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Untitled

By:

Stacy Lok
Linda Lu
Allison Spencer
Meredith Seery
Erica Wong

In a empty room, standing all alone
I kissed a boy
Tearing through my mind like a knife stabl 1g my heart
Starfish and seashells are coming to me
He was standing in the doorway with the sea in his hands

I finally stop and look around

“Faraway Embrace” by Dawn Sueoka
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sure everything with the stage and sounds was okay and the rest of us were to meet him
there later. The wedding and reception both were held ri  : on the beach front of
Honokao’o. There was a small platform facing the ocean where the bride and groom were
to be married. It was decorated in ti leaves and beautiful flowers like roses, antheriums,
and plumerias to add color. It was like a picture straight from a magazine, I was in awe.
The whole ambiance of the stage, koa tables, tents covering assembly lines of food,
flowers and palms everywhere, and the background sound of the ocean was just unreal.
As the ceremony was about to begin I spotted Kana’au standing across the way wearing
an orange aloha shirt which matched the rest of the wedding parties attire. I nudged my
sister to look, and as I did our eyes met and directly locked gazes from across the tent. I
couldn’t help it but my eyes wouldn’t look away. He looked absolutely wonderful. I
could feel my heart pounding and my face blushed at the fact I was blatantly staring, but
then again so was he. It was the first time we’d seen each other in about a year. Still
staring he began to walk toward my sister and I. I thought for sure that I was going to
throw up or faint. But before I could do either, Kana’au was in front of me leaning over
to do the Hawaiian tradition of giving a hug and kiss hello. But instead of the kiss on the
cheek we both leaned in a little too close and it was more of what I like to call a corner
kiss, which is almost on the lips. I can’t describe exactly what was exchanged at that
moment but it was way more than just a kiss a friend gives to say hello. We both just
stared for a moment, he was smiling at me now and I thought I was going to melt. He
finally told me it was great to see me and that I looked very beautiful., Completely
forgetting everything around me, I said the same. My sister, finding this very amusing,
stood there right next to me watching the whole thing and just smiled. Come to find out
the “family friend” that was getting married was his mother. How ironic was that? My
family and Kana’au’s mom had become really close as they had been working on a few
community projects together while we had both been away. Fate seemed to be pulling
both of us together, it seemed as if this were a second chance. But this time it wasn’t too
good to be true. All night long we could barely take our eyes off each other. I watched his
every move with admiration and adornment. Toward the end of the night Kana’au walked
over to where my family was sitting,,his mom close on his arm. He wanted to meet my
family and personally introduce me to the beautiful bride, his mom. As our families
exchanged hugs, kisses, and words of congratulations his mom leaned over smiling and
whispered in my ear, “So you’re the beautiful girl my son has fallen in love with, it’s very
nice to finally meet you.” I think it’s safe to say the rest is history. We spent the next
evening, which was the night before I left, cuddled in the back of his truck gazing at the
stars and talking all night long. We both agreed that fate had brought us together time and
time again, yet this time we were going to hold on tight and not let go. I truly believe that
some things in life happen for a reason and some things are meant to be. That night in the
back of Kana’au’s blue Ford, under the magnificent Maui stars, I vowed to myself then
and there that I was going to put my trust in the Lord above and see what new adventure
this path would lead me to. And with that promise I laid my lead on Kana’au’s shou r
and fell asleep.
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Walls

by Jhoanna Calma

Davs after we decided
it was best to be apart,

after we divided our possessions,
and agreed that you would be the one

to move out, we stood silent
in the bedroom, listening

to the argument next door,
the young woman screaming something

about him not loving her
enough. Their voices resonated

as if there was no wall that separated us
from them, the shrill desperation

of her voice so pierced my chest _ = ,
that T almost felt as if I were the one “Kiss”

fighting for his love. When the air went by Chandraka Fisher

quiet, and it seemed that we were back

to being alone together, on tiptoed to the wall
and pressed your ear against the thin wood.

I scolded you for doing wrong,
but soon I was beside you, listening

to the sounds of their love,
muffled, as if trying to keep from us

the key to making up, as if they knew
just how many keys we had already lost.
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Lessons From My Youth

by Hiroyuki Nonaka

(1) The Sea-Monkeys

I think that only someone who can take responsibility for the life of his or her animal
should have pets. Have you ever seen a mail-order catalogue in the back of a child’s
cartoon magazine with pictures of merchandise that looks like mostly junk and silly, fake
stuff? These catalogues were so popular with Japanese boys when I was a fifth-grade
student, it was a status symbol for us to have a catalogue like this and show it off to our
friends.

One day, I noticed an odd-looking cartoon in one of these catalogues. “What’s this?” It
was an ad for some kind of creature that you could order through the mail. The heads of
these creatures were supposed to look just like monkeys’ heads. Their bodies were
supposed to look like fish.

Immediately I thought the ad was fake and the catalogue was using it to get the attention
of kids and sell their merchandise. I wasn’t interested in getting the Sea-Monkeys. But the
picture of the Sea-Monkeys started to show up in my dreams. So, believe or not, I sent a
registered letter to the company, and I ordered some Sea-Monkeys. And I was even
looking forward to getting them.

A week later I got my Sea-Monkey kit. I was so excited. I spent that day and night reading
all the instructions and looking at my new Kkit.

Next day right after school, I went straight home without even saying “‘good-bye” to my
friends, and without telling anyone any details about the Sea-Monkeys. I wanted no one to
know anything about this private adventure.

But I had no idea what was about to happen. In the kit there were two middle-sized tubes,
two small boxes of bait for the Sea-Monkeys, and another box that looked like an aspirin

package: I couldn’t imagine what was in it.

I was able to produce the Sea-Monkeyé according to the instructions. First I had to put the

powder from the package, and add some water into one of the tubes. This was simple, just.

one step, but the beginning of the process was the most intriguing moment in the whole
process. There was just the tube now, whose bottom part was full of a tiny white sediment
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in some water.
However, on that second day, nothing happenec  the Sea-Monkeys jar.

Onthe ird day, finally, something weir aappened. s ou  fty small, quarte *h
creatures were now swimming all over the tube. WhatI cor  see was much ¢ er than
I'd ever thought possible. These creatures were  tlike Sea-Monkeysat .2 “a
sudden, they were no longer the mysterious exotic Sea-Mo: :ys, but just “things,” which
to me were big, ugly, and hateful monsters. Therefore, I poured some soapy w: " into
their tube, and flushed them all down the toilet without any sense of guilt.

Sometimes I wonder where they are now.

(2) Lesson on the Roof

I was just a typical kid. However, sometimes I used to be late coming home be 1se I
hung around with rascally friends.

One day, as soon as I came home around 7:00 p.m., I noticed that my mother v in a bad
mood waiting for me. So I tried my usual procedure, which was to sneak in the Huse and
not upset her in any way. Unfortunately, this time my plan didn’t work at all. As soon as
she noticed me, she shouted, “Where have you been, and why are you so late? The
neighbors and T have been looking around for you all afternoon!” Her thunderc  yell
roared in the house, and suddenly her right hand unfolded like a big fan and w = ped me
on the face. It was so painful, but I just couldn’t do anything but cry to beg her  rgive-
ness.

But that night was different and unfortunate. Sometimes after I used to give her a hard
time, she would punish me and later forgive me gently. This time, however, she didn’t get
rid of her anger even after slapping me and causing tears. It was as if she were 1ol
being worked by a suspicious puppeteer. For the first time in my life, I was told to take
off all my clothes, go out the back door, and climb up the stairs to our house’s  t roof.
At this time, I couldn’t understand at all what she meant. Hence, I took off my dirty
clothes (which suggested that a fight with bullies had made me go home so late), and
thought that now I was going to maybe take a bath. Not true. I was going to climb up the
cold cement stairs to the roof of our house, which was flat and made of concrete! And as
soon as I went out to the back steps, I suspected something bizarre was going to happen
to me. But it was too late to go back, for suddenly she locked the back door behind me.
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Now I had no place to hide. Actually, it was possible to go around from the back to the
front of the house and open the front door, but I couldn’t do this for one big reason: I was
naked, and the front door faced the main street with a lot of people. My mother was
making me take steps to hell by having me climb up the dark stairs. Up on the flat roof, T
could see my mother standing in front of the house and looking up at me. She ordered me
to stand still right above the front door of our house, until she would forgive me.

I was just a miserable naked boy standing on a flat roof on a quiet and warm Okinawan
night. All I could do was to stand still so that passers-by didn’t notice me, and I used my
hands to cover my private parts. I was scared to death that neighbors or friends might
notice me, and spread the story of my dilemma.

A couple of strangers walked by, looked up, saw me, and began to laugh. But at this
moment, I was overcome with a funny and strange feeling. I felt a sense of my own
superiority as though I were a hero who was doing something that nobody had ever done
before; I felt as though I were a naked king, who was looking down on people and the
world. Strange to say, after I experienced this feeling, I could afford to enjoy my situation
with peace of mind. So the strangers didn’t bother me. In fact, it started to be fun to watch
various kinds of people on the street. Some looked happy while walking, and others
didn’t. From the flat roof, I could see that the owner of a noodle shop (who had no idea
that a naked boy was watching his every movement) was working so hard to make
tasteful noodles. And I also noticed a cheerful-looking father was driving his car in a
hurry. He seemed to be looking forward to maybe getting home for his daughter’s
birthday party. I found that watching things and people in an objective way, like this,
could be an interesting experience.

About half an hour later, my mother came out from the house and said, “Have you
thought about what you have done?”

“Mom, not yet!” I replied like a saucy kid. She was offering me a chance to be forgiven,
and I was declining because I was enjoying this weird situation.

Soon after this, my research on social behavior came to an end unexpectedly. I heard the
call of nature. Now that I think of it, maybe I could have pissed over the house or even
onto the faces of the laughing passers-by. I couldn’t do this, so I disobeyed my mother’s
order, and climbed down the steps to the back door, then screamed, “Please, for god’s
sake, let me in to pee!” And then she finally opened the door.

As you can imagine, I stopped staying out so late afterwards.

Years later, looking back on this incident, I think the reason why it is such an interesting
memory for me is that you don’t usually punish a kid by making him take off his clothes
and stand on the roof. In addition, from a different point of view, I learned that I do have
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a gift, which lets me enjoy my life even in a bad situation. And I also learned hr  much
my mother loves me and cares about me.

Recently, I asked her if she remembered the incident when she sent me up to the roof.
She said, ““Yeah, Hiro, I remember that!” Then I asked, “Why did YOU send  there
with no clothes on?” And she answered, “Because your clothes were dirty!”

(3) Unfinished Business

Every year in mid August, for many panese it is a time to celebrate the Bon Festival.
The Bon Festival is the commemoration for our for. thers. We burn incense <e
offerings, and chant prayers to commemorate the spirits of our  ad ancestor: cording
to Buddhist doctrine, they come back to this world from the after life at this t very
year. And feeling that they are with us, we show our respects. In my case, I pay respects
to my late father, who was killed in a car accident when I was two years old. S ehow I
believe that his helpful spirit is still with me, because I have ha 1 couple of mysterious
and miraculous experiences that are hard to explain. Come to think of it, I still nder
about a particular traffic accident in Okinawa.

I can’t recall exactly when it happened during my summer vacation, and can’t remember
most of the small details. But it did happen on a summer afternoon. I was little, and up to
that time had never seen a ghost in my life.

The story begins when I was looking around in both directions to cross the hi  way in
front of my house. Maybe I was on my way to lunch at a noodle shop in front of my
house. Suddenly my memory went blank.

When I opened my eyes again, I was lying full length on something like a bed, and it was
moving backwards very quickly. The ceiling was passing by my eyes in a blur.

The next image was of three people, my mother, another woman (a shop owner’s wife),
and myself, and we were heading to a noodle shop. My mother was carrying me on her
back; however, I had no idea why she was doing this. I felt so heavy just leaning on her.

We got to the noodle shop. Now I was lying on a tatami mat, waiting for my food, and
listening to a story about the accident that my mother and the wife of the shop owner
were talking about. According to them, a car had hit me while I was crossing the high-
way. My mother and the shop owner’s wife had watched the accident. Fortunately, a
hospital was a block away. So my mother was hysterical to help me, and brought me
there. Miraculously, there was nothing wrong with me. At this time in the emergency
room, they said that I was conscious and could respond to the questions of the doctor.
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According to my mother, I told her that we should go to the noodle shop for lunch as
soon as I was released from the emergency room (I was supposed to have had my lunch
at the noodle shop).

Now we were back at the noodle shop. The wife of the owner said to me while I was
eating, “What a lucky child you are, Hiro! Do you remember your flying about 30 feet
from the point of impact? I thought you’d be dead when you hit the ground!”

I just smiled at this woman and kept on eating.

Soon after that, my mother said to me, “T saw a black object flying through the air from
right to left while I was getting paid by a customer! As soon as I realized that it was you,
I ran out of the store without a further thought!” I was wearing my black school uniform
that day.

Some people think that a ghost is unfinished business. Whenever I look back on this
incident from my childhood, somehow I think of my late father. Might he have been
taking care of me in some way? I believe now that his spirit was still with me as my
guardian angel, and he had been there to help me when I almost died. Perhaps he saved
my life and wanted me to live longer for some reason or purpose. Therefore, perhaps I
had better do well in life not only for me, but also for him.

I wish I had been able to see or hear him while I was unconscious at the hospital, because
it is possible he could have been there, too. '

In the long run, these three incidents are, for me, not only funny stories but also important
lessons that have taught me a lot of things and have built my personality. “The
SeaMonkeys” taught me that only someone who can take responsibility for the life of his
or her animal should have pets. So I never have had any pet since the incident happened.
“The Lesson on the Roof” taught me that watching things and people in an objective way
can be an interesting experience even in a crucial situation. So in applying that lesson I
wasn’t so distracted when someone stole my car while I was surfing. “Unfinished
Business” taught me that I had better do well in life not only for me, but also for my late
father. So I decided to go back to school and be able to support my parents someday.
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“Poe-tree” by Kaori Kiana
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“W er Lily” Alan Odo

Sowing a New Seed
by Kim Hashimoto

Razors pain you
and make you bleed
Your love, a razor
My heart, a seed

Small, thin cuts

you make with precision
Each mark made

a detailed incision

Now that seed is damaged
And who would’ve known
the potential that existed
when that seed was sown

No hopes for a tree

by the rains to be showered
No use to even wish

for a thing already soured

Now [ shall replant a seed
with great strength and power
So one day it can blossom
into a big, beautiful flower

28-
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Excerpt from “The 8 Scrc s of Orochi”
by Brent Fujioka

Chapter One:
Release! The Eight Heads of Orochl are Freed!

Sho was a young boy who had lived in the Shimane Prefecture all
15 years of his seemingly adult life. For as long as he knew, his family had
always had high standing throughout the village, and that allowed him to
lead a fairly good life and experience a perfectly normal upbringing. His
mother had died when he was very young, and the only other family
member that Sho had was his father Kitsue. Although he was a moral
person at heart, Sho had always felt as though his life had lacked meaning.
Everyday, it was the same thing over and over again. Wake up, eat, tend to
the fields, eat, go back to the fields, eat again, and sleep. Ibis is how it
went for almost everyday of his life. Sho always wanted something more
out of life. Keeping that in mind, it was only natural that a favorite hobby
Sho had was exploration. During his days away from the fields, Sho could
be often found exploring the mountainous terrain above Shimane. The
mountains were filled with rich history and were stocked full of random
trinkets and knickknacks that were left in them over theyears. Sho would
scavenge these items that he found during his ‘journeys into the hidden
caves of the mountains, and sell them to local pawnshops for a decent rate.
Even though it was rather dangerous for a teenage boy to travel into the
mountains alone, the thrill of the adventure was enough to make Sho press
onward every time.

One day while wandering the mountains, Sho came across a site
that he had never seen before. From the outside it appeared to be just a
normal cave except for a large stone next to the entrance that was covered
in Buddhist scriptures. He thought that it was very odd that after his many
years of exploring caves, that there would be one in plain sight that he had
never seen before. As soon as he set foot in the cave, Sho immediately
noticed the thousands of Buddhist scriptures that were hanging down in
front of him. There were lines and lines of scriptures that were hung across
the width of the cave. The lines had been nailed into each side of the wall
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to prevent them from falling down. Each  ripture was written on a t

of paper that measured roughly 3 x 6 inches. The paper had been di

ored due to the fact that they had probably been hanging there for s

time. The scriptures warne that the cave as cursed and that all sh

avoid its contents at all costs. With every gust that blew ‘into the cave the

scriptures flew eerily like souls drifting t ards hell. Although this |
erved him, Sho continued onward.

As he walked forward, Sho noticed that there seemed to be a
strange aura emitting from the back of the cave. His heart starte to  ind
as he walked deeper and deeper. From the outside, it looked as thou  he
cave would be rather shallow. However, as he walked into the cave, >
realized that the cave went far deeper into the mountains than he had first
estimated. By now, it was extremely dark and humid. He was forced
light his little lamp that he kept in his pack and once again continued
forward. After walking for about ten minutes, Sho reached what appe ed
to be the end of the cave. In front of him was a tight passage thatled 0
darkness. He thought it strange that a cave this deep in the mountains
would have a bottleneck passage.

It almost seems like no one was ever meant to come here, Sho
thought to himself. After a few moments, he shrugged off his feelings of
fear and continued onward.

As he struggled through the passage, Sho found himself stan ng
in a large square room. This room obviously had some sort of purpose
seeing that there were three candleholders mounted on the walls, one n
each side. Sho looked around the room, and to his despair the room did not
have boxes of gold or piles of jewels, but instead only a single item: a
small gray box. Sho knelt down next to the box and examined it. He set
his lamp down and attempted to open the box. It was very heavy an it
took Sho all of his strength to remove its d. Sho looked closely at his new
find. He blew into the box and a huge cloud of dust exploded in the room.
As the dust cleared, Sho rubbed his eyes and moved his head closer to the
box.

In the box, Sho found eight scrolls that had been sealed with hot
wax. Each seal appeared to carry the symbol for “God” which was written
in kanji. Each of the rolled pieces of paper were yellow and tattered from
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asked.

“That is of no importance at the moment. If I were you right now,
I’d be a lot more concerned with my own welfare.” The swordsman
replied. :
The swordsman walked over to Sho and grabbed his backpack. He
opened it and pulled out one of the scrolls.

“Observe,” He said. “each of the scrolls on which the dragon heads
were once drawn, is now blank. These scrolls serve as capture devices.
Prisons, if you Will. Orochi cannot be killed, merely weakened, and the
imprisoned. You released the dragons from the scrolls. Now you must
capture them. Your mission whether you like it or not, is to slay the heads
of Orochi. Each of the heads has grown into a full-size dragon during its
3000-year imprisonment. Once each individual dragon is defeated, then
and only then, will the head of Orochl return to its prison within the
scroll.”

“Why do I have to do this? I'm just a kid! I’ve never killed any-
thing in my life! I wouldn’t be able to kill a chicken, much less a dragon!”
Sho proclaimed.

“You have no choice.” The swordsman said. Sho Ara’ke, you are
much like your ancestor, he was reluctant at first as well. Perhaps you
require incentive. Here!” the swordsman said as he tossed his sheath and
sword on the ground. This sword has mystical powers. It will enable you
to recapture the Orochi. After your Job is finished, you may do what you
wish of it. I believe you can get a fairly decent price for it.”

Sho looked at the swordsman in confusion. The swordsman quietly
turned around and began to walk away. Suddenly, the swordsman stopped
dead in his tracks. “Ah,” he noted, “I almost forgot. There is one small
catch.”

“Catch?” Sho inquired.

“Yes, each of the Orochi that you will be hunting are elemental. In other
words, this means that they will each be able to manipulate and blend into
their specialized environment. They will not hide in caves like other fire
lizards. Well, some may, but its not likely.” Sho began to shiver. “There is
one Orochi for each of the elements of the natural world. Fire, Water,
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ind, Earth, Lightning, Dark, Light, and me. Eachof escre .}

en marked on the bottom in the corresg 1ding Kanji. Let’s just hc
that you haven’t fallen so far behind in your studies that you can’tre  he
labels.” The swordsman stated.

He then threw Sho another pouch. “Seeing as how you are wy  :-
pared for the journey that you are about to make, I feel it necessary 1 ive
you another small gift. In that bag are magic seals. After each Orochi
returns to its scroll, place one of these wax seals on it. These sealsre  re
no heat to work. They will seal as soon as they touch the enchanted;  :r.
just a word to the wise, if you do not seal the scroll quickly enough, iay
be possible for the Orochi to escape, so always try to seal the sc Hll as
soon as you capture an Orochi with it.” With those words, he continue  to
walk away.

“Wait! How do I find them? What happens when I do?” Sho
yelled.

“You need not fmd them.” The swordsman said in a soft voice.
““They will find you. Your blood calls them ... the blood of Susano no
Mikoto.” The swordsman turned his head and looked Sho ‘in the eye. “By
the way, ... my name is Hanzo, and I will be watching YOU.” Sho we hed
as the swordsman Hanzo walked off towards the horizon disappearing
under the line of the sun.
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Sharing Des(s)erts

by Roya Maroufkhani Dennis

May 19, 2001

Israeli warplanes
Attacked the West Bank
And the Gaza Strip

for the
First time
Since
1967
A Palestinian man
Walked into a
Bustling
Israeli-
Mall and
Blew
Himself and five
Five
others
Up into
The Kingdom of
God

100 were wounded

I sit outside
Starbucks

The one on

This corner

Not that

Corner
With the view of
The Ko’ olau Mountains

Laced with highways
I sit outside
I cry
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Sunglasses fogging up
A man in blue sits
Across the way
He is talking to
Himself
His mustache moves
Up and down as
He speaks
His words are
Sound-waves
Bouncing off
My body
Shaking with
Fear

Brothers and sisters
Why
Do you
Kill
Each other?
You should be
Sharing
Des(s)erts
Made from figs
And dates
Honey and flat sweet
Breads crisped with walnuts
In your old brick ovens
Made by people
That love
Their children

As the sunsets
I sit with five women
I love and
my words
spill into the world
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A Muslim-Spiritualist
A Kanaka Maoli-Buddhist
A Kanaka Maoli-Chanter
The youngest woman
Of the five
Assembled
Says
Violence is not

The way to peace
Revenge

Is not a solution

I think
What is the solution?
When two women
After dinner
Sweets
Coffee
and smoke
Cannot see
They are all our people
United in my tears
Ting
ting
On the green metal table
Starbucks
On every corner

This corner
Kamehameha Highway
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An U titled Short Story
by Mc gan Goshi

Mr. Albert Fish was walking along a dirt road, coi m-~

lating what life was and, when he figured out what it s,
why 1t was happening to him. He had been struck with a
fierce curiosity to know what things meant, what life
meant, what everything meant. He pondered long and hard
about morality. He spent days on end, without sleep or
food, thinking about all the moralities humanity had laid
forth as examples. He wondered why there was a conformity
to regulations and laws. He reckoned it was so that a way
of life could be preservered and adhered to. But, he rea-
soned, could this way of life be advantageous or as beat 1i-
ful as everyone deemed it to be if questions of its very
structure were able to come about on the whim of curios: y?
Mr. Fish reasoned that humans, by nature were imperfect
creatures, and everything uttered forth from their mouths
had the quality of being false, or the underlying nature of
being false. Nothing perfect can come about from something
imperfect. Therefore, the laws for humans made by humans
were subject to scrutiny. There were certain laws by which
we should nevertheless endeavor to adhere to. Mr. Fish knew
what laws these were, laws that were as lawfully based as
it was in the morality of the hearts of men. Murder, for
example, 1s the ultimate sin. Killing. Putting to death
some poor bastard. This seemed to be a most repugnant act.
But why? Why should this, reasoned Mr. Fish, be such a
reprehensible act when adultery and false worship are
frowned upon in the same respects by God. For are there not
congregations who bow down to some non-existent deity? Or
those who marry and promise to stay faithful, but, when
given the opportunity, fall prey toc temptation and indulge
in the fruits of the flesh? There are degrees to which sin
i1s held up. And if certain sins are held up on a plateau, a
plateau which bears the weight of other sins that are of
the same magnitude, deterring away from good to commit
Certain sins from that very group on the plateau, but not
Others, when those very sins are as evil and wrong as the
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one an individual choses to do, well, this seems a bit
contradictory and hypocritical to Mr. ish. He has every
reason to be in doubt of what can be called wrong and
right. And that is another thing. Mr. Fish reckoned that
there is nothing that can be called right or wrong with
absolute conviction. For what 1is bad or wrong to one may be
right and good to another. If a certain individual finds
pleasure in eating his own feces and singing racist songs
from dusk till dawn, good for him. Calling a certain thing
good or bad can never be a definite claim. What’ s good is
relative, what’s bad is relative--both are terms that rep-
resent human intuition. Humans assume that this may be bad
and that this may be good. But since human intuition is
imperfect due to the very fact that humans by nature are
imperfect, then, what can be called good or bad is also in
question. It depends merely on human reactions. While pon-
dering all these things, Mr. Fish came to a conclusion. He
decided that nothing was good or bad. That anything could
be done, and there is no morality attached to whatever
action an individual sets out to commit. There is no moral-
ity attached to an action until humans prescribe a morality
to it. Therefore, he reckoned, morality is decided by hu-
mans ... for God can not be a judge on what can be called
morality--he’ s invisible and silent to all questions. So,
Mr. Fish reckoned that since morality 'is attached to ac-
tions that can only be observed, judged, and known about,
what if an action weren’ t known and therefore could not be
judged or observed? He felt no morality could come about
and the only person who would know is himself. He also
brought into question his conscience. However, he reasoned,
his conscience would be free of guilt, for guilt comes
about only when one is in fear of what others think and
since there would be nobody to know what he was planning to
do, there would be nobody to judge or think of him in a
contemptuous manner.

He came to the conclusion. He would commit an atro-
cious deed, a deed that would, in actuality not be atro-
cious, for, remember now, he reasoned that humans decide
what is atrocious and what is not and since human reason-
ing, his included, is subject to fault, nothing can ever be
said to be this or that with definite clarity. However,
this brought into question another perplexing thought. If,
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Mr. Fish reasoned, his intuition was open to doubt and 2
was far from being infallible, how, then, could his cc
science say whether or not what he had in mind to do was in
fact, either good or bad? Atrocious or not atrocious? To
put an end to the matter, he thought over everything that
he had gone over before. He knew that human intuition

wrong due to their imperfections. He knew that human J -
ment was susceptible to fault. And, therefore, it woul e
preposterous 1f one went around worrying whether or not one
was doing either good or bad due to the fact that there
could never be a definite answer to this question. And
because God was, as he said earlier, silent to questions,
it was only in the best interest of humans to decide what
one should and should not do. And Mr. Fish did not trust
human instincts and so felt, finally, at ease with what his
brilliant little mind had concocted.

Mr. Fish thought long and hard. He walked to a cafe
downtown, bought a coffee and a newspaper. He tock a se :
at the back at the cafe and observed the occupants. He
smiled a malevolent grin, knowledgeable of the fact that he
could do anything he pleased to any one of these people and
be at complete ease with it, though, he knew, others wo .d
not ... that is, if they knew. And who was to know?

He spotted a beautiful redhead girl. About thirty,
green eyes, creamy complexion. He laughed silently to him-
self. A rush of ideas came to him, ideas of what he could
do to her if he damn well pleased. He laughed at the
thought and sipped his coffee.

He looked outside of the cafe and saw some rowdy k is.
He remembered certain incidents when such kids would throw
their rice cakes at him and come up with some inventive,
yet insulting, epithets to mock and irk him. With such
memories bursting forth in his head, he nearly had a hemor-
rhage just thinking about it. Now that he was free from
guilt, now that his conscience could be guilt-free, and now
that he could do anything he wanted without the slightest
worry of consequence, he felt pleasure at the fact that
those little children would pay the price of revenge
one day. Not now, though. He was on the look-out for some-
thing and he did not know what. He wanted to find a person
who walked with an air of righteousness. Yes, he wanted to
find a ostentatious bastard. The type of individual who is
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