most grave. His words carry across the room like 
sap down the scabrous skin of a tree. I feel them drip, 
cold and thick, unto me, until my skin is sticky and I no 
longer feel clean. Afterwards, when my mother picks me 
up from school, I ask her, “Why does Jesus drink blood?”

As the youngest of five children, quiet does not come 
naturally to my mother. Yet in this moment, her lips 
draw tight, holding back words until they seem to fill her 
cheeks. Her powder-blue eyes read the silence between 
us—skittering side to side. After a few skips in time, 
she simply says, “No, Jesus doesn’t drink blood, sweetie. 
Where did you hear that?”

Church, I say. Some man, I say.

She tries to reassure me that this isn’t the case. That it 
was, “a little more complicated,” than that. Yet, her words 
pass through my head like a quick and neon crawler at 
the bottom of a TV screen.

From then on, I am always listening. I consume and 
digest sounds that had, at a time, been mere background 
noise that skulked behind me. There is one singular 
word in particular that I become quite aware of—God. 
This word filters through rooms like breezes. I find that 
the adults around me tribute this word almost daily. Not 
only is it ingratiated with over meals, but it is mentioned 
in crisis, in brief fits of panic.

Questions about God orbit around me like comets and 
moons do with the sun. Questions that the older children 
at my school are too loose in answering. From them, and 
from my further visits to church, I learn that God created 
us. Conceived us, as my mother conceived me. If you are 
good, he ‘blesses’ you, though I don’t understand what 
that means. If you are bad, you are punished—a con-
cept that, again, no one elaborates on. In my child eyes, 
God floats in the same vein as Santa Claus—who also 
confuses, even frightens, me. With both being kind and 
transparent, ghostly figures who seemingly watch over 
me throughout the year.

When I am six years old, I ask my mother on the bus ride 
back home if they could see me at that moment. Mother, 
with a slant of a smile, the skin beside her eyes bunching 
in folds, replies, “Of course. They can always see you. 
That’s why you need to be good all year round.”
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I then ask whether or not they could see me when I 
am going to the bathroom. The thought seems  
most inappropriate.

In church, my geography of the world is extended 
beyond the seven continents when I learn of heaven and 
hell. One, I learn, is a place beyond the clouds, where 
angels live, along with those who have done good in their 
lifetimes. And then there is hell. Hell is all fire, and pain, 
and torment. It is somewhere underground—perhaps 
underneath the four layers of the earth that we learn of 
in school.

And there is one place that leads to these countries—
these worlds—beyond our own. Death. Death seems an 
empty place. A tunnel, of sorts. And when I walk through 
it one day, I will be led to either clouds or fire.

One classmate of mine from the elementary division tells 
me that it is where you fall asleep and never wake up. 
After she says this, she gives a quick shake of her blonde 
head and quickly says, “Don’t worry. You only die when 
you’re really, really old.”

“How old?”

“Really old. Like, a hundred.”

For a month, I am too terrified to go to sleep. The 
darkness that permeates my bedroom at night had once 
brought me comfort. Now, it feels thick, like I am choking 
on it with every inhale. I begin to leave my bedroom door 
open so that the light in the hallway outside can reach 
me, and I pull my comforter up to my chin to protect me, 
even on the hottest of nights. Some nights, I close my 
eyes and hold my breath for as long as I can, imagining 
that I am dead. Then, visions of fire—buckets and buck-
ets of red and yellow—slice through the darkness, and 
I’m gulping down air in shaky fits. I curl up on my side 
sometimes, biting on my lip to tamp down my crying. I 
am barely seven years old and the world already seems 
like such an unfair place. 

While the nights come like the plague, my days are 
spent in restless oblivion. After school, I come home and 
play with my friends in the suburban delirium of our 
neighborhood in Salt Lake. We swim in the pool at my 
building, even if the cold of the water is bone-throbbing, 
or play with our Bratz dolls and Barbie dream houses. 

My dearest friend is June—a shorter girl with skinny 
limbs and olive skin, slanted brown eyes and long, dark 
hair. She lives in the building behind my own, and from 
the moment we meet, we are inseparable. 

Most of our evenings are spent in her apartment. So 
much so that her home begins to feel quite like a second 
one of my own. It smells like her—like lived-in linen, but 
with the musky tinge of her mother’s cigarettes. There 
are crosses, like the ones at church, decorating the spaces 
outside of her bedroom. Crosses, like the one that hangs 
from her mother’s thin neck on a chain like a yoke.

June makes me watch horror movies with her. We sit side 
by side on the floor in front of her box TV until our legs 
go numb. When blood shows up on the screen, I whine 
and close my eyes. She laughs.

I am seven years old when she plucks the first kiss from 
my lips, like an unripened fruit off a bough. The kiss is 
clumsy, wet, and plastic. We slowly learn to kiss from the 
television and do so whenever we see each other, holding 
hands when we are alone. There is an alien sensation 
that comes with being next to her. It is as though I’ve sud-
denly dissolved into seafoam. As though I have become 
one of the princesses in my favorite Disney fairytales, 
and she is my Prince Charming.

Yet, we don’t tell anyone. The silence comes with the ease 
of inhaling. Instead, when our other friends surround us, 
she talks about how she likes a boy at her school—she 
shows me a picture of him, and he’s lanky with spiked 
hair—and I talk about Brandon, my boyfriend who I only 
talk to during recess. But we don’t talk about us. It only 
takes me a half-year to realize that she—with her dresses 
and long hair—has never looked like Prince Charming.

But even when we aren’t together, I think about her, more 
than I do anyone else. One day, on a road trip around the 
island, my uncle Kale—my mother’s oldest friend—tells 
us a story that makes me think about June again. In 
between taking drags from his cigarette and yawning out 
smoke through the open car window, he says, giving me a 
quick look from the passenger seat, “You know, one time, 
when I was your age, my family right? They’re watching 
a movie, and James Brolin comes on screen and all the 
women start losing their shit.” He takes another pause 
to suck on his cigarette and upon the exhale, his mouth 
falls open and a large cloud of grey and white smoke 
billows out. “I wanted to join in, but I knew—I just knew, 
even at that age—that I betta keep my mouth shut!”

His laughter radiates like warmth throughout the car, 
and my mother and I join in. Though his words set off  
a feeling inside of me, like I’m crawling within my  
own skin.
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Laughter always surrounds my uncle. Mother tells me 
that he has always been a clown, even when she met 
him two decades ago in her salon. But, there are times 
when my uncle becomes rather mellow, like the dust 
that settles at the bottom of a cup of tea, before being 
stirred again. When his eyes, like dark glass, glitter with 
the light of the world around him. At moments like these, 
he becomes too honest, his words rushing like bile over 
his tongue. One day, he tells me that he is Mormon. The 
word is alien to me. Though he still speaks of God, so I 
feel that I understand it somewhat.

I want to ask him if being a Mormon is the same thing 
as being a Catholic, like June. But, I don’t tell him about 
June. And when the years come to pass, I won’t tell him 
about Deja and Kulani, either.

Another day, as my uncle rests on his cream-leather 
couch, his eyes only half-open after he’s had a few glasses 
of box-wine, I ask him, “What is your family like?” I have 
known him since I was born, and yet, have never met 
the people he grew up with. But on this day, I learn that 
he is the eldest son of a very religious and stern man. A 
frightening man. A man like God in the eyes of my uncle. 
As the eldest son, he was to one day inherit the family’s 
house. However, after going into hairdressing, following 
on the heels of my mother, he came out to his parents, 
and his name was immediately dashed from their will. 
My uncle begins to fall asleep then, and his words start to 
become too untidy to understand.

I no longer understand the laughter that surrounds him.

I haven’t even reared upon my eighth birthday before my 
mother decides to take me out of Kawaiahao. I know no 
reason as to why, but I tell my friends at school, who hug 
me and ask too many questions that I cannot answer. It is 
the last time that I see them again.

Around this same time, June moves away. One night, we 
are walking away from each other after playing at her 
home. In the dark, glowing by the lemon-toned lights of 
her building, she says, “See you later,” and I wave good-
bye with a grin. The next time I ask to go to her place, I 
am told that she is gone. Her mother apologizes to me, 
explaining only that June will be living with her grand-
mother from now on. I go home and cry underneath a 
shabby fort of blankets.

For the next two years, I am homeschooled. Mother 
decides to leave her hair salon to become, not only my 
parent, but my teacher as well. Nothing else changes, 

though. Despite no longer waking up before dawn 
for empty-headed bus rides to school, everything else 
remains kempt. I read, write, and practice my math. I 
paint and draw. And at the end of the day, I get to see my 
friends after they have gotten out of school. The relative 
ease of this transition is ruthless.

During the daytime, our home is filled with the shud-
dering whispers of our TV. As I study, mother keeps the 
TV set to the local news, and sometimes that of NBC 
and CBS. When I am done with my studies, I switch the 
station over to my favorite cartoons. Until I don’t. Until I 
find myself sitting before the ultra-filtered light of the TV 
screen, watching the news with a newborn feeling inside. 
A feeling that the lens by which I saw the world, that 
once was a close and narrow shutter, has clicked into a 
panoramic view. And so I am unmoving as I sit and listen 
to the anchor’s words.

They are words that the people around me live, but do 
not speak. Words that take what little mess I have seen 
and somewhat know, and then folds and places them 
into little neat cardboard boxes to give back to me. Gay 
rights. Black rights. Women’s rights. Rights, and wrongs. 
Murder, Ted Bundy. Dead men in trenches in Iraq. Men 
who come back without limbs or minds. George Bush, 
and the people, such as my aunt and uncle out in the 
North Shore, who vote him in for a second term. That 
of which they speak of is real—the pain, the trials, the 
victories happened upon. They can be heard and seen. 
Seen in these videos and images that dash in technicolor 
across the screen. Seen in the newspaper that always sits 
on our kitchen table. Seen in the world surrounding me.

When I start to understand what is real, I finally begin to 
notice the things that are not. I’m eight years old, older 
than most kids, when my cousin convinces me that Santa 
Claus does not exist. At first, we debate on it. But I have 
no evidence, and he does. His proof lies in the assort-
ment of presents my aunt hides behind piles of junk in 
an abandoned closet. Presents that she will take out and 
put under the tree on Christmas Eve with little tags that 
read, “From Santa.”

I wonder how I had never noticed before.

In the midst of it all—of leaving school, of learning about 
rights and wrongs, of realizing that invisible people sim-
ply do not exist—I come upon another understanding: 
There is no time, no date. One day, I just think it.

God isn’t real.
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I cannot see God. Nor can I feel him or hear him. This  
is all the evidence, or lack thereof, that I feel I need to  
be certain.

And so, for the first time in my life, he no longer just is. 
He no longer is the period I feel at the end of every sen-
tence. Rather, he becomes a question mark. One sitting 
at the end of my uncle Kale’s words. Lingering behind as 
he speaks of how a man, by name of religion, could cast 
aside his own son. His own son that he can see and feel. 
He succeeds the question as to why I feel I cannot talk 
about the girls that I like. And why the girls I like only 
talk to their friends and family about boys, even when 
we kiss, hold hands, and spend every singular moment 
together. And he is there when we talk about war, and 
bad men, and death.

The next time I attend a church sermon, I cannot 
undress myself of an uncomfortable sensation. The 
sensation of being an adult amongst children playing 
make-believe, wherein I can no longer see the things that 
they see, or hear all that they can hear. Afterwards, when 
I stop attending church with my mother, she doesn’t ask 
any questions. She doesn’t think it strange at all. She 
simply lets me be. 

One day, years later, on a weekend off during middle 
school, my mother and I take a drive out to Kaneohe to 
visit my uncle. Above the verdant mountains siding the 
freeway hang carbonite skies that drip strands of wetness 
onto my outstretched hand. The smell of damp pavement 
and earth saturates the air within the car, and I take it in, 
relishing in it with several deep, cold inhales.

We are talking about an incident that happened a while 
back at a birthday party for a boy I babysat. While the 
party continued out on the front lawn, some of us had 
stayed back in the house, where the conversation veered 
onto the topic of abortion. My mother, who was making 
herself a glass of water at the kitchen counter, said, “I 
believe it’s a woman’s right to do what she feels is best. No 
one else is going to pay for or raise the baby.”

Another woman, Amy, who brought her two children to 
the party, gave a huff of a laugh, shaking her head as she 
said, “But it’s wrong! It says so right in the Bible. I mean, 
how can killing the baby be what’s best for anyone?”

The room had become so incredibly still afterward that I 
had to leave.

I take my hand out from the rain and wipe it against my 
jeans. “I just don’t get how someone can be so arrogant 

that they think their beliefs are more important than oth-
ers. Just because you believe in the Bible, doesn’t mean 
everyone else does.” 

My mother sits in the driver’s seat. At this point, she looks 
as though she might say something sour and curdled, but 
she holds it in. She just says, “Some people take every-
thing a little too seriously. Like Jesus. I’m sure that Jesus 
was just a normal man who really cared about others and 
wanted to spread a good message. And then everyone 
came in and began saying he walks on water and…”

“Exactly! They can’t prove any of it is real, so why push it 
onto other people? You’re not going to scare people into 
believing it by saying ‘god this’ or ‘hell that.’”

“Well, but you see, that’s the thing…heaven and hell are  
on earth.”

Her words make me pause to think,  And God? But, I don’t 
ask. I already feel that our words are creasing the more 
and more that we speak. Until I can no longer smooth the 
lines away. Yet, I still think about it. Still question it later 
when I pull up the latest news clip of Sarah Palin from the 
campaign tour on my laptop. As I watch her explain why 
same-sex marriage should not be allowed to break apart the 
sacred Christian traditions that have defined our nation for 
decades.

I wonder if, even as an atheist, I still live in the house of God.

KITSUNE
Storm Kano 
ART 115—INTRODUCTION TO 2D DESIGN
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THE HARVESTER
Elena Paishon
ART 105—INTRODUCTION TO CERAMICS
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THE GREEN THREE
ANNA NAIPO
ENG 272G—LITERATURE AND CULTURE: MYTHS, DREAMS, AND SYMBOLS

The towns were simple.

The people woke up every morning, worked and social-
ized throughout the day, then went to sleep. Everyone 
was friendly towards each other, and they were very 
productive and efficient because of this.

This success was because of the one rule: when the sun 
goes down, outside is no longer the same town.  It was 
a simple rule that nobody dared to break.  This rule 
warned the villagers against going outside once the sun 
was down, and because of this, depending on the season, 
every villager would be inside of their homes by a certain 
time, sheltering themselves from the dark unknown that 
slowly consumed the entire town, crawling up the streets, 
scratching the ground, licking up the sides of windows, 
encompassing every minute space that light did not 
touch. This law was placed upon the towns by the guard-
ians, magical goddesses born from Mother Earth and 
Father Fire, entrusted with providing the human race 
with the wisdom necessary to survive and flourish.  

Even with their powers, the guardians never allowed 
themselves to step foot outside of their homes once the 
sun met the horizon, knowing the true danger their  
people were blissfully unaware of.  There was one guard-
ian for each town—three in total —who were very close 
and truly loved each other.  Their names were Nephrite, 
Chalcedony, and Jadeite.  When they were young, the 
three sisters were very similar and never had a feud.  
However, that all changed as they got older.

Jadeite grew up to become a very beautiful young wom-
an, desired by many and favored among the people.  It 
got to such a point that her beauty, intelligence, and 
tenacity surpassed that of her sisters.  Her beauty had the 
ability to heal the blind, and her smile was strong enough 
to beckon the sick out of their beds and onto their feet 
once again.  Her mind was full of wisdom, and her pas-
sion for peace urged her to aid her mother and father in 
making her people happier and healthier, creating a true 
balance in her town that Nephrite and Chalcedony only 
ever dreamed of finding. 

One day, Nephrite decided that it would be wise for she 
and Chalcedony to leave their towns and visit Jadeite’s, 

hoping that their sister would be kind enough to share 
her wisdom with them.  Chalcedony agreed, though 
before they could reach Jadeite’s town, Mother Earth split 
the ground between she and her sister.  It was a clear sign 
that their mother did not want Chalcedony to continue 
on the path with Nephrite, and at an instant she became 
angry, yelling down at the ground beneath her feet, 
stomping ruthlessly and demanding to know why her 
mother would do such a thing.

Nephrite tried to calm her sister down, saying, “Mother 
would never do something without reason.  We may be 
meant to be on different paths now, but that doesn’t mean 
it will be that way forever.”

“No!” Chalcedony screeched.  “You will get to learn from 
Jadeite how to make your town perfect, and my town will 
be the only with flaws.”

Nephrite continued to try and persuade her sister  
to calm down, but Chalcedony was hearing none of it, 
turning her back on her sister and starting her journey 
back home.  

Since the seasons were changing during this time, the 
sun started to go down a bit sooner than usual back in 
Chalcedony’s town.  She paid no mind, too bothered 
by her sisters’ success and unknown reasons as to why 
her mother wouldn’t allow her to be just like them.  She 
walked slowly, brooding in her pensive state.

But, once she reached her town, she had a problem on 
her hands.  The sun’s rays were now leaving the Earth’s 
surface; the glow of day was beginning to dim more and 
more each second, and the darkness was awakening, get-
ting ready to devour everything in its path.  She realized 
her foolish mistake, seeing now why her mother didn’t 
want her to join Nephrite: she wasn’t ready.  She was the 
youngest sister, and her emotions still ruled her.

With that thought on her mind and the shame of how 
she spoke to her mother rushing through her veins, she 
started to run.  The guardians’ houses were always at the 
top of the highest peak in the town, so Chalcedony had to 
race up the hill as fast as she could.
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But, she couldn’t make it.

All of a sudden, the light in the sky completely van-
ished, and she was left outside, all alone.  She started to 
cry, freezing in her place and dropping to her knees in 
anguish, feeling as if her life was over and that this was 
surely the end.  She broke the most important rule of the 
town, and the monster that her mother warned her about 
would now devour her.  She made the worst mistake 
possible.  Her mother was right.

But…nothing happened. 

No monster came to eat her, no witch came to curse her, 
and the ground didn’t open up and swallow her whole.  
She was alive, she was safe, and the only danger brought 
upon her was the cold nip of the air against her skin.  She 
smiled upon realizing that everyone was so foolish to be 
scared of the night, proud that she now knew more than 
her sisters, finally having the upper hand that she was 
never given.  Jadeite may have had perfect wisdom, and 
Nephrite may have had the granted permission to learn 
from her sister, but they were both scared of the night.  
Chalcedony was not.  She was now stronger, smarter, and 
did not need her sisters’ help.

With her newfound knowledge, Chalcedony never  
feared the night, and she often took strolls outside with 
the darkness around her, enjoying the cool air and  
basking in the pride of being the only sister strong  
and fearless enough to do so.  

A few months later, Nephrite and Jadeite came to visit 
Chalcedony and her town, bright smiles on their faces 
as they told their sister that Mother Earth announced 
that Chalcedony was ready and patient enough to learn 
from Jadeite.  Jadeite embraced her sister after relaying 
the message, elated and excited to share her wisdom, 
and Nephrite was excited to continue learning from their 
great sister.  Chalcedony did not know that her sisters 
had such great love for her.  She could only see her sisters 
before her in a blurry haze of green, and the sudden feel-
ing of envy within her bubbled up, slowly consuming her 
gut, crawling up her throat, scratching against her teeth, 
licking the roof of her mouth, encompassing her entire 
body until she no longer had control.

Chalcedony had been taken over by the darkness,  
releasing all negative thoughts and feelings, allowing 
her to come to terms with the suffering and unhappiness 
that she had been too blind to see before.  She could 
finally see how much more her mother loved her sisters 
in comparison to her, and how she favored Nephrite over 

her.  She could finally see how her father favored Jadeite, 
giving her all the wisdom she needed.

As she was thinking these things, she did not realize  
how much darker the green, envious haze in her eyes had 
gotten, and how much stronger the feelings were getting, 
almost as if it was all suffocating her.  She wanted it to 
stop, no longer having the pride and confidence from 
before, but instead just feeling pain.  She used to love her 
sisters so dearly, so she had no idea why she suddenly 
had such a hatred for them.

The green hue in her vision got darker and darker, to 
the point where she could no longer keep her eyelids 
open, the vibrancy stinging similar to a stake being thrust 
into her eyes.  Nephrite called out to her, worried and 
panicked, but Jadeite immediately knew what was wrong.  
She saw the green tint starting to envelop Chalcedony’s 
skin, and she knew the evil that had taken over her sister.  

However, while she had taught Nephrite almost every-
thing she knew, she forgot to tell her about the true evil 
their mother told them tales of.  It wasn’t a monster that 
came out at night, but rather a force, all-encompassing 
and all-consuming, difficult to control and difficult to 
detect.  It was able to bring out every hidden emotion, 
every suppressed thought, every haunted memory, until 
it destroyed its host from the inside out.

Nephrite was unaware of the danger, reaching out 
for Chalcedony, wanting to help her and comfort her.  
However, one touch transferred the now stronger evil 
over to her, and Jadeite watched in horror as Nephrite’s 
skin turned the unmistakable green.  There was nothing 
Jadeite could do to help her sisters. 

The vile evil within Chalcedony soon manipulated itself 
into a huge green flame that forced itself out of her body, 
fire soon consuming all of the villagers, crawling out to 
touch every home, scratching down doors and gates, 
licking up into the sky to create an entirely different light, 
encompassing everything…until there was nothing.

Jadeite fell to her knees, silent tears falling from her eyes 
as she listened to the screams and words of hatred from 
their people, the area now an entirely different town.  
The flame had already travelled and destroyed every-
thing, evil already taking over she and Nephrite’s towns 
in the distance, corrupting their people as well.  

She lifted her hands, placing them on her sisters' backs, 
watching as the green travelled up her veins and over her 
skin, until finally her vision went green.
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With one last look at her sisters, Jadeite turned to face 
the town, green evil everywhere, as far as she could see.  
She placed her palms on the ground, whispering a small 
apology to her mother, then lifted her palms towards the 
sky, saying goodbye to her father.

Then, she spread her arms wide open, facing the flames 
of evil destruction, and she beckoned it to her.  Jadeite 
had so much wisdom and passion within her that the 
dark evil couldn’t help itself from wanting to corrupt her 
entirely, destroying every last bit of the heart she held 
inside.  The flames moved to encompass her, and she 
absorbed it all, letting the darkness course through  
her and destroy her.

But her wisdom and love for her people was too strong, 
and while the darkness was able to destroy Jadeite, it was 
not able to destroy her soul.  It kept attacking her, doing 
everything it could to completely devour her, but nothing 
worked.  The evil was using so much of its power, and it 

ERASED
Schyler Lai Shinde 
ART 112—INTRODUCTION TO DIGITAL ART

soon started to lose its energy after having to battle all of 
the morality within Jadeite. 

Jadeite’s soul soon absorbed all of the evil, now too weak to 
fight against the righteous soul.  The soul then shattered, 
and its essence buried itself into the ground, joining Mother 
Earth.  That essence latched onto the rocks deep within the 
Earth, and only a thousand years later did it finally reach the 
surface once again, still stained green, but only as a remind-
er of how brave and wise she had been, and how willing she 
was to protect her people.  Nephrite’s soul also had left its 
essence behind, and since she was much like her sister, her 
soul was stained green, but it was still cherished.  Mother 
Earth also took in Chalcedony’s soul, since she really did 
truly love her child.  When the essence of Chalcedony’s soul 
reappeared alongside her sisters’ souls, she was beautiful, as 
ever, green just like them…but nobody wanted her.  There 
was always something within her soul’s fragments that was 
not worthy enough to be cherished, even if it looked like that 
of Nephrite and Jadeite, and for that reason, her essence was 
never as special as her sisters’.
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BROWN LEAF MUSES
HA WON KOO
ENG 273C—CREATIVE WRITING AND LITERATURE: FICTION AND POETRY

If 
I fell off the tree and the wind captured me 
If it flew me away and left me to lay 
A single  
Unmingled 
Leaf on the ground

If 
I followed this breeze dancing under the trees 
If I rolled around on the turd-brown ground 
A wild 
Senile 
Leaf on the ground

I 
Would I still 
Be 
Picked up 
Just a brown 
Leaf on the ground

FOREST
Schyler Lai Shinde 
ART 107—INTRODUCTION TO PHOTOGRAPHY
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LOOSE CANNON
CHAN Y. CHOI
ENG 273C—CREATIVE WRITING AND LITERATURE: FICTION AND POETRY

“Stop jerking the trigger!”  “Can’t you do anything right?” 
“Christ almighty, what is your problem, Luke?” 

The words were always ugly, and Luke had little to offer  
in defense of himself. He saw his brothers Reuben and 
Asa out of the corner of his eye, covering their mouths 
with a hand to stifle their giggles, while lugging their 
rifles with the other. Luke could only hang his head in 
shame and embarrassment as he tried to muster up his  
remaining dignity.

Despite the incident being a few days ago, the harsh 
berating of his father would continually replay in Luke’s 
mind. It wasn’t just the criticism that haunted him; it 
was the whole environment: the noxious smell of the 
gunpowder that made his eyes sting and tear up, the 
taunting of his brothers, the thunderous boom the guns 
made with every pull of the trigger. These memories 
would always replay in his mind. As a consequence, Luke 
fell behind in his classes and so did his grades.  When 
the school decided to send Luke’s father the scores, Luke 
recalled how his father’s face turned beet-red, followed 
quickly by an explosive wrath. That day, Luke believed 
his father was going to pop a vein during his rant about 
how hard he works to support the family. Eventually, his 
father went off into the hallway, muttering a curse to 
Luke’s mother before slamming the door to his room.

Luke shifted uncomfortably in his moth-eaten jacket that 
was a bit too big for him. The majority of his attire, all 
hand-me-downs his brothers “generously” donated, was 
either too cramped or laughably loose in various places. 
Even his issued hunting rifle had seen better days. Luke 
heaved a sigh as he took one final glance at his house. 
There was no turning back…right? From a distance, the 
house was no more than a brightly colored dot atop the 
rolling green hills, before Luke brought his attention to 
the sight that now lay before him. From here, he couldn’t 
help but appreciate the aura of tranquility this place 
always had.  The woods seemed inviting enough; in fact, 
a tangle of nearby branches reached out almost as if to 
welcome him. In the distance he could hear the birds 
singing sweetly as he found himself gawking at the bright 
green shades of the abundant vegetation, and the aroma 
of dampened earth filling his nostrils. No actual signs, no 

roads, as far as Luke’s eyes could see. One must rely on 
pure instinct or experience to find his way in and his way 
out.  For now, Luke was grateful that he was at least famil-
iar with the place. It gave him a bit of assurance despite 
fear gnawing in the pit of his stomach. Shaking his head, 
Luke sauntered into the depths of the forest.

“No,” Luke concluded, his will tightening with every step. 
“There’s no turning back.” Bewilderment quickly replaced 
his doubt, as he weaved his way past the low hanging 
branches snaking out from the nearby saplings. Dead 
leaves crunched under the soles of his crisp hunting 
boots as he made his way down the winding path. 

“Whatever happens here,” thought Luke, “will stay 
between me, myself, and I.” Apart from the occasional 
tweets from the birds or the rustling of branches from 
a nearby breeze, it was all relatively serene. The local 
vegetation, each somehow the exact same shade of green, 
lightly caressed his shoulders as he brushed past them. 
Looking down, he saw his boots now caked with mud 
from trekking through the sodden earth of the forest 
floor, which had been thoroughly soaked from several 
days of rain.

“How long has it been?” Luke pondered out loud. “The 
sun’s still out, so I couldn’t have taken long, I hope.” Ini-
tially, he had been planning on taking another path that 
would eventually lead up to a fresh lake, where he and 
his father normally hunt. It was an obvious choice to pick, 
since the local game usually congregate there. Luke, how-
ever, decided to take another way to the lake. One that 
was unfamiliar, and a longer journey, but it was ripe with 
possible opportunities. Opportunities that would make 
his father proud once more. Opportunities that would 
wipe off those stupid grins Reuben and Asa would make, 
even if just for a moment. The very thought was enough 
to draw a smile from him as he rounded the curve of the 
narrow path. Out of all the paths he could’ve taken, he 
had a good feeling about this one. It was then that Luke 
heard the noise.

He couldn’t tell exactly where it was coming from; it 
could’ve been in front of him, it could be behind him 
perhaps. Luke couldn’t pinpoint this noise, and his mind 
began to draw interpretations on what could’ve made 
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that sound. Whatever it was, it was enough to make  
Luke slink away to the nearest means of cover—a dead 
oak tree that mostly concealed his tiny frame. From what 
he could remember, the sound had been a weird mix  
between a snort and a wheeze. The peculiar noise 
reached his ears for the second time. Except this time he 
narrowed its location to directly in front of him, prompt-
ing Luke to grope for his binoculars on his pack. His 
mind raced over what it could be as he shifted his view 
from one tree line to the next. At that moment he saw the 
deer. He’d only seen glimpses of them or in the pictures 
of the National Geographic magazines and in his father’s 
albums, where his father was smiling ear to ear as he 
held up a dead one by its antlers. The deer, twenty yards 
away, was pausing to look up every now and then before 
it would return to grazing the terrain cautiously. I wonder 
if I can hit it? Luke went down on a knee, and proceeded 
to take aim with his issued firearm.

“A Winchester model,” his father often chided with his 
hands on his hips. “Had a lot of memories with this ol’ 
boy right here.” Luke remembered the first time he tried 
shooting the damn thing with his father; it was an experi-
ence similar to this, minus the stakes at hand.

“It’s definitely going to kick against you a lot harder than 
any BB gun,” his father cackled. “So it would be in your 
best interest to really lean against the stock. Like this.” 
His father’s shoulder dug into the wooden frame of his 
own rifle as he took aim. Luke simply followed the ges-
ture, praying he got it right.

“Great, now grab the bolt back, just right there. Yep, just 
tug it.” Luke felt the cold metal roll between his fingers as 
he pushed it out and back in, making a harsh mechanical 
click as he chambered the round. 

“Yep, now once you pull the trigger, I want you to get an-
other round in there quick” his father grinned. “Can you 
do that for me, Luke?” It was one of the few times that his 

FATHER AND SONS
Meng Hsin Lin 
ART 107—INTRODUCTION TO PHOTOGRAPHY
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father had seemed genuinely human, not the monster 
that berated him with every failure. In that brief moment, 
Luke almost considered him likeable. Almost. 

A short snuffle came from the deer, bringing Luke back 
to the current moment. He heaved a sigh. It’s one thing to 
remember his father’s load, lock, and pull, rule. Actually 
carrying out the procedure is a different story. He felt 
blood pounding behind his ears as he loaded his father’s 
gun; the smell of brass assaulted his nostrils as he stared 
down the rusty iron sight.

“Load, lock, and pull,” Luke breathed. “Load, lock,  
and pull.” 

He tugged the bolt back, chambering the lethal round, 
and pulled it back in once more. Time seemed to slow 
as he felt his eyes straining from squinting down the 
sight, aiming directly at the middle torso of the deer. His 
heart thundered in his ears as it began to beat against his 
ribcage, and he briefly wondered if the deer could hear it 
as well. As if on cue, the deer brought its head back up, in 
Luke’s direction.

Clever girl, Luke noted, and then he squeezed the trigger.

Almost immediately, he felt the wooden frame of his rifle 
buck against his shoulder as the front end of the barrel 
belched smoke followed by a thunderous crack. The 
sheer discharge disturbed the silence of the woods and 
the resonation still rang softly behind his ears.

Did I get him? Luke worried. Reopening his eyes, he no-
ticed the smoke and smell of gunpowder dissipating from 
view, along with the deer, which took off into the nearby 
greenery with a rustle. With a breath of frustration, he 
hastily scrambled to his feet. 

He desperately combed the place for anything, for blood 
trails or any indication that he made his mark. He moved 
swiftly, but quietly, in the general direction the deer had 
run towards. Luke was making up his mind to give up 
the pursuit and head back when he saw a faint bead of 
dark crimson blood. Relief washed over Luke as he felt 
his determination returning. With a grin, he followed 
the morbid trail with care, one leg crossing ahead of the 
other; similar to how his father and brothers would move 
when tracking down game. The trail wasn’t difficult to 
track, and soon enough Luke saw his prize, lying in a 
growing puddle of blood under a low hanging branch 
of an evergreen tree. His excitement quickly turned to 
horror, however, at the sight of a small creature standing 
next to the motionless deer. It was a fawn no more than 

a week old, nudging the carcass a few yards away. He 
watched, behind the cover of a nearby bush. He watched 
as the fawn meekly prodded and sniffed for a good 
minute or so, until it began to pitifully give out a series of 
brief, but sharp cries. That was all Luke needed to con-
vince himself to crawl away from the scene. By the time 
he found himself staring at his home, Luke could still 
hear the yelps of despair from the fawn. It was almost as 
if it was following him, but every time he checked behind 
him, he found nothing. 

It was quarter till four when Luke reached the front 
door of his house. The wailing was still haunting him 
as perspiration trickled down the back of his neck as he 
rapped on the wooden frame of the door in two quick 
successions. It wasn’t long till Luke could hear the heavy 
thud of the footsteps growing louder with each step. The 
door pulled back, revealing the all too familiar burly 
arms, broad shoulders, stocky build, and of course, the 
half flabbergasted-half choking expression his  
father was wearing.

“Where the hell were you?!” he exploded. “I’ve been wor-
ried sick. I’ve had half the mind to call the cops, boy!”

“I’ve been out with some friends,” Luke mumbled. “May I 
head to my room, sir?”

“Well, take a shower first. You’re sweating like a stuck pig,” 
his father nodded. “You sure, you’re okay boy? Your face 
is a little…pale.”

Luke could merely give a nod before he began his ascension 
to the stairs. Upon finally reaching his room, he felt his  
vision blurring as tears began to accumulate in the corners 
of his eyes. The corpse, the blood, the helpless yapping of 
the fawn—it was all too much. Luke kneeled over against 
the carpeted floor as sobs racked his small frame.
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UNHEARD HERO
MILLA MATTHEW
ENG 272Q—WI-THE HERO

The year was 1998 in the Marshall Islands. A family of six  
were expecting their seventh newest member—a baby boy. 
But life, unpredictable and annoying as it was, wouldn’t 
let him join the family so easily. “We’re going to have an 
emergency C-Section,” the doctor told the family. “He’s having 
complications.” With no hesitation, mother was wheeled away 
into surgery. “You’ll feel a little pinching okay? Don’t worry, 
we’re just going to make a small incision.” Mother closed her 
eyes and prayed. Prayed for her baby boy to make it. “He’s 
out!” the nurse exclaimed. But soon silence fell over the room. 
Silence. Shouldn’t there be a baby crying? The nurses all 
scrambled around. One held the baby boy and kept clearing 
his mouth and patting his back and butt. Still…silence. Silence 
that lasted minutes but felt like hours. Then, “Waaaaahhh!” 
Reiher Saint Matthew was alive and breathing! But catching 
his first breath was not the only challenge he would face.

When I was four years old, my brother Reiher was  
born. He was born and diagnosed with Cerebral Palsy. 
According to the website CerebralPalsy.org, Cerebral 
Palsy is a “neurological disorder caused by a non-progres-
sive brain injury or malformation that occurs while the 
child’s brain is under development.” Reiher’s umbilical 
cord had been broken or distressed a couple months 
into my mom’s pregnancy and so none of the nutrients 
reached him nor his brain. Therefore, his brain never 
fully developed and so my brother is unable to speak, 
walk, or even see. And so our new family of seven packed 
up our things, said goodbye to our loved ones and set 
our new path to Hawaii, a place where he would be able 
to receive better care. A place that would help my baby 
brother thrive.

Since Reiher is unable to walk, stand, or sit up by him-
self, joints can eventually get stiff. When he was about 
ten years old, my brother was admitted into Shriner’s 
Hospital where he would have hip and hamstring surgery. 
Our biggest fear was always losing him. When he was 
finished with his surgery, my brother had casts on his 
whole lower body. To see him there gave us a sense of de-
feat, and a longing of wondering if he will be okay. When 
he awoke, we were all prepared to help ease his pain and 
wipe his tears. But he didn’t have any. He didn’t cry or 
wail in pain. He smiled. Just three days later, the doctor 
walked in: “He sure is incredible. He has healed up so 

quickly and hasn’t shown us that he is in any pain. He 
can be released as soon as tomorrow.” Tomorrow. This 
ten-year-old boy just showed us true strength and cour-
age. And three days after a major surgery, he was going 
home. Our spirits lifted knowing that he pulled through 
with incredible tenacity. Showing strength is not the only 
way this young man has proved himself a hero to me. 

There are many times in my life when I am unable to  
get myself out of a slump, unable to find the strength  
to move on and be strong. I don’t talk about my feelings 
to others because I lack trust in them. But when I need 
someone to talk to, just to listen, there he is. I find com-
fort in my brother for the unspoken love he shows.  
I know he listens when I speak to him about my day, 
about my feelings and struggles. Sometimes, he will 
place his arm on my shoulder or lap, almost assuring me 
that everything is okay. “Does he even understand who 
you are when you speak to him? He can’t see you?” my 
cousin asked one day. Ignorant, I thought. “Of course he 
knows who I am. He can’t see me but he sure as hell can 
hear me. I tell him big sister Milla is here. And he  
usually lets out a sign or smile.”

He is my hero for the simple fact that after everything he 
has been through; despite multiple surgeries, doctor ap-
pointments and pain, he has never cried. He has shown 
strength and a strong will to live and live happily. And 
that inspires my family and I everyday. Reiher is our bea-
con of hope, love, and strength, our battery charger for 
when we are low on energy. I often wonder if he realizes 
how grateful we are to him every day. The fact that we got 
to move to Hawaii for his medical needs not only bene-
fited him, but all of us. Better educational opportunities 
and doors were opened for my siblings and I. We are 
motivated every single day to live life and be good people. 
And isn’t that what a hero does? Inspire others. Let them 
know that there is always something good in every bad. 
To my baby brother, you are the hero of our life whether 
you know it or not.
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Unheard Hero: Analysis

The Marshall Islands are located to the lower west of 
the Hawaiian Islands in the Pacific Ocean. Many atolls 
are what make up the Marshall Islands. Reiher was born 
in Majuro which is the main island/chain of the chain 
islands. Resources at the time were few and of low qual-
ity. When Reiher was born and diagnosed with Cerebral 
Palsy. It was a first for my family. What was this “disease” 
and could we cure it? No. It can’t be cured but it could be 
treated to give Reiher a better quality of life. But Marshall 
Island hospitals could not give the care he needed. So we 
were referred to Hawaii where he could get the best care 
possible. A few weeks later and our family left everyone 
we knew behind and made our journey to our new home. 
Reiher is our gentle hero in the fact that he didn’t say, or 
do anything physically to help others.

A catharsis in this story 
was the beginning story 
of Reiher. He was born 
believing to be dead. 
Thankfully the nurses 
there didn’t give up on 
him and kept trying to get 
this baby to cry/breathe. 
It went from the story of 
a sickly baby that barely 
made it to someone 
who undergoes multiple 
surgeries and comes out 
without a shred of tear 

or pain. He is happy, healthy and incredibly strong. And 
that strength and happiness emanates to others and 
impacts them. There are many times in my family when 
we all fight and don’t see eye to eye. But the person that 
rallies us back together is Reiher. 

There was a quote from my cousin, “Does he even under-
stand who you are to him? He can’t see you?” This was 
a tough question to analyze. There are many different 
viewpoints on this question/topic. One could argue that 
Reiher can feel the love and recognize the voices around 
him everyday to know who exactly they are. One could 
say his brain was never fully developed so much that 
recognizing us or even understanding us is impossible. 
There’s not one that could prove any of this to be true 

nor false. From my understanding, from my point of view, 
I know my brother understands me. His face changes 
when he hears our voices. Even if it’s just recognizing 
voices, that’s a bigger step. I understand where my cousin 
was coming from. I easily get annoyed when people ask if 
he can understand us as if he was just a vegetable. I know 
he can understand us and will stand by that claim forever. 

There are moments when Reiher places his hands on my 
arms or lap and to me it shows that he really is listening. 
Perhaps it could be just a coincidence to others. I feel as 
if he is trying his best to communicate to us that he hears 
us. He’s there always listening. And there’s a sense of 
peace that fills me when I think that way. Nobody wants 
to see their brother as someone just living not under-
standing. There have been countless times where I talk to 
him and he does that. Coincidence? I beg to differ. 

This story was told through my point of view. I had 
tried to write it from his point of view but it seemed to 
lack “truth” to it since he never actually can tell us his 
thoughts and feelings. We can tell our best to decipher 
what he is feeling and needs by his actions. For exam-
ple, I know when he is full when he starts spitting the 
food out. He cries when he is hurting, which is close to 
never. He is always happy. He shouts and laughs and 
smiles to let us know he’s in a great mood. The wind and 
fan bring a cool breeze to him that shocks and excites 
him at the same time. When he has peed his diaper, he 
starts becoming more talkative. Just the other day, I was 
conversing with him. He was happy. I mentioned to him 
that he had school the next day and his happy demean-
or changed. All of a sudden he was quiet and I couldn’t 
help but laugh. Just like all of us out there, school is not 
where we would rather be. I find beauty in everything I 
learn from him everyday. And there’s always something 
new each day. This method seemed more practical since 
facts could be distributed better. Analyzing my story was 
difficult as I don’t usually break apart things I said/wrote. 
It’s an interesting method to understand myself better. 
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BABY BLUES
MEJELYNE SIMON
ENG 273C— CREATIVE WRITING AND LITERATURE: FICTION AND POETRY

The crickets sing under the moonlight as a woman walks 
down the rocky pavement. Her right foot drags slightly  
behind her. Cars speed past her, drawing dirt into the air. 
She hacks violently for a second before spitting and  
continues on her way.

Soon, she sees bright lights illuminating the pave-
ment.  It’s not far away. She picks up her speed wearing a 
grimace on her face as blood trails behind her.

She walks past the sign that says “MOTEL” and observes 
the two-story building in front of her. The neon motel 
sign and the moon give enough light to see the chipped 
paint, peeling like old nail polish. A few of the rusted 
railings on the bottom floor have started giving out.

She looks to her left and sees a couple walk out of a small 
house disconnected from the two-story building. As she 
walks closer, she sees a sign next to the door that says 

“OFFICE” in scratched paint.

She walks through the doors; the lady at the front desk 
looks up and scowls. She had forgotten what she looked 
like. Her lips are chapped, black hair messy, and eyes 
stung red. Her baby blue blouse is torn at the collar and 
her pants have holes threaded through them.

She ignores the look the grey-haired lady gives her and 
walks up to the desk.

The white wallpaper behind her is browning and peeling 
off. Her desk is barren except for a single piece of paper  
and a pen.

“How long you stoppin’ here?” the lady rasps, her voice  
gravelly as if she smokes a pack a day.

“One night,” she replies as she fills out the paper.

“What’s your name?”

“Thalia.”

Thalia takes out a roll of bills and the old woman raises 
her eyebrows. She slaps a single hundred down before 
sticking out her hand, palm up, signaling for a key. It’s 
silent as they stare at each other; the air is electric.

Finally, the lady takes away the hundred and slaps a key 
into the beat-up woman’s hand.

As Thalia drags her feet out of the motel office, she hears  
the lady mumble, “Damn painted lady bleeding out on  
my carpet…”

The door of her motel room creaks open and she flips  
the light on.

 She looks around the room as she closes the door  
behind her. She walks past the bathroom to take in 
where she’s going to stay for the night.

There are two beds with light blue covers and four  
matching light blue pillows on each bed. The wallpaper 
of the room is in the same condition as the one in the 
motel office. A single flickering light, part of a dusty 
ceiling fan, illuminates the room. There is a wooden 
table and two matching chairs at the corner of the room 
opposite to the door.

She sits on the bed closer to the door and slides her hand 
across the covers. It’s soft and the creases follow her hand.

She remembers his bed covers being this exact color.  
A lighter blue than the rest of his room. She remembers 
how he would jump onto the bed right as she finished 
putting the covers on. He would frown when he saw  
her glare.

He would say, “Ma! You make my bed a cloud! I like when 
you make my bed a cloud!”

Her glare would melt off and she would sigh before  
telling him, “Ma’s clouds were just made. Why’d you 
have to ruin it?”

He’d giggle before jumping up and down on his bed, 
provoking her. She’d chase him out of his room and,  
and when she caught him, she’d tickle him until he 
couldn’t breathe.

The yellow light in the room buzzes and flickers, once,  
twice, three times.

She remembers when the lights flickered off one night. 
The weather was fine, but he ran out into the kitchen 
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screeching. She picked him up and spoke to him calmly 
as he cried about the monster in his closet almost eating 
him because the light– and his Ma– wasn’t there.

“I’m sorry. Ma forgot to pay the electricity bill again…”

“I hate you, I hate you, I hate you! I hate Ma! I hate you!”  
he repeated as tears spewed from his eyes and soaked her 
shoulder. He cried in her arms until he fell asleep,  
occasionally waking up to cough.

She never forgot to pay the electricity bill again.

Thalia lies on the cloud-like bed, staring at the  
once-white ceiling. The occupants in the motel room 
above her laugh loudly.

She remembers his smile, so wide she was sure the  
corners of his lips would rip.

His humor was one of a kind. He would laugh at jokes  
his friends made, fart jokes and jokes about their  
teachers and when people fell. He’d laugh at what  
children his age usually laughed at. Things that were  
silly and stupid and innocent.

But he’d laugh at the jokes his Ma would make too.  
He’d laugh at the puns and the old people jokes she 
made. He’d laugh for her when he saw her slumped on 
the kitchen table, not looking her very best.  When the 
world weighed so heavily on her that she could feel it  
on her shoulders, he was the only one who could  
make her laugh.

He’d put his index fingers on the corners of her mouth 
and rise them up to make her smile. He would smile at 
her and say, “Like this. See?”

She remembers him saying once, “Even if you’re sad Ma, 
your smile is still beautiful!” Then he kissed her forehead 
and ran back to his room. She remained collapsed on the 
kitchen table, crying, with a letter crumpled in her hands 
as she heard him coughing through the night.

Thalia groans at the pain that finally surges through her 
body. The adrenaline rush is gone and now her body is 
screaming at her. A single breath makes it feel as if her 
body is on fire.

“It doesn’t matter,” she thinks. “This doesn’t matter.”

He came home early one day and found her sleeping on 
the kitchen table again.

She didn’t wake up until an hour later, an hour before 

she thought he would be coming home. The letter that 
was in her hands was gone when she woke and she 
thought the worst.

“Ma, why’re you home? Do you work?” He was clutching a 
letter in his hand. When he saw that she was looking at it, 
he hid it behind his back.

She swallowed before smiling and getting up.  
“It’s complicated.”

“What?”

“Ma got fired.”

He blinked at her. “Why?”

She let out a dry laugh, patting his head and reaching out 
to grab the letter. “It’s complicated.”

He let her have the letter and walked back into his room.

She cried on the kitchen table some more.

Thalia’s hips and thighs hurt the most. She chokes on the 
thought of it. She hates herself. She despises herself. She 
wants to cry on the kitchen table that doesn’t  
exist anymore.

The board gave her a look whenever she entered the 
room. However, he always smiled when she did. He 
asked her how her day was. He offered pieces of advice 
when management treated her harshly. He would offer 
her coffee and breakfast when she had early shifts and 
coffee and dinner during her night shifts.

He would inquire about her life. He knew that the reason 
the board looked at her that way was because her ex-hus-
band was a criminal. He knew what condition her son 
was in and why she barely had enough money for food. 
He knew she only needed a friend and nothing more. He 
said he was fine with just supporting her.

He knew. He said.

Yet, when she said “no,” when she screamed it and 
clawed at him, he threw her on the bed and had his way 
with her. And when he was done with her, he discarded 
her on the streets.

She didn’t go to the company for days. When she finally 
did, she filed a complaint against him. When she came 
back the next day, all of her things were packed in a 
box and he gave her the same look everyone else on the 
board did.
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Thalia throws the roll of hundreds onto the other bed,  
her face blank.

She wonders if her son would still be alive if she had that 
money back then. She wonders if her ex-husband hadn’t 
scammed people, if he had just been fine with his $12 per 
hour job, would her son still be alive?

She remembers the first time they were in the hospital. 
Blood on her hands after she covered his mouth from a 
cough. The doctor said there wasn’t anything wrong—
just a bad cold. She didn’t believe him, but she didn’t ar-
gue and they left the hospital. He thought it was normal 
to cough out blood?

She remembers the last time they were in the hospital. 
He had been crying; everything was hurting. The nurses 
and doctors ran into the room as they heard the call 
button and the heart monitor.

“It hurts, Ma” he said, with crimson covered lips.

She nodded and held onto his hand. “I know.”

The nurses and doctors around her told her she  
needed to leave. She refused and held onto his hand  
the entire time.

Her life was gone the moment his monitor showed  
only solid lines.

Her bank account was empty. The only way to get money 
was doing that dirty job everyone at her old job had 
thought she did anyway. She was fine with it.

But he found her again. He reminded her why she was 
doing this in the first place. He reminded her that she 
was nothing, just something to be disposed. That she 
couldn’t even protect her own child. That she was selfish 
enough to live when her own child died with blood-filled 
lungs. That she continued to live on with money that she 
could’ve used on her son’s treatment.

Selfish. Selfish, selfish, selfish whore. A fake mother,  
a useless mother.

Her lips sting from her tears. She quickly wipes them 
away and gets up, observing the materials around her.

She pulls a curtain out from the rod and rolls it up until 
it’s about two inches thick. Taking the chair from the 
corner of the room, she stands and ties the curtain into 
a loop around the ceiling fan. She hangs from the loop 
with her arms to test the fan’s strength.

Thalia stands back on the chair and looks at the light  
blue covered bed as she sticks her head through the hole  
in the loop.

With the image of her son’s smile behind her eyelids and 
the loop around her neck, she kicks the chair away.

3D STILL LIFE
Tyler Nash Apuya 
ART 126D—3D COMPUTER GRAPHICS I
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HELPLESS BYSTANDERS
MARK WASHBURN
ENG 100—COMPOSITION I

“You have got to be fucking kidding me!  Fuck them!  
What do they know! Let’s go anyway!”  Lance Corporal 
Canning, 1st team leader,  screamed at the top of his 
lungs, expressing his discontent for the situation.  Our 
request to aid another unit had just been denied and we 
were fated to helplessly watch from a distance how it 
would all play out.     

We came from all over the map, but meshed as if we had 
grown up together.  Our squad leader, Corporal Cirilo, 
was from Texas, while the rest of us claimed New York, 
Oregon, Washington, Alabama, Kansas, Illinois, Puerto 
Rico, and Florida.  The eleven of us were gathered in a 
circle when Cirilo first broke the news.  Even with the 
pinpricks of cold air and uncomfortable gravel seats, he 
always had our respect and undivided attention.  He 
explained we were going to leave our current area of op-
eration (AO) and take part in a named operation tasked 
with clearing out a major city in Afghanistan.  We were 
no strangers to big operations, but this one was different.  
It was in a different AO, with units we have never worked 
with before, and this time the city was being notified 
via air dropped leaflets warning of our arrival.  This 
gave civilians time to evacuate, but unfortunately, it also 
gave the Taliban time to prepare.  Nonetheless, we were 
anxious and ready.

In the coming weeks we found ourselves at Forward  
Operating Base Geronimo.  Geronimo had heated build-
ings, a chow hall, showers, and a computer center with 
Internet.  This was very different than our previous living 
conditions of 20 man tents, MRE’s (Meals Ready to Eat), 
and a weekly shower that consisted of slowly pouring a 
water bottle over ourselves.  While at Geronimo, we slept 
soundly, ate like kings, called our families, and bathed 
daily, knowing the lifestyle was temporary and would 
come to an abrupt end when it was time for us to fulfill 
our portion of Operation Moshtarak.  

We inserted a week prior to the assault on Marjah, the 
operation’s main objective.  We rode in up-armored gun 
trucks the majority of the way, then we shouldered our 
packs and walked the remaining six miles to our des-
tination.  Our camouflaged packs felt as if we strapped 
elephants to our backs.  With no room for comfort items, 

we carried only the necessities:  rockets, machine guns, 
ammunition, radios, batteries, sleeping bags, sandbags, 
toilet paper, more ammunition, and any food and water 
that could fit in the leftover space.  Our squad, along 
with three others from Alpha company, was tasked with 
manning blocking positions along the eastern border of 
the city, while our sister company cleared a town called 
Five Points.  We were responsible for preventing fleeing 
Taliban soldiers from entering Nawa, our original AO.

Our newly founded home consisted of four berm walls 
made of dirt surrounded by nothing but empty desert.  It 
was large enough for us to dig out a toilet and trash pit 
away from our sleeping area, but not so big to make com-
munication from one end to the other difficult.  Upon 
arrival, we immediately posted half of us on security, 
while the other half of the squad fortified and prepared 
our position for a fight.  We pointed machine guns on 
likely avenues of approach and strategically placed 
rockets around the position so they could be grabbed 
in a hurry if needed.  We dug sleeping holes and filled 
sandbags with the dirt.  Even though we were reinforcing 
our home with extra layers of protection, we felt more 
vulnerable than ever before.

Looking out across a barren land, we could see the  
major city.  It was much larger than any other village or 
town we acquainted ourselves with during our stay in  
Afghanistan.  Route Olympia could be seen heading 
from left to right, entering the heart of the city.  Though 
the city was large, it was not tall.  The majority of the 
buildings were only one story high, and as with most of 
southern Afghanistan, they were made of dirt.  These 
primitive looking dwellings, with walls never short of a 
foot thick, were nearly indestructible.  

The night before the attack I could have seen better  
with my eyes closed. The darkness of my surroundings 
rivaled that of the deepest ocean.  The night’s sound was 
that of an abandoned recording studio.  We all knew 
what was happening next.  As we watched in awe, the 
dark silence was rudely interrupted by the flash of  
distant sparks followed by the deep sound of thunder,  
as bombs were dropped in an attempt to clear Route  
Olympia of Improvised Explosive Devices.
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As the sun rose, we had already been awake for hours.  
The first vehicle convoy was making its way to the city.  
Four balls of dust sped along a wide dirt road through 
the desert, their sights set on Marjah.  The key to the 
city was a heavy concentration of homemade explo-
sives.  Dustballs 2, 3, and 4 halted immediately as they 
watched their brothers get launched into the sky.  Upon 
realization of what happened and the sound of incoming 
gunfire, the other vehicles kicked back into action.  
Vehicles 2 and 3 began pushing to the flanks of Vehicle 
1 to provide security and attempt to rescue anybody left 
alive in the burning, deformed heap of metal, formally 
known as the lead vehicle.  BOOM! Two more explosions 
rang out almost simultaneously.  The three exploded ar-
mored trucks and dead Americans within them, made it 
evident that the Taliban did not want to give up their city.

Cirilo grabbed the radio from Lance Corporal Gomez, 
our radio operator from Chicago, “Main, Main.  This 
is BP4.  Over.”  Upon informing our leadership of the 
situation, he requested permission to leave our position 
in order to aid the one vehicle and eight or so Marines 
remaining from the convoy.  We anxiously waited for 
what felt like a lifetime for a response.

“BP4, BP4.  This is Main. Over.”  a voice crackled over the 
radio.  Instantly, my M249 Squad Automatic Weapon felt 
like no more than a paperweight in my hands.  My body 
armor and over 1,000 rounds of ammunition seemed to 
float away.  As I stared at the gray mushroom cloud of 
smoke in the distance, I leaned in to hear the radio traffic.  

“Main , this is BP4, send it.”

“Negative, remain in place and hold your sector.  
How copy?”

“You have got to be fuckin’ kidding me!  Fuck them!  What 
do they know!  Let’s go anyway!”  Canning screamed at 
the top of his lungs, exposing his Long Island accent.  We 
all were in agreeance, but disobeying this order was a 
heavy task.

Cirilo spoke calmly into the receiver while facing us, but 
his gaze fixed on our boots, “Roger, solid copy.”

The arguing amongst ourselves was interrupted by the 
sound of helicopters chopping through the air.  Our eyes 
followed the birds as one landed to evacuate casualties, 
while another fired rockets into the city.  It seemed never 
ending as helicopters made their way to and from the 
nearest aid station.  To the left, more dust balls were 
rapidly moving through the desert, making their way to 
Marjah.  It was clear now.  The battle had begun, and we 
had to do our part of preventing anyone from entering 
Nawa.  Just as the unit entering the city had their task, we 
had ours and could not abandon it.

With many rough experiences while in Afghanistan,  
I have never felt as helpless as I did in February 2010.  
This event, amongst many others, influenced my decision 
to pursue nursing as a career.  I feel I have a lot of  
making up to do.

LION
Everly Love 
ART 115—INTRODUCTION TO 2D DESIGN
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THE BIG SHOT ADVENTURE
ANDREW KIMURA
ENG 100—COMPOSITION I

Roller coasters have brought excitement and joy to many 
ever since their inception. From the first confirmed  
coasters in 1817, the steel behemoths of today have 
evolved into amazing thrills that push the boundaries of 
what’s possible. I have been fascinated with these rides 
ever since my first experience with them, always eager to 
try any new one that I could. As a young child on a trip 
to Las Vegas with my family, hearing about a new and 
exciting roller coaster had me vibrating with excitement. 
My plan for the trip was set: I was going to ride that roller 
coaster at least once during our trip.

It was the summer of 1996 and I had just turned nine 
that spring. I was initially excited for the trip by the 
opportunity to play the slot machines. That ambition 
unfortunately ran into the brick wall of reality. These 
ridiculous excuses of me being “too young” and “it’s 
against the law” crushed my excitement for the trip. 
Fortunately for me, my parents had anticipated this and 
looked up kid-friendly attractions available in the city. I 
remained steadfast in my disinterest at all options until 
they brought up something that captured my attention. 
That something was the newly opened roller coaster 
called the High Roller atop the Stratosphere Tower. 
Having just opened earlier that year, the tower boasted a 
height of 1,149 feet with the roller coaster twisting around 
the observation deck. My enthusiasm for the trip came 
roaring back.

Arriving in Las Vegas late at night, I was shocked by the 
bitingly cool wind in the middle of a desert. Weren’t 
deserts supposed to be hot? Looking out the car window 
on the way to our hotel, I viewed the neon lights shining 
from fantastically shaped hotels. The display before me 
created a kaleidoscope of color, capturing my imagina-
tion and blacking out the clear night sky. We eventually 
arrived at our hotel: the MGM Grand. The shimmer-
ing green complex stood regally like a modern take on 
the Emerald Palace from The Wizard of Oz. It held a 
mind-boggling 5,044 rooms and 751 suites. As we arrived 
at our room to rest up for the next day, my thoughts were 
filled with steel tracks and winding turns. 

Over the next few days we traveled on a set itinerary, 
visiting various shopping centers and casinos. The dry, 

scorching heat beating down on me during those days 
piqued my irritability and impatience. I wanted to ride 
that roller coaster now! Finally, midway through the 
vacation, the day came. Driving up, the tower stood out 
like a majestic white needle piercing into the Vegas sky. 
I could finally see the destination I had longed for. The 
coaster corkscrewed around the entire observation deck 
near the top of the tower, like a crimson dragon curled 
around its treasure. As we entered the building, though, 
my hopes of riding the coaster of my dreams were cruelly 
dashed. Apparently, while the ride had opened along 
with the tower earlier in the year, it had been plagued 
with mechanical issues and had been closed down mul-
tiple times. We had unfortunately come at one of those 
times when it was down for maintenance. My hopes 
destroyed, I was left in a melancholic daze. The terribly 
long elevator ride to the observation deck passed in a 
blink of an eye, and not even the prospect of seeing the 
view was able to get me out of my funk.

However, there was a light at the end of this black tunnel. 
Upon reaching the observation deck, we found out that 
there was another ride available to me. Called the  
Big Shot, the ride shot its passengers 160 feet in the air 
at 45 miles per hour from atop the observation deck to a 
height of 1,081 feet, and then down again. At first glance, 
the ride seemed pretty dull. After all, what’s so fun about 
being launched up and down? That’s nothing compared 
to the twists and turns of a roller coaster. Getting me to 
go took some convincing. I was still hugely disappointed 
about the ride closure and this underwhelming ride was 
being put forth as a replacement? I wasn’t willing to settle 
for this “lesser” ride. Eventually, my parents convinced 
me to go up there with my father to at least take a look.

As the elevator doors opened to the roof of the observa-
tion deck, I was buffeted by a stiff blast of freezing desert 
air despite the cloudless noontime sky. The force of the 
breeze was such that it forced me to grasp the railings 
of the walkway to remain upright. I was thankful for the 
sun, high in the sky, reflecting off the white concrete of 
the roof, as I hadn’t brought a jacket. Looking up I got 
my first look at the Big Shot. On a raised platform in the 
center of the deck was a square mast with rails that shot 
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up for what seemed like forever. Wrapped around the 
mast was a carriage of seats being launched skyward, full 
of riders. Seeing this, my excitement returned to me like 
a tsunami. This ride was a worthy replacement. Waiting 
in line, I repeatedly heard the excited screams of those 
before me. There were a motley of sounds: people in the 
front conversing in fear about “what ifs,” others shriek-
ing and chickening out of the ride, and the ever-present 
shouting of the uniformed ride operators droning their 
memorized lines about safety precautions. These cries 
didn’t really affect me, though. I’d heard those sounds 
before, waiting in line for a roller coaster, and they were  
a familiar comforting tone to me. My confidence only 
grew every time someone quit, for I wasn’t like them—I 
was brave.

As my turn came closer, and we climbed the stairs to  
the top of the platform, we were finally high enough to 
see at least some of the city below. This was the first time 
I’d ever been this high up on a building, so this was a 
new experience for me. It suddenly hit me; I was really 
high up, so high that the vehicles driving below seemed 

like ants scurrying along the ground. The sheer height I 
experienced made this different from other rides.  
Suddenly, I wasn’t so self-assured.  The sounds I took 
comfort in suddenly turned against me; screams of 
excitement transformed into screams of fear, panicked 
“what if” conversations started making sense to me now, 
and the droning safety brief of the ride operators meant 
one false move and I could die. As we moved ever closer 
to our turn, the dread built like a lead weight in my stom-
ach; my palms were slick with sweat and my thoughts 
passed by so quickly that I couldn’t even attempt to grasp 
them. Still, I was in line and our turn was up, so I couldn’t 
just back out. Every step I took to the carriage felt like a 
step towards my death. I was willingly walking the path 
to my execution. 

The walk seemed to pass in a blink of an eye and I  
found myself with my father on the carriage. Fear was 
plastered on my face while my skin resembled the color 
of glue. My father, noticing this, asked if I really wanted 
to do this. He gave me the out I so desperately longed 
for and I jumped at it. Immediately, he notified the ride 

BRICKED–ANATOMY OF A WEBSITE: 
WEBPAGE DESIGN
Melissa Lum 
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piece of information they’d told us was to firmly press 
our heads against the headrest for the ride. That left me 
a bit puzzled. Why would we need to do that? When we 
launched I understood why. The intense g-forces pushed 
me down on my seat and forced my head into my chest. 
I struggled to bring my head up, and as we reached the 
apex, I was finally able to see the world below. The scen-
ery that once gave me fear now took my breath away; the 
sprawling city below looking like a little model city with 
moving parts and everything. Further up, I could see the 
point on the horizon where this tiny wonderland and the 
clear azure sky met, filling me with a sense of wonder. 
Then we started falling; my stomach instantly leapt to my 
throat, and I felt a sense of weightlessness that seemed 
to last forever—but was in actuality only a few seconds. I 
yelled out in excitement, feeling the thrill of this amazing 
ride. Nearing the bottom, we slowed on what felt like a 
cushion of air and launched up again. 

The ride sent us up and down a couple more times,  
but while fun, these drops never matched the sense of 
wonder and excitement that first launch brought. As we 
were brought down for the last time, I reflected on the 
journey that brought me to this point and came to a real-
ization. Sometimes, we make problems out to be greater 
than they really are, and our fear and worry can get the 
best of us. We must look at things rationally because then 
we often find that the problem we’ve built up as insur-
mountable maybe isn’t as bad as it seems. Who knew  
that such an important lesson could be learned from a 
simple thrill ride?

THE ILLUSION OF COLORS
Aika Kojima 
ART 115—INTRODUCTION TO 2D DESIGN

operator and shortly after we were down the elevator and 
back on the observation deck. 

However, my relief was short lived. On the deck, a wave 
of shame and guilt pounded into me. Thoughts of failure 
poured into my mind, yet these thoughts weren’t enough 
to change my decision. I could live with the shame of 
failure if I was safe. Then, as we were walking to meet my 
mother and sister, a thought jumped into my head: “I’m 
never going to get to do this again and I’ll regret it for the 
rest of my life.” This notion revolved around my head, 
again and again, sending daggers of emotion through 
me. Hot tears started dripping from my eyes and I started 
sobbing. My father, at first thinking I was just ashamed, 
tried to comfort me.  It was then I told him that I couldn’t 
leave things like this; I had to go back on the ride. 

After making sure I really wanted to, we went back. As 
we got back in line, though, we encountered a problem; 
the tickets are one time only. I’ll never forget the kindness 
of the ride operator then, who allowed us to go back on 
with our used tickets. This small gesture brought forth a 
renewed confidence to succeed—not just for me, but to 
show that ride operator I could do it as well. The second 
time on the carriage my determination saw me through; 
this time I was prepared. Sitting in the carriage strapped 
in with everyone else, I felt a true sense of camaraderie 
with my fellow riders. We’d have a shared experience that 
couldn’t be taken away. Once we were strapped in, they 
gave us a standard safety brief. The one new, and useful, 
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SKIING AT MOUNT TEINE
DYSON CHEE
ENG 100—COMPOSITION I

Hokkaido, the northernmost prefecture of Japan, is a  
magnificent winter wonderland. From late fall to early 
spring, its landscape is blanketed with fluffy, pure white 
snow and dotted with bare, needle-like trees. However, 
when looking down at the landscape from a bird’s-eye 
view, one can see long, winding bald patches that are 
devoid of trees. At first they look like frozen rivers, but 
these patches are in fact ski trails and resorts and they 
are as numerous in Hokkaido as streams are in Hawaii. 
I went to one of these ski resorts when I was fourteen, 
along with my mother and eleven-year-old brother, 
for our annual vacation. We went to Teine Ski Resort, 
located within Hokkaido’s capital, Sapporo, which hosted 
the extravagant 1972 Winter Olympics. Since my mother, 
brother, and I all had experienced skiing the previous 
year, I expected this ski trip to be much easier than the 
last, and I was ready to learn something new. 

To get to the ski resort, we first had to take a bus, and  
although the bus ride was only 30–40 minutes long, it felt 
like an eternity to me since it was packed to the point of 
bursting with people heading to the ski resort. Despite 
the crowd, the windows were shut, so it got stuffy and 
hot within minutes. It did not help that I was shorter 
than most of the other people, so I kept on getting jostled 
and bumped around, which was rather uncomfortable. 
I can only imagine the agonizing pain my younger, and 
smaller, brother was suffering at the same time. Once the 
bus finally stopped at the ski resort, everyone poured out 
of the bus like water from a pitcher. The instant I stepped 
out of the bus, the cold and dry air burned my nose and 
pierced my lungs like shards of ice. Boy, the air was  
freezing! For a moment, I wished I was back inside the 
warm bus, but the bubbling excitement of going skiing 
soon dispelled that wish. 

In front of the bus stop, there were three small ski cours-
es about 300-500 feet long that were covered with people, 
mostly novices and beginners who had never skied 
before. Clad in our bulky and thick ski gear, we decided 
to ski on these basic courses first before attempting the 
more advanced ones. However, these beginner courses 
were much more difficult than I had expected. To be 
clear, the courses themselves were not hard at all; it was 
the fear of running someone over or being bowled over 

by a fellow skier that made it dangerous, as the ski path 
was so full of people. In fact, according to the National 
Ski Areas Association, during 2015-2016, there were 39 
fatalities and 45 serious injuries caused by people skiing 
and snowboarding. After narrowly avoiding being on the 
receiving end of a pair of skis, I decided that I had had 
enough of the beginner courses, and we headed to the 
advanced courses. 

To get to the top of the advanced courses, we had to ride  
a gondola, and the scenery on the way was unbelievable. 
I could see several adjacent mountains, all covered in 
pure white snow, undisturbed by man and untouched 
with the exception of the occasional footprint of a rabbit, 
fox, or squirrel. The icicles hanging from the trees 
reflected the sunlight in such a way as to appear lumines-
cent, and the trees themselves stood tall, withstanding 
the weight of icicles and snow on their branches. When 
we reached the summit, the view was stunning; the 
cold, crisp air was oddly refreshing and I could see for 
miles and miles in all directions. Surrounding us were 
mountains dotted with dead, dark brown trees, and past 
that, I could make out the city of Sapporo, a few towns, 
and large, flat areas that may have been farms covered 
in snow. Beyond this, I could make out the shape of a 
bay, with a large, bustling coastal town right next to it. 
The scenery was so perfect and peaceful; however, the 
truth is that this I had learned that beautiful and pristine 
land nearly faced invasion and devastation by the Allies 
during World War II, especially when the Kurile Islands 
were invaded by the U.S.S.R. 

Once at the summit, we disembarked and began going 
down the ski trail, which was not as challenging as my 
brother and I had expected it to be. My mother, howev-
er, was having a difficult time, probably due to the fact 
that she is sensitive to the cold and that she is about 30 
years older than my brother and me. She kept on going, 
though, and she told us that she simply enjoyed being 
able to ski with her family. After a couple of minutes of 
zipping down the mountain, we got to an intersection, 
where we could choose to go on an Olympic course, or 
to continue with the current, easier course. The Olympic 
course is a course that was used during the 1972 Winter 
Olympics. It looked steep and intimidating, and no one 
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that passed by us was even considering going down it, 
but I was determined to do the Olympic course. After all, 
I thought, a little challenge can’t hurt. 

I asked my brother if he wanted to try it too; I fully  
expected him to say something along the lines of “Heck 
no, I’m not stupid,” but surprisingly, he accepted the 
challenge with a bold face and decided to go down with 
me. The thought ran through my head that my little 
brother was quite a soldier, or an idiot. Before I had even 
asked her, my mother declined to go with us, warning 
that we should not bite off more than we could chew. 
This made me reconsider going down the course for a 
moment, but I figured that my brother and I could com-
plete it intact and alive. 

For better or for worse, my brother and I made our final 
decision to go down the Olympic course, regardless of 
what my mother said. Right before I was about to go 
down the slope from which there would be no return 
(the slope was too steep for me to climb back up without 
over-exerting myself ), one last final bit of doubt surfaced. 
My heart was already pounding quickly, and I was sweat-
ing profusely from the excitement and nervousness that 
was bubbling inside of me, so when that last bit of doubt 
surfaced, I was ready to bail. It was too late, however, 
because I was already speeding down the slope and my 
brother was trailing behind me. 

I quickly began winding down the ski slope in wide, 
S-shaped curves in order to slow myself down, but I  
noticed that my brother was not doing the same.  
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Instead, he was gaining speed at a rapid rate. The snow 
on the course had compacted a little from other skiers 
compressing the snow when they skied on it, and it now 
resembled ice. Due to this, it was harder to make sharp 
turns. I desperately shouted at my brother to slow him-
self down or to stop. He looked at me, and for a fraction 
of a second he was floating in the air, looking weightless 
and almost professional. Then, in an explosion of snow, 
he went face first into the ground, falling and rolling 
down about a fifth of the course. When I got to him, 
he was more or less fine, although he was completely 
covered in powdery snow, and looked rather grumpy and 
disheveled. Unfortunately, his skis had come off and we 
just could not get them back on since the slope was too 
steep. After several minutes of grunting, shouting, and 
swearing, I gave up and ordered my brother to butt-scoot 
the rest of the way down while I carried his skis with me. 
Once I picked up his skis, I immediately regretted my 
kind gesture. The skis were three feet long and somewhat 
slick and slippery, which made holding on to them a 
challenge. I knew that I could not afford to fall down, be-
cause if I lost my skis too, there would be no one to carry 
them. With this thought lurking in my head, I continued 
down the ski slope, which felt extremely long now. I 
repeatedly thought about what I would do if I fell down, 
which of course made me nervous, yet strangely, I credit 
that thought with keeping me from falling down. 

Amazingly, I managed to make it to the end of the course 
without losing my balance or dropping the skis, and my 
brother got there before me, even though he half rolled, 
half butt-scooted down the slope, which was quite an 
achievement. My mother was already waiting for me by 
the time I reached the end of the course, with a knowing 
smile on her face. When she asked me how the Olympic 
course was, I replied that it was fun and I wanted to do 
it again. And I really meant it! Going down the Olympic 
course once while carrying skis had eliminated all fear 
about doing it again. Knowing that I could complete 
an Olympic course made me feel much more confident 
about skiing. 

Buoyed by that same lifting confidence, my brother 
decided that he would do everything within his power 
to finish the course on skis, which I personally thought 
was much braver than my decision to try the course 
again. Oftentimes, when people fail they shirk away 
from completing their goal, yet my brother increased his 
determination to achieve his goal. This impressed me so 
much; I decided that I too would always be determined 
to finish what I start. I went on this vacation expecting to 
learn how to ski better, which I did, but the true lesson 
that I came away with was this: grit and determination 
will almost always allow you to succeed, and never doubt 
that you can learn anything from a youngster.

ORIGAMI
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CEYLON
JAMES MELCHER
ENG 273N—INTRODUCTION TO LITERATURE: CREATIVE WRITING & LITERATURE: CREATIVE NONFICTION

Ceylon, like many places during the age of European  
exploration, was first discovered by the Portuguese in 
1505.  Portuguese explorer Lourenço de Almeida made 
contact with the indigenous Buddhist Sinhalese and  
Hindu Tamil kingdoms, which have lived and fought 
over the island for thousands of years previous. The 
Portuguese, hungry for rich spices and jewels named the 
island Ceilão, and in 1517, established a fort in the city of 
Colombo. In 1660, The Dutch fought the Portuguese 
over control of the island, which at this time, consisted 
of the western and northern low-lying parts of the island, 
except for the mountainous Kingdom of Kandy. Over a 
hundred years later, in 1802, the French—who just con-
quered by the Dutch during the Napoleonic war—signed 
the island over to the British at the end of the aforemen-
tioned war and translated the name to Ceylon. A year 
later, in 1803, the British would invade Kandy, toppling 
two thousand years of Sinhalese independence and 
establish British control over the entire island. In order 
to seal control over the island the colonial government 
established the Tamil people as the dominant minority 
favoring them with education, and powerful local gov-
ernment positions over the majority Sinhalese populus.  
146 years later, during the British decolonization after the 
Second World War, Ceylon reclaimed its independence 
and renamed itself Sri Lanka, a name that translates in 
Sinhalese as “that which glitters.” It’s reference to the  
vast amount of gems and precious stones mined from  
the island. 

However, the transition of political power splintered 
the two ethnic groups when the Sinhala government 
changed the national language from English to  
Sinhalese and established sanctions that limited the 
number of Tamil students that could attend college. The 
once powerful Tamil people, now a sanctioned minority, 
found themselves in a country where they didn’t speak 
the recognized language, removing the Tamils who were 
in government and where the same government kicked 
Tamil students out of school. 

It started as a riot of students that spread to an insur-
gency of scattered groups, then in 1983 escalated to a full 
blown civil war against a militant group known as the 
Liberation Tigers of Tamil Eelam, who fought to  

establish the state of Eelam in Sri Lanka’s northern  
coastal area. The Sri Lankan military fought the Tamil 
Tigers in a violent war that lasted for 25 years with over  
a hundred and fifty thousand civilian and military  
casualties on both sides. 

Seven years after the war, on May of 2016, we arrived in 
Colombo in the twilight of early morning during one 
of the biggest storms I had ever seen. When we left the 
baggage claim, the automatic sliding doors opened and 
a wall of thick humid air that made you feel like the 
world was giving you an all-encompassing, uncomfort-
ably warm hug hit us. I walked with my class as cracks 
of thunder exploded over our heads like artillery shells, 
and powerful bolts of lightning forked across the dense 
billowing clouds that rained over the island. Outside the 
airport, an older gentleman fashioned in suspenders, 
a graying mustache, and sporting a comb-over, stood 
outside the baggage claim. He was smoking a cigarette 
under a glass canopy that dripped with fresh rain. He 
held a handwritten sign with our school’s name on it. 
Our teachers Mr. Dwyer, Mrs. Petra, Mr. Roosevelt, and 
Mrs. Godwise were the chaperones on the trip. Petra, 
having all the connections, greeted the man as he took us 
to our bus.

The bus took my class from the airport in Colombo to 
the Golden Star Beach Hotel in the neighboring city of 
Negombo. The bus left the airport and drove through the 
waterlogged streets of the new world; a new world to us 
at least. 

Over the bus’s AP system our tour guide said, “Ayubowan 
ladies and gentlemen.” Ayubowan is the traditional 
greeting of Sri Lanka, which translates as a greeting of 
long life.  “If you will please look over to your right, you 
will see the Kelani River has flooded,” he said in a thick 
but articulated accent. The riverbanks swelled with mud-
dy water that engulfed riverside homes up to the tops of 
doorways. We drove through sheets of rain that poured 
down the outside of the tour bus like someone was hold-
ing a hose at the top of every window.

After driving through sheets of rain, the bus pulled into 
the hotel, and entered the driveway, rounding a small 
avocado green lotus fountain. Then, the massive vehicle 



36

parked half way under the overhang, its brakes hissed, 
and it came to a complete stop. We gathered our belong-
ings, exited the bus, and took cover from the rain inside 
the lobby of the Golden Star Hotel. The driver and his 
assistant pulled out our luggage from the belly of the 
bus. In the lobby, black canvas lounge chairs that were 
now occupied by The Honolulu Waldorf School’s senior 
class accompanied low white stone coffee tables. We 
haphazardly sat around in loose groups as the lobbies 
atmosphere filled with the excited but exhausted din of 
high school conversation.  

Our teachers and the mustachioed tour guide stood  
looking over our visas and itineraries as well as the stu-
dents they’d be responsible for over the next two weeks.  
Mr. Dwyer, our sponsor and Earth Arts teacher, sat next 
to Mr. Roosevelt, the History and English teacher, both 
of whom were listening to Petra discussing the itinerary 
with the tour guide and hotel management. Mrs. God-
wise counted her students, making sure her ducks were 
all in a row. The plan was to stay in the city for three days 
and then begin the trek up north to the town of Killino-
chi where we would stay in an orphanage for 5 days. We 
would be doing activities with the kids there as well as 
repainting the inside of the kindergarten. The next leg of 
the journey would take us to Sigiriya, then to Kandy, and 
back to Colombo for a day. Form there, we would fly back 
the same way we came by flying to South Korea and back 
to Hawaii.

A month before we left for Sri Lanka, I remember a 
conversation I had with a friend and roommate for this 
trip, Jack.  We sat on a bench at school looking out at 
Maunaloa Bay during our lunch break. Jack sat listening 
to Bobby Darin, as he silently sang “Somewhere Beyond 
the Sea” in his headphones. He was on his phone check-
ing his Facebook and eating a sandwich as we sat in my 
favorite spot in school. The green bench stood under a 
wide-leafed tree that provided ample amounts of shade 
in the hot sun.  It sat next to a flat top rock wall that 
lapped with waves at the water’s edge and was the perfect 
height to rest your feet. It occasionally got wet when an 
unusually large wave would crash on the wall splashing 
the unsuspecting kid that happened to be sitting in the 
wrong place at the right time.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” Jack said when I broke the 
news that our senior trip would be spent on the tropical 
island of Sri Lanka. “The hell ever happened to Italy or 
Ireland?” Jack said, between bites of his peanut butter 
and jelly.

“I don’t think our class can afford sending all of us to 
either of those places, man,” I said, looking out at the 
crashing waves. Our class—like many classes before us—
raised up money by capitalizing on the other students. 
We sold lunches, gelato, and did fundraisers like washing 
cars. Occasionally, a parent would donate more money 
than we could ever raise on our own.

“But no one even voted for Sri Lanka, ridiculous!” That 
was true, no one voted for Sri Lanka. We spent weeks try-
ing to make this one simple but important decision. Most 
of the votes went to places like England, Rome, or Japan.   

“As much as I’d like to go anywhere that isn’t a tropical is-
land,”  I waved my hands at the view, acknowledging the 
bright blue sky, gentle swaying palm trees, and million 
dollar oceanfront view, “when it comes down to it, I don’t 
think we have much of a say in the matter if that’s where 
we’re going.” 

“Hey man, you excited?” I asked Jack back in the  
Golden Star Hotel as we were given our room keys and 
exchanged US currency for Sri Lankan Rupees. As we 
walked down the open halls of the hotel, rain drained off 
copper chains that were fixed to the gutter of the orange 
clay soaked roof.

“Ha!” he exclaimed, “I’m excited to take a nap.” He paused, 
“no turning back now.” 

“Me too man, but I’m starved. When do you think they 
will start serving breakfast?” I said as we rounded the 
corner past the dining room adjacent to the pool. Behind 
the pool and its bar with a pagoda shaped roof, we could 
see large brown waves violently breaking on the beach. 
We passed a set of stairs that led to the other rooms on 
the second floor, made a left, and then entered a hallway 
with open glass panel windows opposite to the doors.

“No idea,” he said. We walked up to room 17. I unlocked 
the door, and we walked in. The room had three neatly 
made beds, a boxy TV, two overhead fans, and a large 
glass window that opened to a flooded patio and the 
dining room beyond. Jack and I put down our stuff and 
flopped into bed where we remained very still for  
an hour.

After getting up from our power nap, I opened up the 
nightstand and found a copy of the Quran. Its beautiful 
leather-bound gold embroidered cover and thick off 
white pages gave it an almost magical aura. I took it out 
and showed it to Jack: “We’re not in Kansas anymore,” I 
said, smiling.



37

Jack laughed. “That’s for sure.”  He turned on the old tv. 
The screen popped to life as a slightly fuzzy image of a 
man in a blue and gold uniform with large shin guards 
swung a wide wooden bat at a ball that bounced toward 
him. “Aww gross! Cricket.” Jack hissed as he quickly 
changed the channel and came upon BBC News. I put 
the book back, sat on the edge of my bed and watched.

A sandy haired women in a dark suit was in the middle 
of a report, a read banner of bold letters said ‘Breaking 
News’ and the familiar teardrop shape of the island of  
Sri Lanka was over her shoulder: “Hundreds have already 
been displaced. Military officials has sent relief forces 
to the most affected parts of Sri Lanka and the UN and 
other nations have sent humanitarian aid to the island 
nation.” The screen changed to a string of footage, one 
of which was a shaky shot from the open rear doors of a 
Soviet era helicopter that hovered over a flooded village. 
An olive green airman held a man and a child above 
thick espresso colored water as they were raised up to the 
helicopter through the turbulent gale of its rotor wash. 

“But flooded roads, landslides, and continual rainfall has 
made this task difficult. We will inform you of the situa-
tion as it develops.”

“Holy crap,” I muttered, eyes fixed on the footage of the 
flood. We both shot each other a glance as if to say it’s 
really that bad isn’t it?

Then the anchorwoman casually switched to the next 
story in a swoosh of transitional sound effects to another 
reporter as he came on screen.  He was on the deck of the 
world’s largest cruise ship.  Spiraling yellow waterslides 
framed him on one side and on the other, his thin gray-
ing hair buffeted in the wind of the upper deck.

Jack and I sat and watched the news for a while hoping to 
hear more about the flooding before we noticed activity 
outside our window.  Past the submerged patio—and 
the small body of water where the lawn was supposed 
to be—was the dining room, now busy with activity. Our 
sponsors, a handful of classmates, and other vacationers 
were engaged in conversation and breakfast.

After a buffet breakfast of eggs, pastries, and a sweet 
coconut curry, our chaperones allowed us the liberty 
of exploring Negombo, so long as we stayed in groups. 
It was still early and the morning sun filtered dimly 
through a heavy layer of clouds. Jack stayed in the room 
to unpack and rest more as I left with a small group of six 
to look for souvenir shops around our hotel. The streets 
were nearly empty except for the occasional motorcycle 
or tuk-tuk that sped past on the wrong side of the road. 

We walked down the street until it started to rain and we 
took shelter under a storefront decorated with complex 
wooden masks of ancient Sri Lankan snake gods. A small 
man with a hooked nose and a smooth baldhead said 

“Ayubowan,” and welcomed me into his store with a smile. 

I thanked him in return and the rest of the group came 
into the store and he welcomed them as well with a 
warm greeting. Inside Ayubowan Gift Collection—as the 
store was called— were hundreds of different handmade 
trinkets, leather bags, ashtrays, silks, necklaces, bracelets, 
and other tourist related goods. I found a shot glass for 
my parents, a rich dark green silk sash that depicted an 
elephant for my sister, two dark wood incense burners, 
and a selection of the stores house brand of incense. As 
I paid for my things the shop owner told us about the 
flooding. He told us that 50 people had died already but 
they have been up in the mountainous part of the island. 
We thanked him and then left feeling a little uneasy. Our 
group split and I went back to the hotel along with the 
others who wanted to do the same.  

When we got back in the hotel, Mrs. Godwise relayed 
that the US embassy told us to stay in Negombo for 
another day until the weather got better. The change 
in schedule meant shaving a day off of our stay at the 
Kilinochchi orphanage. I don’t think anyone complained 
about the change in schedule. 

On our second night in Negombo, the teachers held an 
emergency powwow with the class. We sat in a large 
semi circle in a private upstairs dining room usually 
reserved for weddings. The teachers said to us is in stern 
very serious voices that they found a few beers in one of 
my classmates' hotel rooms and they wanted those who 
drank beer to come forward.

No one said anything. We all remained still. 

Earlier that day after a tiring adventure to a fish market, 
a healthy smattering of others, myself included, decided 
it would be a good idea to drink some of the beverages 
that we bought at the conveniently placed beer shop 
across the street form the hotel. We brought back several 
large green glass bottles with golden lions on them, and 
brought them into the hotel room where they were 
later discovered. Apparently, the mini fridge was not a 
good place to hide beers. We kicked back the beers and 
watched an old James Bond film that was running on the 
movie channel. We had a good time, a good time that was 
strictly prohibited. 
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As far as punishment goes, having to call our parents and 
tell them we were drinking in a foreign country wasn’t 
all that bad. “What were they going to do, send us back 
home?” I thought, as I raised my hand and manned up to 
what I had done. Some followed suit raising their hands 
with me. Others who were as guilty as I remained still.

Myself and of the few others who had confessed were 
standing in the lobby of the hotel around the low stone 
coffee tables as we took turns calling our parents. I hadn’t 
spoken to my parents since I left on the trip so it was  
a good opportunity talk to them and tell them how I  
was doing.

“Was it any good?” my dad asked through Mrs. Godwise’s 
iPhone, after I told him I got caught drinking. 

“Meh, it was alright. It was strong beer though,” I said, 
half-heartedly.

“Well that’s good, proud of you for having fun—don’t get 
caught again, ok?”

I laughed. “Ok dad, ya I won't, tell mom I said hi.” We 
said our goodbyes and hung up. 

After our time in the seaside town of Negombo, we 
embarked on a ten-hour drive to the inland town of 
Kilinochchi in Sri Lanka’s northern province; the trek 
would have been impossible seven years ago due to the 
violent conflict that engulfed that part of the island. On 
our second to last day in Kilinochi, after waking up to the 
sound of a mosque’s call to prayer from under mosquito 
netting, I walked out as Father Daniel, the priest who 
took care of the children in the orphanage we stayed at, 
came riding in on his motorcycle. He asked us to join 
the church ceremony because it was his daughter’s 10th 
birthday. The orphanage was a large compound with dirt 
paths that connected four sleeping quarters, a farm with 
three cows, a small wine vineyard,  an eating hall, and a 
kindergarten that we cleaned and repainted. Mango trees 
and small palms scattered around the compound shad-
ing benches, plastic seats, and wooden picnic tables. 

To the front of the complex, St. Paul’s Church, stood as a 
squat white, open-air building with what at first looked 
like a Hindu stupa at the top, but was adorned with an 
illuminated cross at its pinnacle. Our group sat on the 
left side in the church. After a while, the church bell rang 
and the building steadily filled with people.  After a few 
minutes, the small church was packed with men and 
boys wearing collared shirts.  The women and girls wore 
saris in many colorful patterns and designs. Everyone 

was barefoot. Snacks were passed out by some of the old-
er girls who lived in the compound; they gave us wafer 
cookies and a metal cup filled with a sweet milky chai tea. 
Father Daniel began the sermon, as he stood in his clergy 
robes and the church erupted in song. After the pray-
ing and singing, one of the girls brought out a cake and 
Grace, the priest’s daughter, walked up to the center table. 
Father Daniel lit a little candle, and we all started to sing 
Happy Birthday to Grace before she blew out the candle 
and ate a slice of cake.

Sitting there, I recalled a somber moment earlier in  
the trip when we were talking to Father Daniel on our 
tour around Killinochi. We were at the war memorial 
that commemorated the Battle of Kilinochchi, and the  
end of the nation’s long and violent civil war. The whole 
structure sat atop a grassy knoll on the side of the  
Kandy-Jaffna Highway, the long four-lane stretch of road 
that intersects Kilinochchi. The memorial itself is simply 
a large concrete box cracked by a giant golden bullet with 
an enormous golden lotus flower that grows out of the 
top of the cracks. When we went inside the memorial, I 
remember I asked him what he did during the war.

“I was in the Army,” he said, pulling out a small brown 
wallet from somewhere under his robe. He retrieved 
a military ID card with a picture of him in the corner. 
He was dressed in a woodland army uniform. “I didn’t 
do much fighting. I mostly buried the dead.” His voice 
echoed in the hollow concrete box that was inside the 
war memorial. “I dug over 80 graves, some for  
people I knew.”

When the preacher told us this I didn’t know what to 
say.  What do you say to something like that? I just stood 
there in silence with Mr. Dwyer and Mr. Roosevelt trying 
to take it all in. It was at that point I realized the gravity 
and significance of this place. Not just on an intellectual 
level, but on a human one. I understood why Father 
Daniel took care of these kids, the survivors of the war, 
whose lives were impacted so much by this conflict.  The 
scars from the civil war are still noticeable: the military 
presence in the streets, the bullet-riddled building, burial 
grounds, and the blown out husks of buildings along the 
highway. All of this is a constant reminder of the cost of 
war. It’s one thing to read about the numbers of war, and 
another thing to see its monuments, but nothing com-
pares to looking a man in the eye who had been there 
and experienced the horror and carnage firsthand. 

Five days later, through clear blue skies over the  
Colombo International Airport, we left Sri Lanka behind 
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as our airliner steadily climbed to an altitude of 30,000 
feet. A few hours later, after the sun dipped below the 
horizon, the aircraft entered a thick bank of clouds above 
Bangladesh. Unable to sleep in the turbulence that shook 
the sky blue aircraft, I opened my window and saw the 
steady strobe light of the plane’s running lights flashing 
in the night. Then, a brilliant flash of lightning as a pow-
erful purple bolt lit up the dark clouds above the aircraft.  
I noticed the tips as well as the small rods at the ends of 
the wings began to glow with a beautiful blue-purple 
plasma haze. My inner scientist surmised that the metal 

skin of the aircraft was absorbing the energy from the 
storm and it collected on the trailing edges of the wings. 
Another flash lanced across the sky as I watched in awe 
as we flew through the powerful lighting storm. I was 
speechless in the presence of the otherworldly sight 
before my eyes. As the plane departed from the storm, 
the glow steadily dimmed then died off entirely as we en-
tered clear, star speckled sky. I was tired; I was tan, and I 
was ready to go home.  But most importantly, I had been 
there and experienced a place I would have never known 
or cared about if I hadn’t been there for myself. 
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THE SOUNDS OF WAR
KATLIN LEMOS CILLIERS
ENG 100—COMPOSITION I

When I awoke on that sunny morning, I jumped out 
of bed and went off to find Grandma. She was ironing 
clothes in our living room. I cheerfully asked, “When is 
cousin Thalita coming over to play?” As she answered, I 
lost track of her words. I had just laid eyes on the most  
intriguing object: it rested against a shelf in the corner, 
and I was sure it had not been there the night before. 
Grandma noticed my interested look, shrugged, and 
resumed her ironing.

I approached the magnificent item with care, and  
immediately tried to lift it off the ground. It stretched 
higher than my eight-year-old self, and it was somewhat 
heavy. It wobbled as I tried to hold up the long wooden 
bow, which looked like a weapon straight out of a  
fantasy book. My small hands slid along the length of the 
mysterious artifact. I could feel—almost smell—the fresh 
varnish, carefully applied to preserve the colorful, tribal 
paintings that adorned it. Holding that strange device 
swept my imagination directly to foreign lands, heroic 
medieval clashes, and bow-and-arrow movie battles. I 
kept exploring and took heed of its most striking feature: 
tightly attached to one of the pole’s ends was a hol-
lowed-out vessel, all garnished. In the right lighting, one 
could see the outline of a lion’s face.

I was intrigued as I touched the long steel string that 
stretched vertically across the vessel from end to end of 
the...bow? It was obviously a wooden bow. Was it? I grew 
more curious by the minute. My uncle’s keys rattling in 
the lock halted my avalanche of impending questions.

He walked in, looking tired in his grey police uniform. 
His eyes immediately drifted to the very corner where I 
had been standing. I was lost in thought, nurturing cun-
ning plans for a new make-believe game with my cousin, 
where we would explore the fields of Scotland—which 
was suddenly within reach—just outside the yard.

My uncle’s gaze brought me back to the living room,  
and I sensed that my craving for information was about 
to be satisfied. He playfully invited me to take a seat  
next to him.

“Bring it with you. Careful now, you do not want to  
break it.” 

My fingers were still firmly gripped around my  
newfound toy when I learned its name. “Do you know 
what a Berimbau does?”

I shook my head in a silent, slightly disappointed. “No.”

I had hoped that if I knew its name I would at least 
understand what that strange thing did. But it sounded 
so foreign, despite being a Portuguese word. Unwilling to 
admit defeat, I timidly gave it a go. 

“I guess it’s a weapon.”

His laughter echoed around the room and the corners 
of his lips were still curved when he finally managed to 
stop giggling. “That does make a lot of sense, what you 
thought there. In the past, people seemed to think the 
Berimbau was indeed a weapon. Actually, it is a  
musical instrument.”

My jaw dropped. I didn’t see that one coming.

“It’s not just any musical instrument, though. The 
Berimbau represents the heart and soul of Capoeira. It  
is the essential tool to add rhythm to the fighting and 
dance motions. Without the Berimbau, the essence of 
Capoeira is lost.”

Oh, did I know about Capoeira! The memories of my be-
loved uncle teaching the smooth, beautiful moves of the 
martial-arts-dance-mix to kids and teenagers filled me 
with joy. I never tired of hearing stories about the events 
and friendly competitions he was involved in.

I urged, “Tell me stories of Capoeira, Tio. Tell me my 
favorite one again. Please!”

I knew and loved the story already. Sure, it was sad. But I 
cherished how it took me back in time—even if for a few 
moments—and how grateful I felt for our ancestors, for 
having fought so hard against oppression. Those stories 
unveiled tales of resistance that would be forever im-
printed in my memory. I closed my eyes and let his words 
recreate the past.
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“When Brazil was being colonized, the Portuguese could 
not find many people who were interested in coming to 
live here. Large rainforests and several native Indigenous 
tribes did not make for an attractive setup to the average 
European, did they? Lacking options, the Portuguese 
decided to use slave labor, smuggling Africans from their 
other colonies to cultivate the land. Those people, as I 
told you before, were forced to live in under inhumane 
conditions, outside of the main house on the sugar cane 
farms. As a result, many of them tried to run away. They 
ended up being chased, caught, and brought back by the 
landlord’s colonial agents, only to be brutally punished.”

“In such a hostile environment,” he went on, “deprived of 
weapons or resources to defend against the farmers’ tyr-
anny, the slaves were forced to come up with alternatives. 
The answer was to turn back to their roots for wisdom. 

They established a fighting style from Angola, where 
most of them were from. This was the start of Capoeira.”

“Wouldn’t the farmers punish them for practicing how  
to fight?”

He replied with a smirk: “That is where the magic of  
Berimbau comes in. The slaves were reproducing a 
fighting style that would enable them not only to stand 
oppression, but could also be disguised as…dancing.”

I thought it was admirable. He went on, chuckling at my 
astonishment. “So the next time colonial agents came af-
ter them, they knew what to do. They fought back using 
Capoeira. Many managed to escape and went on to build 
communities that grew larger as years went by. Obviously, 
the newly founded government was not thrilled about 

DEMONS
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farmers losing their slave labor, since the rulers wanted 
to keep the elite happy. In a desperate move to take con-
trol of the situation, they made Capoeira illegal.”

My stomach sank. I felt as if I was there, fighting along 
our ancestors, not more than a century ago.

“Eventually, we had some remarkable Capoeira masters 
who managed to highlight the importance of the sport 
from a cultural perspective. In the 1940’s, the art form 
was not only proclaimed legal again, but also recognized 
as an essential part of African and Brazilian heritage. To 
this day, it is regarded as an intangible cultural asset. You 
will agree with me that it is also a beautiful acrobatic 
dance to watch.”

I nodded. I absolutely adored seeing him teach his  
Capoeira classes to the youngsters in our community.

“That is why we now have a Berimbau in our house. It was 
given to me as a gift from my own master, to remind us 
of our roots, and the importance of resilience. I will also 
play it in my lessons to conduct the Roda de Capoeira. In 

fact, I am headed to the fields in about an hour  
or so. Would you like to come along and listen to  
the Berimbau?”

I smiled and jumped on his back, pretending to make  
Capoeira moves, to which he responded with a fake 
growl as we played and got ready to set off to the fields  
to honor and celebrate our roots.

Delving into the Brazilian culture involves learning  
about beautiful yet sad stories. One cannot think of  
Brazil without stumbling upon a deeply ingrained 
culture of colonization, oppression, exploitation, and 
suffering. During those dark colonial times, thousands  
of Africans were enslaved and lost family members,  
never to see them again. The Berimbau, which is inter-
twined with Capoeira and its roots, stands throughout 
history as a symbol of resistance against suffering and 
domination, conferring sweet tones to the music of life, 
in a realistic representation of Brazilians’ general attitude 
to problems: we smile and dance our problems away.

YANG
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ART 127—  GRAPHIC SYMBOLISM



43

A WALK IN MY 
FATHER’S BOOTS
SHEVIS ISHIHARA
ENG 100—COMPOSITION I

I can feel the sweat secreting through every single pore  
on my body.  The extreme heat, as well as my 60+ pounds 
of gear, is the probable cause, not to mention I just 
climbed more stairs than any sane person would will-
ingly endure.  I’m incredibly tired; my exhaustion has no 
comparison and my thirst, alone, should be enough to 
kill me.  However, I’m not thinking any of these debilitat-
ing thoughts.  My only primitive thought is the safety and 
survival, not just of myself, but of every person in this 
doomed skyscraper of a building.

The hallway we’re currently trekking is approximately 
100 yards long, but curves as if imitating the letter “S,” 
which we know from previous knowledge of the build-
ing’s layout.  My crew and I make our way, slowly yet 
evenly paced, down the hall.  We must keep in mind that 
our air supply will only last us an hour, at best.  That’s if 
we can control our breathing, which is extremely difficult 
to do during exertion and because of the adrenaline  
currently pumping through our veins.  Our training 
tells us to practice “skip breathing,” where you take one 
breath in the time span it would normally take for two, 
therefore doubling your air supply.  Personally, I’ve found 
that humming during exhales helps me to do this, and 
keeps me calm.

In the distance, I can see a faint orange glow and so I  
point this out to my crew.  The heat intensifies, and we 
can see the thermal layering—the thick black smoke and  
superheated gases accumulated at the ceiling, due to  
incomplete combustion.  

We have almost closed the distance and the heat has  
multiplied to 1,000+ degrees.  If it weren’t for our protec-
tive turnout gear, our exposed skin would blister instan-
taneously.  I can see a unit, about 30 feet away, which is 
fully involved.  The once distant orange glow has now 
morphed into flames that are beginning to extend out 
into the building’s common hallway.  We’ve found the 
point of origin.

The crew and I advance another 15 feet toward the unit.   
In that short period of time, the smoke has now doubled 

in thickness, and visibility has decreased to the point 
where we can’t even see our hands in front of our masks.  
This forces us to crouch down lower for better visibility.  
From this angle, we see the lapping flames begin to  
kiss the dense smoke that’s hovering above us.  Not a 
good sign.  The heavy concentration of smoke starts to 
flicker, indicating that the internal atmosphere has now 
reached a high saturation of combustible gasses and  
ignition temperature.  

For a fleeting moment, not longer than five seconds, I am 
consumed by complete reverence.  I watch in awe and 
respect, as the flames begin to sporadically weave across 
and throughout the smoke.  The voracious creature be-
gins to crawl, stretching its infinite tentacle-like limbs in 
every direction—an indiscriminate beast that consumes 
everything in its path.

Remembering my training, I open and close the hose 
line in a fog stream to create a cooling effect.  I know that 
if I can bring down the temperature of the room, the 
gaseous smoke will no longer ignite.  I see the flames 
above me slowly start to recede; we then, as a team, get as 
close to the seat of the fire as we possibly can and work to 
extinguish the raging beast.  After hours of battling, we 
are victorious.

A firefighter with twenty-eight years of service once told 
me the following:  “It takes a certain kind of person to 
be a firefighter.  You must be willing to put your life on 
the line for your community and fellow firefighters.  As 
grueling as fighting fires can be, it’s not the most difficult 
part of the job.  I feel that one of the hardest things is 
triaging a mass-casualty incidence, where there are more 
patients than responders to help.  This means having to 
decide, and living with the decision, of who has the best 
chance for survival- and who doesn’t.  With that being 
said, I feel that firefighting is the most rewarding and 
honorable profession there is.”
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This place, my favorite place on this little island, is a 
place that I’ve grown to love like an acquired taste. This 
place is a safe haven. This place is beautiful. This place  
is sacred.

Growing up on Oahu, many of us have been to the beach. 
It’s a rarity to meet someone who doesn’t know how to 
swim. We all have enjoyed the sunny skies, clear blue 
water, and soft sand beneath our toes to some extent. For 
some, it’s a lifestyle. For some, it’s an event. For me, it was 
rather scarring. I was a victim of tough love. “What, you 
no can handle?” my dad said, as I ran out of the five to 
six foot shore break coughing up water. The experience 
was like a washing machine at full speed, and I was the 
clothes. I was the youngest one there on a rather un-
crowded day. “I am not doing that again”, my brain told 
my body. I sat by the car and waited, not daring to go 
back in. In fact, I didn’t go back in for at least a few years. 
But when I did return it was on my own accord, at my 
own pace. Suddenly, what was once fear slowly became 
love, gracefully aided by courage. 

Then I tried a new board. By that time I was already 
standing up on my small board, but this one was bigger. 
My brother-in-law, a dark athletic guy who seemingly 
was a professional at everything he did, picked me up 
one morning. He had a huge grin across his face, like 
a kid on Christmas morning, perking up as we parked 
alongside the road. A couple of our other friends pulled 
in next to us, and I was happy to see someone my age 
come out of the car. He’d never surfed before either. “Be 
careful. Call us over if you get in trouble”, they told us. 
The water was chilly. We paddled out as the sun quickly 
began to push its way through the horizon. I could hear 
the loud, echoing booms of the waves as we got closer to 
the breaking point. Jagged reef, shaped like claws, pro-
truded through the water in certain areas. The session 
came and went, and there I sat on the outside watching 
the waves, and also watching my counterpart charge a 
few and get absolutely blasted. “How big was it really?” I 
asked Mackey years later. 

“Maybe 6 feet?” he responded, laughing. “I was a little  
worried myself”, said the guy who had been sponsored  
by Rip Curl.

Why they do this to me I don’t know, but every place I 
surfed after that felt like a walk in the park.

It wasn’t until college that I picked up a different kind of 
board. By then I had also acquired a disdain for crowds, 
in and out of the water. It must have been the new found 
freedom. This board was smaller, thinner, and faster. It 
kind of had a childhood feel to it, which became addict-
ing. I was captivated. It became the apple of my eye. Less 
people did it, which I approved of. So there I was, a full-
fledged ocean addict, with a disdain for crowds. 

Now, a few other things still stood in the way of my intro-
duction to this forthcoming place. I did not enjoy long 
drives, especially those with traffic. I was also slightly 
intimidated by the people of that side of the island, but it 
turned out to be just my assumptions.

I took the plunge one morning, as a competition brought 
my friend and I to this place. I would never have made 
the drive alone. “This is going to be a long drive…will 
it even be worth the gas money?” I pondered. My first 
experience here could mostly be described as “heavy.” 
It’s a heavy atmosphere. I probably saw more homeless 
camps on the way here than I’d seen in my life. However, 
no one bothered us, and everyone kept on their way. The 
drivers seemed to be more polite. The further I drove, 
the less populated it became. The roads started to wind. 
The wind smelled like the ocean and the sun flexed 
its muscles with powerful rays. The beautiful beaches 
could be seen to my left, quite the distraction for my eyes, 
which needed to focus on the road. On the right were dry 
mountains, occasional military properties, and farms; 
much different from the city life I was used to seeing.

There was no parking lot, as cars lined the sides of the 
road. The ground was piping hot. “Make sure to lock 
your door,” I said, as we had heard some “heavy” stories 
about this place. To my surprise, not only were the driv-
ers more polite, but so were the locals. Smiles were met 
by smiles. However, be very careful not to rub anyone the 
wrong way, as they’d be quick to stand up for themselves.

There was a wide stretch of beach, bigger than what I 
was used to. There were many waves breaking both far 
out and close in. Spin in a circle, and it’s nothing but 



45

calendar-like views. The warm sun, cool ocean, soft 
sand, fresh breeze, and of course the entertainment 
value from the advanced-leveled surfers, all combined to 
set the stage. Moreover, the combination of cleanliness, 
spaciousness, and the secludedness of this place was 
hard to believe. I immediately noticed the lack of crowds 
both in and out of the lineup. I started to get jitters, like 
a preschool kid discovering a new playground. “Are we 
still on Oahu?” my friend joked, as our walk turned into a 
sprint. My experience in the water was that the wave was 
well…heavy. It was thicker and took some getting used to. 
Thus, the barrels were hollow, the turns drawn out, and the 
backwash half the fun.

I found that its history was also quite “heavy,” as it was  
rumored to be the leaping place of souls into the spirit 
world. Its use for fishing was certain, as it was part of an 
ahupua’a. It was also a popular spot for Japanese 
laborers turned fishermen. 

My later visits to this place seemed to confirm my initial 
excitement. I figured out the tides, the winds, the swell 
direction, and the sand movement. Not only that, but the 
sunsets here were absolutely breathtaking. The colors of 
the sky were vibrant and picturesque, like a painter’s  
finest work. The more I learned, the more enthralled I 
became, all the while comparing it to the past beaches 
that I used to enjoy. It made me think not only about 
crowds and tourism, but also development. It’s a rather 
untouched area and I hope it stays like that. In my eyes, 
this place signifies true Hawaii. A lifeguard once drove 
up to my friend who was taking videos of me surfing the 
shore break and said, “Hey, could you do us a favor and 
not tag the location?” I gladly obliged. Slowly, I didn’t 
mind the peaceful long drives. I didn’t even mind the 
occasional fight in the middle of the street that caused 
traffic. It was just the norm. I began to know some of the 
locals. “Eh, rippah,” they’d say, as if that was my name. 

“Howzit brah, beautiful day ah,” I’d be accustomed to  
responding because one, rarely was it not in this place, 
and two, their positivity was contagious. It had every-
thing I needed. I had found my place. 

Without all of these past experiences in my life, I 
wouldn’t be able to fully connect with this place as 

I do now. It’s not really a place for beginners. It’s not 
a time-convenient location. It’s not really a place for 
someone who enjoys being in the middle of it all. It’s a 
place to bodysurf, bodyboard, surf, and skimboard. Most 
of the time, if planned right, this ultimate playground 
provides great conditions for all three. It’s a place to relax 
and escape the hustle and bustle of real life. It’s a place to 
get lost in the moment. It’s a place for aesthetic pleasure. 
To my knowledge, it’s also a great place for many other 
activities such as hiking, fishing, diving, and camping, to 
name a few. It’s a place that just its presence, knowing 
that it’s there, is comforting. Knowing that a place like 
this still exists, when we’ve seen many similar places 
change over the years, is refreshing. A perfect day here, 
within all of its harmonizing elements, is nothing short 
of bliss.

OGAMA
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SHEMAUR ALI‘I OSBY
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Child

Ice cream, kids, and kickball are the only reasons why I 
look forward to Mondays. Every day my dad and I stop at 
the local ice cream truck to get the same thing: a choco-
late dipped ice cream cone and a Gatorade. What better 
way to wash down all that sugar other than blue elec-
trolyte fluid? My light up shoe skids up to the stop sign, 
and a breeze ransacks my jacket hurling an army of dirt 
and leaves my way. I begin to run. With every Lightning 
Mcqueen stride, my feet sink further and further into the 
cement. I turn my head for one second to glance at the 
debris and then wham! I knock myself right back into the 
place I want to be—in dad’s arms. “You’re going to be late 
for school!” he exclaims. He slings me over his shoulders 
as we start walking towards the schoolhouse. Looking 
at the sky, I can see birds glide between the skyscrap-
ers,  fully engulfed in a  golden morning hue telling me 
today’s going to be a good one. I’m an expert at this now. 
The trees are in a disarray of autumn colors, and leaves 
whirr back and forth in the street in an everlasting battle 
of trash and forestry.

Why do the leaves die if they’re just going to grow back 
again? Is it the same with kids like me? Will I too turn 
into leaves and rubbish, blowing in the wind waiting to 
be reborn again (tell me that’s not deep for a kid)?

I dread going to school. The closer and closer my father 
takes me the steps, the tighter and tighter I hold on. I 
hope life never changes. I hope that my ice cream loving, 
wind running, dad-carrying life never changes. 

He puts me down on the steps. He’s speaking to me but 
all I can think about is the sound of kids playing kickball 
in the back. Maybe this place isn’t so bad. The inaudible 
voice of my dad goes in and out of focus. He wipes the 
leftover ice cream off my face:  “You understand kiddo?” 
he asks. 

I whip my head over to the kickball field. “Yeah dad can I 
go now?” He holds me tight and lets me go. I run into the 
distance again, and this time it’s not away from some-
thing, but towards essence and opportunity. I hope life 
never changes.

Adult

Ice cream, kids, and kickball are one of the many reasons 
why I hate Mondays. The discard of an ice cream wrap-
per sticks to my loafers, the concrete engages in a serious 
battle between itself and the dairy product caramelized 
to the pavement. I scrape the ice cream wrapper off onto 
a park bench. Doing so, I meet the gaze of a confused 
child. I look around to see if anyone is watching him. No 
one’s watching other than me. I snarl rapaciously at the 
kid’s dumbfounded gaze. How dare he? Who does this 
kid think he is judging me and what I do? Life ain’t easy, 
buddy. I finish transferring the excess ice cream onto the 
park bench while still engaged in a vivid death stare with 
the eight-year-old. Talent. I walk past him with my head 
held high and no fucks are given. I hate kids. 

The sky streaks with grey and black, as if the sky is sick 
but doesn’t have enough tears to cry. The birds don’t fly 
the way they used too. Instead of a graceful symmetric 
pattern, they fly in distraught motions without purpose. 
In the times I need guidance the most, I am alone.

Beep! Beep! Beep! 

There are certain anomalies in a man’s life that warrants 
him permission to break out in a sprint wearing a full 
body suit and a briefcase, and being late on the first day 
of work is one of them. Ever since I was a child, I was 
always against the thought of change. I couldn’t accept 
the fact that good things come and go, like my father and 
the ice cream, and the birds, and the sun. These are all 
memories that bring me back to simpler times. I know 
now that turning a blind eye to the vision of change is the 
same as forsaking the meaning of progress.  

I make it to the front steps of my destination in a huff. A 
single sweat breaks above my forehead. Change is inevi-
table, but acting on it seems even more inevitable. I take a 
big gulp and leer up to the top step as the building looms 
over my existence. Chasing essence and opportunity is 
the only way for me to find change and act on it. Now I 
realize that running toward opportunity seems to be a 
reoccurring trend in my life.

“Here goes nothing.”
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THE BOND OF SISTERS
GI YOUNG BACK
ENG 273—CREATIVE WRITING AND LITERATURE: FICTION AND POETRY

“Sooo Jen, who was that cute boy you were with yester-
day?” mom says in a sly voice as she practically bounces 
in her chair, leaning forward to hear the juicy news.

“Mooom! We’re just friends. He was just walking me back 
from school,”says Jen, rolling her eyes, but barely hiding 
the smile forming on her lips.

“Oh please, you’re a senior in high school. Plus, a beauty 
like you, boys—”

CLANK! I slam my chopsticks on the table, standing 
swiftly enough to push back my chair with a loud 
screech. I grab my dishes and toss them in the sink. My 
sister and mom watch in silence as I storm out of the 
living room.

I pause at the stand-up mirror in our hallway. I stare 
at my own reflection. Brows furrowed, my eyes clearly 
reflecting annoyance but, more importantly, I see the 
jealousy brewing in them. Or should I say I FEEL the 
jealousy burning a hole through my heart.

I stare at my face, it resembles a leaf on a tree; plain, 
unnoticeable from the many others. Unlike my sister, 
the exotic flower among the countless leaves that pale 
in comparison. How can we share the same genes, but 
look so different? She inherited mother’s chestnut eyes 
and father’s perfect smile. While here I am, looking like a 
potato, wondering if we’re even from the same family.

Bitter and annoyed, I sulk into my bedroom. My anger 
already diffused, replaced by my old friend: disappoint-
ment. Oh yay, welcome back... I quietly turn the lock as 
my back slowly slides downward against the door. My 
knees gravitate towards my chest as I grasp my face with 
my hands, desperately holding back a sob.

In this unbearable heat, my sister and I stand in our 
school’s parking lot. We wave signs for a free car wash for 
our freshman fundraiser. I mostly use the sign to shade 
my pale skin from the scorching sun. A car approaches 
our sign, pausing in front of my sister. I breathe out a 
long sigh. Great, just starting high school and the boys 
are already swarming her. But when the windows roll 
down, the unfamiliar face of an older lady peers out.

“Hey! Are you Mandy’s daughter?” says the older lady.

“Yes, I am,” Jen replies brightly, her friendly demeanor 
bursting into character.

“Oh, I just knew it. You look exactly like her! I’m your 
mother’s friend, Elaine. We’re in the same sewing club; 
she told me to come here last week to get a free car wash 
for her daughter’s fundraiser. But wow, you sure are a 
beauty. You must get all the boys in school,” Elaine winks 
with her right eye.

“Haha, that’s not true, but thank you,” says Jen, a slight 
flush rosing her cheeks.

Elaine spots me from the corner of her eyes. “Oh, is that 
your friend?”

“That’s my younger sister, Naomi.” Jen smiles at me,  
waving me over.

I tread over slowly, the dread kicking in, predicting what’s 
about to happen.

“Wow, I would’ve never guessed. You guys look completely 
different. Naomi, right? Your mother always tells me how 
kind you are.”

I laugh uncomfortably, the discomfort obviously plas-
tered on my face.  Kind.  That’s simply code for you look 
unattractive, plain at best.

“Come on, stop sulking already,” said Damien, chuckling 
as he squeezes my hands gently. “Didn’t I tell you I would 
be on my best behavior today?”

“You don’t understand…that’s not the problem.”

I reluctantly open the door to my house. I hear the  
television from the living room.

Ugh, she’s home…

But this has to happen at some point.  This is inevitable. 

I quickly head to the end of the hallway where my 
bedroom is, deliberately ignoring my sister. I wave my 
boyfriend over as he gives me a quizzical look to why I 
am in such a rush.
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He slowly walks in, taking a century to pass by the living 
room. I grab my wrist, twisting it, anxiety starting to 
creep up my skin. Please, don’t look in…He glances in, 
definitely sighting my sister. Sweat is beading on top of 
my forehead.

Frozen like a statue, I watch him kindly smile at her.  
His feet, with great difficulty, move towards me again, as 
if cement is locking him in place.

I immediately feel sick to my stomach.

Like everyone else, Damien, will you also choose  
my sister…?

I rush towards the emergency wing of the hospital, 
shoving several strangers aside. I spot my parents in the 
distance and my pace slows into a complete stop as I see 
my mother weeping in my father’s arms. He looks up 
at me but not AT me, his expression long gone. I don’t 
recognize him. Our normally strong father, the head of 
our household, shattered into a vulnerable, broken man 
I don’t know.

My father’s voice trembles as he explains what the doctor 
told him. The man who hit Jen was heavily on drugs. It 
was her first day in college. He drove right into her when 
she was crossing the street, shattering her legs under-
neath his car.

Shouldn’t I be happy right now? I wanted this. I had 
dreamed of scenarios eerily similar to this. I had wanted 
her out of my life. So why am I not...relieved?

Why, instead, do I remember the time when my mother’s 
friend made me feel uncomfortable at the freshman 
fundraiser. Jen had grabbed my hand then. Stared right  
at the lady.

“Not only is she kind, but she’s incredibly smart. Do you 
know she won the national science fair competition? She 
beat all the high school students even though she was 
still in middle school!” Jen had beamed in pride, squeez-
ing my hand in encouragement.

Or when I had brought my boyfriend over to our house. 
He had broken up with me a few days later and had the 
audacity to ask her out. She had slapped him right across 
the face.

“You bastard. You didn’t deserve my sister. Don’t ever go 
near her again,” Jen had huffed with disgust.

She knew I despised her, despised her for something she 
didn’t even do.

But she loved me anyway.

Unable to control myself, a laugh escapes my mouth. 
Immediately after, the tears follow.

I push Jen in her wheelchair through the first floor of 
the outdoor shopping center. We talk about meaningless 
things: the weather, where we’re going to eat, which ce-
lebrity we would go out with. But for once, we enjoy each  
other’s company. 

“What a shame! She would’ve been so pretty without 
that gross scar on her face, plus the prosthetic legs aren’t 
helping either.” Some girls giggle near the cafe table, 
purposely speaking louder for us to hear.

Jen casts her gaze downwards, letting her hair fall in 
front of her scar. Her cheeks turn red as her fingers brush 
across her prosthetic legs.

“You girls—” 

Jen grabs my arms. “Don’t.” She gives me a stern look. 
“It’s not worth it.”

I stare at her for a few seconds. “Fine.” I acquiesce to 
what she wants.

We stroll by a few more stores. I see my sister glancing at 
a rose hair clip inside an accessory store. I move Jen near 
the bench outside of the store.

“I’ll be right back.” I dash into the store, not giving Jen 
enough time to reply. I rush out of the store panting with 
my hands on my knees. I slowly get up, catching my 
breath as I clip the rose accessory into my sister’s hair.
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“Naomi, what are—” Surprised, Jen looks 
up at me with wide eyes.

“A pretty clip for an even more  
beautiful lady.” 

Tears brim my sister’s eyes, but I know 
they’re tears of happiness. I bend down  
to give her a big warm hug.

“Thank you,” Jen says softly as she places 
her head on my shoulders.

“Of course,” I reply, a tender warmth  
blossoming in my chest.  “That’s what 
sisters are for.”

ALI`I KULA LAVENDER FARM: 
WEBPAGE DESIGN
Kimi Lung 
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A NEW CHRISTMAS TRADITION
HEATHER ROTH
ENG 100—COMPOSITION I

My favorite day is here…Candy Cane Lane is open! 
Candy Cane Lane was my childhood Christmas tradition. 
There was nothing more that I loved than this tradition. 
Being so young at the time, I have no clue as to where 
Candy Cane Lane was, other than somewhere in  
California. We’d get all bundled up, bring a thermos of 
hot chocolate, and walk the streets of Candy Cane Lane. 
Candy Cane Lane is a large wealthy neighborhood that 
participates in turning every home into a Christmas 
display. One display always comes to mind: a massive, 
probably 40-foot wooden toy soldier that had swinging 
legs. It was always my favorite thing to see. Houses were 
covered roof to lawn in brightly lit lights. Reindeers,  
Santas, moving displays, animated displays, musical dis-
plays, you name it, they had it. Hundreds of people would 
roam these streets during the holidays. Little children 
would light up and their eyes would widen. “Ooohs” and 

“awwws” were all around us. This place had my heart, 
that is until fall of 2001. My childhood Christmas tradi-
tion came to an end after my father’s stroke in 2001. After 
my father’s stroke, I was taken in by another family mem-
ber I did not know. I started my new life in Washington. 
Candy Cane Lane, my beloved tradition, become a  
distant memory.  

In 2011, I heard about Leavenworth, a town in the moun-
tains that transforms into a Christmas wonderland from 
November to February. Leavenworth could be my Candy 
Cane Lane! Could it be so, after all these years? For years 
I wanted to go, but lodging was not only expensive but 
also typically sold-out.

 In December 2015, my husband, Caleb, came home 
from a 6-week training field cycle and surprised me with 
the sweetest gift I could ever ask for. He greeted me for 
the first time in a month and a half of being apart with 
a tiny, horribly wrapped package. “What is this? How 
on earth did you manage to wrap this?” I said while 
unwrapping the box. I opened the box; wads of tissue 
paper were packed into every inch of the package. I just 
laughed at the amount of tissue he managed to cram into 
a small box. At the bottom of the box was a folded piece 
of paper. Unfolding the paper, I instantly recognized 
the header and logo. I smiled a big cheesy grin and held 
my breath. It’s exactly what I thought it was! Two nights 

in a king nutcracker suite at the Bavarian Lodge tomor-
row! I wrapped my arms around his neck and let out a 
high-pitched squeal, something a 16-year-old girl would 
do when getting her first car! In that moment, my heart 
became child-like. My distant childhood memory had 
come to back to life.  

The morning of our adventure finally arrives, and the 
light of the new morning sun shines through the gaps of 
my ivory lace curtains. I can see the almost too tiny to see 
specks of dust floating gracefully in the streams of light, 
almost like the dust never moves, never settles. A quartet 
of petite sparrows perch outside my window singing their 
early morning song. As I sit up in bed, a waft of freshly 
ground coffee entices my senses. I am a Washington 
coffee snob and there’s nothing I enjoy more than waking 
to the smell of espresso beans. I open the curtains, look 
out at the frost-bitten grass, the glassy lake across the 
way, and the white gradient fog that has engulfed the 
tops of the pine trees. It’s a picture-perfect day. Slipping 
my feet into a pair of wool-lined slippers, I grab my robe 
and welcome Caleb, for breakfast. We scarf down our 
eggs and homemade spiced apple oatmeal so we can get 
a head start on our day. The warmth of the heater keeps 
me distracted. The warmth first thing in the morning is 
like settling into a great big tub of hot water after a long 
day in the cold—it is hard to resist. Eventually, I throw on 
my clothes and accessorize myself with what seems like a 
never-ending list of winter must haves: a long olive-green 
winter coat, a tan plaid scarf, a pair of wool socks that 
line my brown leather boots, a pair of gloves, and to top it 
off, an olive knitted beanie.

My husband and I haul our luggage out to the car that is 
crusted with ice. While he loads our luggage, I begin to 
scrape the thick sheet of ice off our windshield. I’m too 
much of a pansy and must stop every 20 seconds to fran-
tically shake my hands to regenerate some heat into my 
fingers. By the time I am done, my fingers are numb, and 
the tips are bright red. It almost looks like I have been 
holding onto a slobbery candy cane for too long. We 
get into our car and I start rubbing my hands back and 
forth in front of the heater. Periodically, I will stop to cup 
my hands around my mouth and blow hot air into them, 
waiting to regain some feeling in my fingers once more. 
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I fumble around on the dash for the FM/AM tuner and 
begin scanning FM channels. There it is, “…walking in a 
Winter Wonderland,” and we head out on our adventure, 
to Leavenworth, Washington.

We come up on the mountain pass, and tiny flurries of 
snow begin to fall. I gaze out my window like a child 
admiring its first snow. I turn and smile at Caleb, and 
my heart jumps like a jelly bean in my chest in the 
excitement of snow. At home, we usually only get one 
to three good snows every other year or so. In a blink of 
an eye, those tiny flurries become monstrous-sized fluffy 
snowballs. My jumping jellybean heart quickly becomes 
a heart in my stomach feeling. Large semi’s line up to our 
right to put on their snow chains. Despite the dumping 
of snow, we decide to cautiously go ahead over the pass. 
The snow quickly blankets the highway. Lane markers 
are buried underneath the snow. The snow is almost fall-
ing fast enough to cover the fresh tire tracks ahead of us. 
At this point, it’s impossible to have multiple-lanes. We 
are at a crawl, slowly climbing the pass. It’s like being on 
the beginning portions of a roller coaster, slowly clank-

ing away, one track at a time. Thankfully, our 4x4 handles 
the threatening snow well. Eventually, five to six hours 
pass by and we pull up on the glistening snow-covered, 

“Welcome to Leavenworth” sign.  

On both sides of the street, Bavarian themed buildings 
are strung with thousands upon thousands of Christmas 
lights. Bundled up people with rosy red cheeks, roam 
the streets in search of unique treasures. I am back in my 
childhood memory, a town solely dedicated to Christmas. 
Every building, every rail, every tree, and every bush is 
heavily decorated in Christmas lights. The huge side 
of the frosted mountains looks like something out of 
National Geographic. It seems so close that I can just reach 
out and touch it. The fluffy white snow beneath my boots 
crunches with every step I take. Walking on the snow is 
like walking on memory foam. We stumble upon a bak-
ery called, “The Gingerbread Factory”, which is quaint 
and whimsical. The Gingerbread Factory is trimmed in 
what appears to be frosting, gumdrops, candy canes, and 
gingerbread people. Inside, the fragrance of baked cook-
ies and freshly ground espresso fills the room. It smells 

PLASTIC
Kaori Slate 
ART 223—INTERMEDIATE PAINTING
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just as great as the cookies taste. It is delightful. 

 For a period, we just stand there, inside a wooden gazebo 
that is wonderfully dressed in garland, wreaths, velvet 
ribbons, and lights. The heavy snowfall all around us 
looks like we were figurines inside of a Thomas Kinkaid 
snow globe. It is magical. As much as I would love to 
stand here a little bit longer, we adventure to seek some 
shelter from the chill. In no time at all, we walk into 
a two-story shop full, top to bottom, corner-to-corner, 
entirely full of high end, hand crafted Christmas décor: 
Nutcrackers with feathery pink hair and jewel crusted 
coats, Christmas trees flocked so well that you would 
think they were just brought it in from outside, gold and 
silver trimmed glass blown ornaments, wooden snow-
men figurines, and dreamy snow globes. Suspended 
above me all the way from the ceiling of the 2nd floor is a 
humanistic Santa Claus in a beautifully crafted red sleigh 
being pulled by the lifelike reindeer. On the second floor 
over the railing, you can see the suspended Santa at eye 
level. In the back of the shop is the largest Christmas vil-
lage display I have ever seen. The display stretches across 
18-20 feet. Lights are glowing through the tiny windows 
of the village buildings. The train whistles as it passes by. 
The carolers sing quietly. Ice skaters do pirouettes and 
figure eights. Leavenworth instantly becomes my favorite 
place, my favorite memory, my happy place, my tradition. 
With so much joy, I look over at Caleb and tell him, “I 
could live here forever”

 Caleb replies, correcting me, “No, you hate driving  
in the snow.” I do hate driving in the snow; it’s unpredict-
able and too risky for my taste. I think to myself, “Maybe 
I’d adjust to it”. A shiny ornament then distracts  
this thought. 

 We have spent so much time in the Christmas shop that 
the sun is now setting behind the mountains. Beams of 
light, colored pink, purple, and gold paint the sky. The 
thousands upon thousands of lights are now brightly 
gleaming. Carolers dressed in clothing that you imagine 
carolers being dressed in, are singing under the beau-
tifully decorated gazebo. The restaurant across the way 
smells of German sausage and soft pretzels. My stom-
ach decides it must not go any longer without that soft 
pretzel; so onward we go to the German restaurant. The 
booths look like oversized wine barrels that have been 
hand etched with fine German artwork. The waitresses 
and waiters are dressed in dirndl dresses and lederhosen. 
As I sip on my Glüwein (German mulled wine served hot 
with a cinnamon stick or orange slice) and eat a warm 
giant-sized soft pretzel—while Caleb drinks his German 

beer and enjoys his sauerkraut and German sausage—we 
listen to the live German band. Caleb demands, “Let me 
try your gloo gla whatever it is wine.” He drinks it with 
the most disgusted look on his face: “This is absolutely 
disgusting, who would drink this”? 

As I rip my cup out of his hand, I say, “I drink this! Don’t 
judge me. I don’t harp on your great taste in gas station 
foods.” After our dinner, I let my nose lead me to the  
German chocolate shop, the best smelling building I’ve 
ever been in. I may want to eat the store. The German 
master chocolatier is crafting artwork out of fine  
European chocolates. He works so gracefully.  It is so  
easy to get lost in amazement of his grace and crafts- 
manship. Eating the chocolate I buy almost seems like 
a crime…almost.  

As the night becomes darker, the cold becomes colder. 
My fingers are numb, my nose is cold and red, and at 
one point, I even lose feeling in my toes. I have to battle 
with myself if I want to keep suffering through the cold, 
so I can walk among the beauty a little bit longer or go 
somewhere warm. My fingers and toes decide for me. I 
ask Caleb, “Babe, I’m cold, can we call it a night? I don’t 
think I feel my toes anymore”. I interlock my arm around 
Caleb’s bicep and we head off toward our hotel. “All I 
want right now is hot chocolate and to be right in front 
of our fireplace! It’s so cold out here,” I tell Caleb, subtly 
dropping hints to him. 

As soon as we get to our suite, I grab the oversized knitted 
blanket and sit in front of the crackling fireplace. Caleb 
surprisingly joins me with two cups of hot chocolate that 
he made in our suite and bundles up next to me. I can 
still hear the carolers caroling and the children playing 
out in the snow. Out the balcony you can see the brightly 
lit buildings nestled in front of the mountain range. The 
view is a masterpiece. Leavenworth is not Candy Cane 
Lane, but so much more. Leavenworth has my heart and 
holds the sweetest gift I’ve ever received. Leavenworth is 
my new Christmas tradition for my children and hope-
fully one day, for their children.
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CRAVING FOR 
LOVE AND AFFECTION
KAITLYN VICTORINO
ENG 100—COMPOSITION I

It’s been a long day. After weeks of preparation, dread, 
and imminent doom, I’m finally finished with finals 
week. I’ve completed all of my projects, took all of my 
tests, and presented all of my presentations. I am drained. 
I am deprived from all the things that bring me joy in my 
life. Now that the dark days are over, I can now spend 
quality time with the love of my life: food. What? You 
thought that I would mention a “significant other” of 
sorts? Hah! I don’t have one, so food fills the void for 
me. On a serious note, food does have similarities with 
relationships. Food has this intimacy with us. We are 
letting something foreign into our lives and into our 
bodies. Through what we know about this food and what 
it makes us feel about it, we trust it enough to let it enter 
our personal space. Our palates are quite synonymous 
to what we look for in a significant other. We desire 
certain flavors, textures, temperatures, and ethnic foods 
we are familiar or intrigued in. We also develop disgust 
to characteristics we absolutely cannot swallow. Now, I 
will share my thoughts on the foods that I hold very near 
to my heart: Roasted Rice Tea, Brie Cheese, Taho, and 
Cinnabon Cinnamon Twists. Each food is analogous to 
human relationships, from a newly lit flame, to a passing 
breath, then eventually reaching a warm memory.

My absolute favorite drink is tea. I love it more than 
water, actually. One thing that fascinates me about tea 
is that it takes so much care to prepare something so 
simple. From plucking the leaves one by one, roasting 
them at just the right heat, and to pouring hot water! We 
also have to test our patience by letting the leaves steep. 
That’s alright, though, for the optimal taste of tea will be 
savored in the end.  Like in relationships, one takes time 
to brew up and steep. Patience is key in this situation. 

Though I favor many kinds of tea, nothing else strikes 
me more than roasted rice green tea. I tried my first cup 
of this tea in middle school. My auntie brought a bag 
of tea leaves from Japan. My parents aren’t tea people, 
thus rarely touched the tea jar. The preparation was too 
tedious for them. Since it would be a waste, I decided to 
make my own kettle of tea. Once I poured my cup, the 

aroma flowered from the spout. It’s a rich, nutty scent. 
I’ve never smelled such an aroma from previous teas I’ve 
tried. When I took a sip, I fell absolutely in love. It was 
the best tea I had ever tasted. This tea had the right mea-
sure of bitterness; it’s there, but quite underwhelming. It 
has a bold flavor that doesn’t sacrifice its lightness. Ever 
since my first cup, it became two, then three, four, five, 
until I could no longer find the bag at it’s rightful place. 
Even if I look for it, I know I wouldn’t find it.

That is until college, when I stumbled across a row of 
bottled tea in the cafeteria’s drink section. I couldn’t find 
my usual dark green bottle of tea. Not being able to con-
trol my craving for tea, I took the closest bottle and went 
straight to the cashier. Only after I purchased it did I take 
a closer look at the bottle. It was a golden yellow color. 
The tea itself also emitted a similar scheme. I opened the 
bottle and took a sip. My eyes grew wide in surprise and 
pure joy. It was the same rich flavor as the roasted rice 
tea. Wait…it is roasted rice tea! It was like reuniting with  
a long lost lover.  As is, I already sold my soul to this 
liquid gold called tea. Imagine dropping this hefty piece 
of gold in the river, only to find it again through the 
means of serendipity. I never felt exhilarated with delight 
as much as finding this tea. Now, I am in a committed 
relationship with roasted rice tea. Once in a while, I will 
spend time savoring this tea while the afternoon passes 
slowly, but surely.

As tea has a light flavor, cheese, surprisingly, poses the 
same. In general, cheese is like the cherry on top, but this 
time on a bowl of pasta. My favorite is Brie. It’s a very soft 
cheese from the Brie region of France. It has to be en-
cased in a wax coating to keep its shape. I never heard of 
it until my French class potluck. My first taste struck me 
the most, for it’s mild and wild at the same time. There’s 
this saltine flavor you can taste but it’s oddly subtle. The 
first tinge you’ll taste is this tiny bit of bitterness that 
lasts for only a moment. It’s an acquired taste. I had to 
take a few more wedges to get used to the bitterness that 
bothered me. Through that, I realized how smooth it is. 
It’s like butter but with more volume. And when you melt 
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it is sooo oozey like it could be gravy. It’s lovely. In fact, 
un-brie-lievable.

As much as I crave for cheese at all times, I don’t eat it as 
much. I rarely go to Costco where I can buy a wheel for 
eight buckaroos, which is a deal. It’s like meeting an  
eccentric individual at a cocktail party. The first interac-
tion may be a bit unsettling, but as the conversation goes 
on, you realize how interesting this person actually is. 
Even when the party is far from over, that person stays in 
your mind. There will be the occasional chat or two, but 
you lose touch as time passes by.  Such an end isn’t always 
desirable, but it is better to have one taste than to have 
not one at all. Hopefully, I will stumble over the cheese 
aisle once again, just to have another wedge of  
absolute decadence. 

Like Brie, tofu has similar oddities. It is rare, at least in 
my perspective, for people to like tofu. Like, actually 
liking tofu. Sure, “a block of solidified soybean sweat” 
does not sound anything near appetizing. If you put the 
literal definition aside, you’ll realize that it has a high 
nutritional value. It is a great source of protein and has a 
squishy texture. Some are partial to such a texture due to 
it being too “mushy”. As loud as people’s opinions may 
be, I love tofu to bits. I love frying firm tofu in coconut or 
sesame oil, then having a soy sauce dipping sauce with a 
squeeze of calamansi. It’s great finger food! The contrast 

between the crunchy exterior and chewy inside makes 
eating more fun. 

As much as I love firm tofu, silken tofu is just as yummy. 
My favorite food with silken tofu is called “taho”. Back in 
the Philippines, I used to eat this almost every morning. 
You will hear a vendor walking down the street shouting 
“TAHOOOOO!” as he carries the balde, or container, 
on his shoulder. The ingredients are silken tofu, smooth 
and golden caramel syrup, and tiny, clear tapiocas. The 
cup would be warm to the touch. The sweet aroma of the 
caramel makes it so decadent. The tofu is so soft that you 
can drink it with a straw.  When someone mentions tofu, 
I automatically think about home. I’ve been exposed to 
dishes with tofu for the majority of my life, especially 
while I lived in the Philippines. It’s lovely to revisit the 
times when running on the dirt road with slippers was 
common, even if it’s just through one bite at a time.

There will always be that person that is like tofu. They 
were in your life for as long as you could remember. No 
matter how many years have passed, no matter how far 
from their presence you may be, the warmth will still 
be there. Finding out that someone as dear a childhood 
companion stays as humble and sweet is so comforting. 
Change is a thrilling experience, but nothing is as blissful 
as someone to come home to.

PORTAL
Jonathan Huffman 
ART 115—INTRODUCTION TO DESIGN



57

dear. However, we cannot dwell in the past for too long. 
As we grow, we let go. But with that, we also gain. Most of 
the time, the new things we gain are just as sweet.

What do all my favorite foods have in common?  
They are all variants from well-known foods. Everyone 
knows about tea, cheese, tofu, and cinnamon. My favorite 
foods are familiar, but foreign all the same. They will still 
tie to what many know about, but the preparation is what 
sets them apart. Variation is what makes one’s experience 
unique. When I do get my hands on them, I don’t just feel 
full, I feel whole. Like a piece of me was brought back to 
me, reminding me of how it completes me. Though I 
know I’m great, It’s nice to know there’s someone, or 
something, that resonates with you. It makes you feel like 
you’re not alone. Even if there are times where we must 
part ways, there will be new connections in the end. Such 
thoughts bring me an immense amount of comfort. Man, 
I sound like I’m in love! Maybe it’s because I am? It’s not 
romantic, obviously, but the intimacy I have with my  
favorite foods is just as pivotal to my emotions. As much 
as I would love to celebrate my hard work with a signifi-
cant other, a medley plate of my favorite treats is  
just as fulfilling.

Though I’ve been eating tofu since I was little, there are 
other foods that stood out in my childhood. One of them 
is Cinnabon’s Cinnamon Twists. Aside from the classic 
cinnamon buns, Cinnabon also offers the Cinnamon 
Twists. They are practically stick-like croissants baked in 
a cinnamon-sugar glaze. These are always so sweet to the 
taste. The crisp glaze contrasts well with the chewy, flaky 
croissant. My parents would often buy me them when I 
was young. I never stopped eating them, until we moved 
to the Philippines. There is no Cinnabon on sight in any 
part of my home country. As time dwindled by, so did my 
love for my Cinnamon Twists. Even when I came back 
to Hawaii for good, I seldom craved for the cinnamony 
treat. I still order an occasional box, but it doesn’t strike 
me with much awe anymore. Other cinnamon treats 
like snickerdoodles and chai lattes scratch my itch for 
cinnamon instead. It seems like I’ve grew out of my dear 
Cinnamon Twists. 

Likewise, we often grow out from what comforts us in  
the past. Over time, after a long separation from each 
other, we will encounter new interests, new people, 
and new experiences. By the time we cross paths with 
someone we were once close to, we eventually realize we 
have parted our separate ways. As much as we still love 
and care for them, the spark is no longer there. It’s quite 
disheartening to no longer have a bond we hold most 
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FADING
NICOLE FERNANDEZ
ENG 100—COMPOSITION I

They always say never to run at pools. Of course, no one 
under the age of twelve ever listens. I was no exception. 
Ten years old and enjoying the warm summer day with 
my family at my grandpa’s pool, I ran. Zipping through 
tables and sundeck chairs, I ignored my mom’s repeated 
calls to slow down before you hurt yourself, Nicole Fer-
nandez! Dashing around pools had never been a danger 
to me; I had done it dozens of times before. Not once had 
I so much as stumbled.

My younger cousin and I were playing chase, her softball 
hardened legs allowing her to gain ground quickly, but I  
was determined to not be caught. Coming up on my 
fifth, maybe sixth lap, I turned a corner sharply. My head 
whipped to the side as I checked for a reaching hand. 

That was when it happened. My foot fell in a small pud-
dle and slipped from underneath me, sending my upper 
body pitching forward. Everything was in slow motion 
and all I could see was concrete rushing to my unprotect-
ed face. Then, there was nothing.

I woke up, or I believed I did, encompassed by  
darkness. There really was nothing. Out of nowhere, a 
sudden explosion of color shattered in front of me. It was 
the complete opposite of the gloom I had just been  
introduced to, but I wasn’t sure what unnerved me more. 
It was as if I was inside of a kaleidoscope. The colors 
surrounding me were alive, some swirling slowly, others 
darting swiftly. It was beautiful and terrifying at the same 
time. I wasn’t lying face down like I thought I would be, 
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but instead, found myself standing up, uninjured and 
stable. Surrounded by what I now call the living colors, 
my fall was already a distant memory.

It could have been minutes, maybe one hour at most, but 
inside my head, it felt like hours. I was alone and free like 
I had never been before, unaware of the peril my body 
was going through back in the real world. I pushed away 
my fear, embracing the colorful universe I was in. I never 
wanted to leave. It seemed like my mind was forgetting 
my real life the longer I remained. The living colors were 
untouchable, but that didn’t stop me from racing after 
them, my fingertips just skimming their flitting bodies. 
The chasee had become the chaser and like earlier, I was 
determined to be the fastest. A certain blue eventually 
caught my eye, flinging itself here and there. Too pre-
occupied with catching it, I didn’t notice at first that the 
colors were paling, losing their vibrancy.

The blue was just barely out of reach when it finally hit 
me. The once intense cobalt had faded almost to a dirty 
eggshell while the others had lightened into shades of 
blinding white. My legs slowed from the shock. And 
then, just like before, it happened. There was no puddle 
that time, only a floor of rainbows, but I slipped.

I almost died that day. For how long I was out exactly is 
unclear, but it was long enough for my grandpa to call 
an ambulance and for the paramedics to worry. When 
I came to, an unfamiliar doctor hovered over me. Dried 
blood still caked my forehead when I awoke. It felt like 
a gorilla was playing the drums inside of my skull, and 
my right eye was swollen. The doctor asked for my name, 
and the moment I opened my mouth to reply, the gorilla 
in my head went ballistic. I puked over the side of my 
stretcher, almost knocking myself unconscious again 
from the violence of my convulsing.

I didn’t die that day, but my entire family thought I would 
and so did I.

Later on, I learned that my body, rendered unconscious 
and limp, had fallen into the deepest end of the pool after 
my face hit the ground, unsurprising since my cousin and 
I had been teetering on the edge for the last few laps.  
According to my cousin, I was underwater for at least 

thirty seconds before she realized something was hor-
ribly wrong and caught our parents’ attention. Another 
thirty passed before someone could understand her 
jumbled words and finally pull me from the water.

My world of living colors didn’t come back to me until 
weeks after since the only memory my brain could 
recall was my head becoming brutally intimate with the 
ground. It came in bits and pieces, starting with that love-
ly blue I chased after for so long. I basked in the memory 
of it, forgetting what had happened at the end until even-
tually, it all rushed back: the kaleidoscope disappearing, 
surrounding me in light. I’m not big into religion, but 
after months of musing, I do believe it was the light. And 
I had nearly lost myself in it. I knew what had happened, 
but actually comprehending that I was inches from death 
didn’t dawn on me until much later.

To this day, I’m still not sure what to think of it, but I am 
definitely a changed person because of it. Coming close 
to dying and practically embracing it made me rethink 
everything and nothing at the same time. I still ran 
around pools despite my near-death experience. I still 
raced my cousin across less than safe terrain. Neverthe-
less, I will always remember when the colors had made 
me forget my life back in the land of the living. 
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An independent woman 
Single, five kids, a proud Samoan 
Your red lipstick was always a staple 
And your fashion was unmatchable 
You were undeniably grandma chic

We always heard the infomercials ‘til the sunrise 
With the cooking smell of catfish eyes and fa’i 
You had dietary restrictions 
But did what you want with no medications 
My name was always “ropi” to you 
English wasn’t your strong suit

We didn’t talk much but 
When we did, you told me to trust God 
To love and appreciate my parents at all costs 
You always supported me in everything I did 
Your love was for everyone and anyone

Your time came sooner than expected 
Time was of the essence and 
Your kids apologized rather than comforted 
Everyone realized no one really knew you 
What meds you had taken or 
What drink pleased you

As time went on 
No one could understand your words 
Samoan was all you could speak 
Leaving you trapped in your own thoughts 
I could only hope God was with you 
He knew you better than any of us

We placed flowers that looked nice 
Added music we thought you liked 
None of these were your favorites 
Hell, you’re in Georgia but  
Your heart is in Texas 
We did our best when it was too late 
But we didn’t forget your red lipstick

GOD'S WILL
NAIROBI MATILA
ENG 273C—CREATIVE WRITING AND LITERATURE: FICTION AND POETRY




