





















































Michael Molloy

Saturday Night in Spring

Overloud laughter at the new neighbors’ house:
Women in full skirts, and round men, middle-aged,
In long-sleeved shirts, carried casserole dishes in

An hour ago. Now the sounds of drunkenness mount.

I sit in my hillside garden

And gaze at the full spring moon.

I wait, as it separates itself from a film
Of cloud that’s lit around by silver.

I stay to see the moonlit leaves

Of the slender, rustling panax,

Brushed white tonight,

And sway with the stalks of new bamboo.

While I walk back up the stair, I note

My neighbor Jack there on his balcony
Across the way. He sits quiet in the dark,
Looking down at the same party of strangers.

Plant Forms
by Dawn Tada
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Lucia Corsi-Clark

I am a Dancer

I am a ballet woman
I am an arabesque woman
I am an assemble woman
I am an attitude woman
I am a balance woman
I am a classique woman
I am a romantique woman
I am a changement woman
I am a demi-plié woman
I am an échappée woman
I am a glissade woman
I am a jeté woman
I am a leotard woman
I am a pas de deux woman
I am a pirouette woman
I am a plié woman

I am a preparation woman
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Katherine R. Nakazato

Forgiving and Letting Go

grandmother had not gotten along. Holly was now twenty years

old, and the most easy-going, friendly, kind-hearted person anyone
could ever meet. However, when she was younger, Holly had been a
sassy rascal. She always answered back whenever she was told to do
something, which was probably why her grandma never took a liking to
her.

E ver since Holly had been in elementary school, she and her

Her grandmother, whom she called Obachan, had lived in Okinawa
until Holly’s brother, Eugene, was born. Obachan moved to Hawaii when
Eugene was about a year old so that she could help her oldest son, Holly’s
father, with his family while he ran his small business. She knew very
little English, yet she managed to live in Hawaii for eighteen years. Her
style was very old-fashioned. She believed in better treatment for boys,
as was the customary view in Japan. So naturally, Holly and her older
sister, Jennifer, were second in importance compared to Eugene, who was
spoiled rotten.

However, Jennifer was always treated better than Holly, maybe
because Jennifer was the oldest sibling, or maybe because Jennifer did
whatever Obachan wanted. Maybe their personalities were compatible. No
one knows why she treated her own granddaughters so differently.

O ne day, Holly and Obachan got into a huge fight. There was yelling,
shouting and anger in the air — you could feel the hostility just by
being in the same room. It started when Obachan picked on Holly about
her laundry.
She said to Holly, “You’d better put your clothes in now because
it’s going to rain. You don’t know anything, and you’re so lazy!”
Holly was minding her own business, doing homework in her own
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Grant Muranaka

A Step at a Time

As the child
rolls

back

and forth

gaining momentum
rolling left

and then right
until finally

slowly but carefully
he rolls over

onto

his stomach

and then
raises himself
onto his

four limbs

first raising

his butt into the air
then the rest

of his little body

wobbly

arising
onto his
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two feet

swaying back
and forth
gaining

his balance

tired, exhausted
he looks up,
and before him
straight ahead,

a happy parent
with open arms
and a big smile
greets him,

and then

one foot

in front of another
he walks.












Kim Chung Nguyen
White

White is the gleaming snow on a fresh winter morning
It erases all the flaws of this imperfect place

It is not sweet like the c~~amy icing,

Or warm or happy as a tireplace.

White is never there when I am in love,

Or ever there when I am happy.

It is always waiting, watching from above,
And wraps me in its arms when I’'m lonely.

I feel the touch of coldness when my love leaves,

It freezes my heart and slows its beat.

It lasts forever,

Unlike love, which is here today, and gone tomorrow.
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