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Welcome Aboard

Noweo L.K. Kai

“«On behalf of CaPtain Malamalama
and the rest of our crew,
welcome aboard.”

You think

Waimanalo, Homestead
Waianae born and bred.

Puka shells, puka teet, luau feet,
deadbeat... Hawaiian.

Choke Hawaiian

bracelets... broke.

Sovereign protestor... broke.
Beer, overweight, pidgin,
English... broke.

“We are now ﬂﬂing at an

altitude of 30,000 feet.”

Brok? Only da mout’
wen da food iz “ono.
Homeless? Hardly.
llliterate? An ill opinion.
Uneducated...

[ding]

“Please remain seated with your seatbclts

tightly fastened.”

UNEDUCATED?

What'’s your definition of educated?

It's just that, YOURS.

No thank you, | have my own.

What do | know?

| know that this ocean’s desire is to nourish

the spirit and mind :

as well as the body.

| know that this land is sacred and cares for me, therefore,
| must, in turn, care for Her.

| know not to take from Her more than | need.

| know my kupuna deserve respect.

| know

| don’t know

everything. But | do know that all knowledge does not
come from inside a classroom

in a box labeled

“Formal Education.”

Sterotype me
if it makes you
feel better,
however,
“Please use caution
wl’wen oPeningyour overheacl ComPartment,

as your items may have shifted

throughout this ﬂigl’lt.”

Noweo L.K. Kai won Ist place in the Poetry Category. Runner-up is “Modi”
by William Linkmark.

A FEELING I HAD NEVER FELT BEFORE

Christopher Wade

I became a young adult in a great era
of Americana. It was the mid-1980s.
Everything seemed to be on an upswing:
the economy was on the rebound, com-
munism was on the run, the Cold War
was nearing an end, and AIDS was only
a problem for gay people. All was new
and good in my world.

I was living just outside LA and had
arelatively high-paying job as a plumber.
This afforded a lifestyle which: was con-
sidered to be extravagant for my age. My
first apartment was a cool little bachelor
pad near the beach and I had with a brand
new car. My place in the world was
secure. I felt like I could do whatever I
wanted. I felt almost invincible.

Friday had finally come after a long
week of work and it was time to hit the
town. A good friend and I went to see a
band play, and then headed over to our
local watering hole.

Walking through the door, I noticed
an incredibly beautiful girl. She was
nothing short of a super model. This girl
held herself with an air of confidence
that intrigued me instantly from across
the crowded room. My mark had been
made and it would be my goal to get to
know this girl better.

As I approached, our connection was
immediate. We began to make small
talk. While our conversation grew in
intensity, the sounds of the crowded bar
began to fade. It felt as if we were the
only two people in the room. A feeling I
had never felt before came over me. We
talked long into the night. The beautiful
girl stayed with me that night.

The next day, she asked if she could
stay with me for a few weeks. She had
been having problems with a past boy-
friend, mentioning something about
being physically abused. She said it
would only be until she found a new
place. Of course, a chivalrous young
gent such as myself would help a beauti-
ful maiden in her time of distress!

That one night of bliss quickly turned
into a living hell.

Over the next few months, things in my
world began to change. Almost immedi-
ately, we started not getting along. She
was rude to my family, friends, and
neighbors. She didn’t want them coming
around. She brought more and more of
her things over, they were ruining the
look and feel of my cool little bachelor
pad. She didn’t seem to be looking for
an apartment. She wasn’t working. We
were not sharing our lives.

I felt stifled and out of place. I found

k)

As she sat down, |
knew immediately.
A feeling | had
never felt before
came over me.
I'm pregnant,’ she
said.

myself changing my life to suit her
needs. I was not happy and was not in
love. The beautiful girl I had met in the
bar was not the girl of my dreams. So it
was decided. I would talk with her that
night after dinner.

I went over the plan in my head all
day, thinking of possible objections she
may have to our separation, along with
ways to overcome them. I prepared and
rehearsed my lines, as a finely tuned
actor would. I was neither concerned nor
nervous as the evening approached. I felt
ready for what was to come. I wanted
my life back.

We were both pretty quiet during
dinner. While I cleared the table and
gathered my courage, she asked me if we
could talk. A million things ran through
my head in an instant: maybe she found
a place, maybe she got back together
with her ex-boyfriend, or maybe she had
realized the shortcomings in our rela-
tionship and made the same decision I
already had. I waited patiently for her on
the couch.

As she sat down, I knew immediately.

A feeling I had never felt before came
over me.

“I’m pregnant.” She said.

It was like the shot heard around the
world, then all fell silent.

The next few minutes were uncomfort-
able and awkward. Time crawled as my
head began to swell and ache. My thoughts
started to spin. I had taken the proper pre-
cautions to avoid this, yet my armor and
shield were proven to be imperfect.

I found myself directly the middle
of my first real problem of adult life. I
was not invincible.

We began to converse about the pros-
pects of being parents as such a young
age. I had to be forthcoming. 1 was not
ready to be a parent. More so, I was

SPECIAL-BEGINNINGS.COM

not prepared to continue on with our

relationship the way it had been. I was
honest and let her know of my intentions
to break up that night.

During our conversation she clearly
stated that it was to be her decision. I
agreed with her, pledging my complete
support for whatever her choice might
be. These things were very had hard to
say, but I had to portray a true picture of
my feelings and intentions.

My son was born on April 4, 1988;
we named him Cory. He was a cute and
well-mannered kid. He loved spend-
ing time with me and would stay at
the house over the whole summer, at
least two weekends of every month, as
well as two nights each week while his
mother worked.

The kid was fearless, and he began
skateboarding, surfing, snow skiing all
before the age of 3. He and the neigh-
borhood kids would all come over to
watch movies, play Ninja versus Samu-
rai, or his favorite Nintendo! We went to
the beach, surfed, built sand castles, and
ate pepperoni pizza by the slice from the
little market down on the corner. They
gave him a Tootsie Pop every time we
went in there. Cory’s uncles guarded
him like the Secret Service. Of course
there were challenges, but we were
having a good time. I considered myself
to be a very good father.

Cory’s mother and I had ended up
living together throughout the preg-
nancy, because she had nowhere else to
go. Over time she began to dislike me,
my friends, and family even more. She
was violent and verbally abusive toward
me. She made scenes in public. She was a
bitter and terrible person to deal with. She
made my life a Jiving hell for what seemed
to be her simple pleasure and amusement.

When Cory was almost five years old,
his mother was working as a stripper and
living in a small town about 150 miles
from LA. She had given birth to two
other children, from two different fathers
by this time. I believed she was using
drugs, but that was only speculation.

It was my weekend to have Cory.
While getting out of the car after the
long drive in Friday traffic, I sensed an
eerie silence. The curtains were pulled
shut. Where are all the kids?

After a few minutes at the front
door, I decided to investigate further and
peeked in Cory’s window around back.
His furniture and toys were all gone.

BACKPAGE: Feeling, page 8
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Hands:

Continued from page 6

At 5:55 p.m. I inform my mom of
my father’s excursion.

“They sell baseballs at Tamura’s?”
she asks both of us, and ! have the feel-
ing she’s asking the question to herself
more than either my brother or myself.
She winces at her postulation and tells
us to go shower.

I’'m in the shower when I hear the
kitchen door open and shut so violently
that it shakes the whole house.

My mom is screaming

I run out of the bathroom faster than
a chicken with its head cut off.

Dad places the hamburger on the
counter with a dull thud.

“Get back in the shower!” they
shriek in unison.

At that instant, 'm a mongoose
caught in the high beams of a tractor-
trailer about to be obliterated. It takes a
few seconds for their command to regis-
ter into my eight-year-old brain.

“GO!” they yap. They are just staring
at each other for some strange reason.

There is no fighting this, I realize.
I solemnly slide into the bathroom to
finish off, as I do I peek at the rhino- like
skin on his knuckles.

His hands are bleeding intensely,
dripping onto the kitchen floor into tiny
crimson explosions.

“Gotta show these assholes we’re
not gonna be pushed around,” my dad
explains between my mom’s sniffles.
“The boys gotta learn to stand up for
themselves.”

By the time I shut the door to the
bathroom, mom is wrapping dad’s

Feeling:

Continued from page 7
8

There were no posters or drawings
on the walls. There were only heaps of
trash piled around.

A feeling I had never felt before
came over me.

I began a frantic search for my
son. I went to her work, looked up the
fathers of her other children, I called
her landlord, and later that night went
to the police. After following hundreds
of leads over the coming weeks, it was
obvious this girl had pulled a disappear-
ing act. She and my son were nowhere
to be found.

Over time the frantic search dimin-
ished. Although I had moved on with
my life, I never gave up hope. In the
back of my mind I always day dreamed
of Cory knocking on my door one day,
when he was older. Often I thought of
him and tried to imagine what he would
look like now.

Eight years had gone by. My mother
and grandfather had passed on; 1 had
found my true soul mate and gotten mar-
ried. My wife, Pearl, and I had moved
to Northern California; a new career and
a new world surrounded me. Life was
truly enjoyable, the best it had ever been.
Our strengths compliment each other,
helping us work together as a team. By
supporting each other in our aspirations,
we have been able to accomplish amaz-
ing things together.

On a lazy Saturday afternoon, our
phone rang. It was my dad calling from
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hands with wet paper towels, sniffling as
she does, saying nothing.

“I can’t feel my left han...,” dad sol-
emnly tells my mom when I lock the
knob.

Rice cake is fifty cents.

Blood is free.

F ast-forward twenty-five years.

December 2005. We're at the Spark M.
Matsunaga Veteran’s Administration
Medical Center. The place smells like
him. The pungent aroma of old leather
and faded military fatigues coalesce in
my mind to form a photograph of him
I remember that was taken during R&R
in the Philippines. I close my eyes and
visualize him, a giant at five feet five
inches, standing amongst tiny unnamed
uncles who appear no more than shoul-
der height to him. Several men hold
what appear to be rifles. I can’t tell
because there are clouds of fading tones
of gray due to age that frame the color-
less black and white photo. Dad stands
there, unarmed, dressed in tiger stripe
fatigues, smiling broadly, his gleaming
teeth enhanced by an unfamiliar shaven
face. I’ve never seen him with hair so
short in my life and it’s unnerving. I
begin to delve deeper into this picture
that has been burned into my mind with
the subtlety of a phosphorous grenade.

A cold shudder travels down my back,
and shakes me out of my daydream.

My wife sits there skimming her
slender fingers through the ads in the
Honolulu Advertiser, humming softly
to herself.

She doesn’t notice but I do.

Sullen ancient soldiers limp or roll
by our seats at the snack bar. The chairs
are so high my legs dangle off the floor

Southern California.

“What did you do this time?”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“The police just came here looking
for you!” he said. “What did you do?

My mind reeled. Why would the
police be looking for me? As the realiza
tion hit me, I yelled, “Damn it Dad! What
did they say? It has to be about Cory!

He opened the package they left
behind and quickly began reading the
legal documents aloud. It was a petition
by Cory’s mother seeking the release
of my parental rights. She was in Las
Vegas, married to some corporate big
wig who was more than twice her age.
Her new husband intended to officially
adopt my son along with the other two
kids. A quick Google search proved their
legal council to be among the best in the
country; four of his cases had been pre-
sented to the Supreme Court.

A feeling I had never felt before
came over me.

A very long and dramatic court bat-
tled ensued. There were allegations of
child and spousal abuse made against
me and the fathers of the other children.
Later she cried to the judge and stated
that Cory was not my son. She was
quite the actress on the witness stand;
she almost had me believing her! After
presenting tons of evidence, numerous
witnesses, depositions, tests, reports,
and testimonies we still had deep con-
cerns on what the final verdict would
be. No evidence or witness we pre-
sented seemed to have as much impact
on the judge as the beautiful girl crying
on the witness stand.

and nstantly I feel like a child again.

Squeaking tennis shoes signal the
presence of the medical staff trailing
the veterans. Deep lines in the faces of
the stoic patients form cracks that only
amplify their rocklike profiles. Their
stoicism falters. however, when a group
of the seasoned combatants excitedly
gather to trade tales.

The routine isn’t unfamiliar to my
family or me; we’ve been coming to the
Veteran’s Hospital for as long as I can
remember. Over the years, ['ve been
witness to the dynamics of how these
men go through their formalities and
unsaid rituals that are observed.

Most men, upon entering the facil-
ity, inhale, and then exhale deeply with
a barely audible gasp, sounding as if
taking their first breath.

The guys confined to wheelchairs
skim the interior of the high domed glass
ceiling and my eyes trace the length of
the spiral staircase longingly. One par-
ticular old vet, Hawaiian by the looks of
it, whizzes by where my wife and I are
waiting. He quickly darts towards the
elevator in a blur only to meet me with
his stern, steely gaze.

My wife sits there, still slapping a
sandal with her crossed leg, oblivious.

It lasts only for a fraction of a second, but
Iunderstand the reason for the stink-eye.

[ sorry Uncle, I neva mean fo stare,
my faddah stay hea too.

Within that eternal moment that our
eyes meet, I quickly divert my eyes
towards the gleaming, white linoleum,
shamed in silence by my actions.

With a swish the elevator door closes.
I feel his gaze even as they do.

The swishing seems to echo through-
out the lobby of the center. Another vet

In the end justice prevailed and we
won the war. I regained joint custody
and visitation of my now-teenage son.
The fathers of Cory’s two siblings were

also awarded joint custody and visita- |

tion.

Over the last 5 years, both Pearl and |

[ have established an outstanding rela-
tionship with Cory. He is a handsome.,

smart, and confident young man! Cory |
is now about the age that I was when I |
met his mother and making his first steps

into adult life.

One mormning last summer during
Cory’s visit, be and I were loading the
boat preparing to go out for a day of
SCUBA diving. As the sun cracked across
the horizon of the Pacific, the winds were
calm, the water was a pristine color blue,
and the yellow glow of the sun had just
begun to warm us. We were setting up
the gear when Pearl got there, bringing
us toasted bagels and coffee. We all sat
down to enjoy our goodies before the rest
of the divers arrived.

As we quietly sipped our coffee and

looked out over the marina, Cory simply |

states “Thanks Dad.”
This caught me off guard a bit. as

Pearl had brought the bagels. “Thanks?” |

I asked “Thanks for what?”’
There was a very long pause. “Just. .

thanks.” He said, as he turned his back to

look out towards the ocean.

A feeling I had never felt before |
| vision cameras.

came over me.

Christopher Wade won 1st place in the
Personal Essay Category. Runner-up is
“Slow Down” by Alan Vandermyden.

enters shuffling through the double glass
doors. The guy’s stubborn. I can tell.

Like my dad, this battle-scarred sol-
dier wears his hair in long silver locks:
[ hear a familiar “ka-chunk™ emanating
from his steel leg brace as he makes his
way towards the spiral staircase. [ knew
he was stubborn. A woman attends i
him; she looks to be about twenty (could
be his daughter), she rolls her eyes sar
castically behind his back as he puts up
a stiff left leg up the first step. She stands
behind him should he misstep and fall. I
want to help.

I can’t. Invisible chains of hesitation
strap me down to the barstool.

It takes around three minutes for him
to clear four steps. For a few seconds,
after each one the old man precariously
teeters along the edge of each step trying
to gain balance. His attendant skittishly
prepares herself in the event that he
should fall.

She smiles at me nervously, expectant.
Her father swears every time she touches
the back of his sweat soaked shirt.

Sorry sista, I no can help, everytime
[ try, my faddah he get mad.

I watch the pair hobble painfully
up the staircase and out of sight. the old
man’s cursing becoming fainter as they
make their way through the maze of
hallways in the building.

Someone’s staring at me.

I get that primal feeling that travels
down my spinal column and into every
cell of my body. It’s recognition; I make
out the form of my father leaning on
the rigid koa wood railing fronting the
doctor’s office.

Dad calls for me with his eyes.

I look around for a wife that I sud-
denly can’t find.

Test:

Continued from page 1

tests such as STEP Eiken he hopes to
provide adequate accessibility to a U.S
college or university education for
international students.

“The Japanese student population is
an important target for our international
program so I feel the STEP Eiken test
will be useful for expanding accessibil-
ity for those students,” Tsurutani said.

The STEP Eiken test was developed
in Japan by the Society for Testing
English Proficiency and incorporated
nonprofit foundation established with
the support of the Japanese Ministry

Lost:;

Continued from page 1

private catering in order to work for
the show. On a filming day, a caterer
has to feed approximately 150 peopie
three meals a day. A day of filming
is usually 16 hours. According to an
article in the Honolulu Advertiser,

Honolulu Electronics. a high-tech

| retailer and wholesaler in Kaka’ako

has reported increased profits because
of “Lost.” Honolulu Electronics sells
special batteries that are used for tele-

PEt]

“Lost” advertises Hawaii’s beau-

tiful scenery to millions of viewers

each week. This exposure is great for
Hawaii’s tourism. “Hawaii Five-O”

I'm starting to panic, the palms of my
hands forming beads of perspiration

I direct my line of sight down the
hall where my dad is resting and I’'m
met with her glowing visage looking
back at me.

She’s already there tending to him.

I sprint skittishty down the slippery
corridor and overhear their conversation

Diabetes. I knew that

Type 2, 1 knew that too.

[ keep quiet, too frightened of asking
anything.

Complete numbness in his hands, [
suspected that for a long time.

'hen it comes, the word I dread
hearing.

Surgery is needed again, this time in
his neck to remove shrapnel and calci-
fied bone to bring back the feeling in his
hands.

I hear the words “risk” and *‘quadriple-
gic.”’

I cannot talk.

My mind smashes into minuscule bits,
each tiny piece shattering my ability to feel,
my ravaged emotion makes me numb.

My wife rubs his sweaty back as [
hold his jacket. Dad smiles his familiar
gap toothed smile and draws in an unfath-
omable breath that seems like it’s his first.
We slowly make our way to the car

1 exhale in a short, sharp, release;
feeling like it will be my last.

I take his free hand, feeling the cal-
lused, scarred, knuckles hoping he feels it
through dead nerve endings and shrapnel.

This is the last time I see him walk.

Kenneth Lynn Quilantang, Jr. won in
the state level and will compete in the
national level. Runner-up is “Kaleo
Falls” by Ulpiano Domingo.

of Education. It is a widely recognized
test throughout Japan and serves as an
official measure for English proficiency
for graduating high school seniors and
learners of the English language.

“When they (Japanese high school
students) are graduating they are urged
to take the test to see at what level of
English proficiency they are,” Tsuru-
tani said. “The test has become very
popular in Japan, I believe there have
now been about 7 — 8 million people
who have taken the test.”

For more information contact
the Honda internaticnal center
at (808)734-9312 or by email at
hic@hawaii.edu.

brought in 1.3 million tourists annu-
ally when it first aired in 1968. In
1980, its final season, it brought in
almost 4 million.

The downside of filming in Hawaii
is the high cost. On average, an episode
costs $1.5 to $2.5 million. A huge part of
the show’s success is because its loca-
tion. Shooting in Los Angeles would
be less expensive, but the beaches and
scenery does not match Hawaii’s

“Lost” is one of the highest rated
shows in the nation, baitling the top
spot against the flurry Housewives
and the wannabe Idols. Who is the
man in the hatch? Will Locke get tired
of taking orders from Jack? Will there
be a war between the plane survivors
and the others? We’ll just have to wait
and see.
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