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Food Donor Corner 

With one revealing memory, Vivian Best paints a 

stark picture of why Give It Fresh Today means so much 
to so many.  A woman living in a shelter came up to 
GIFT’s table at the Saturday morning KCC Farmers Mar-
ket. She told the volunteer that while she was homeless, 
she hadn’t eaten fresh vegetables or fruit for three months.  
Best hopes GIFT — and anyone it encourages to follow in 
its healthy path — is changing that.  She characterizes her 
produce donation project, which started in 2010, as a sim-
ple “no-brainer.” Within a year, it was providing 1,000 
pounds of fresh, locally produced food to the homeless 
and hungry each month.  

Over time, GIFT was getting the word out at five farmers 
markets and the numbers soared to a ton of produce a 
week. It is all designated for a population that now needs it 
more than ever, and rarely has the opportunity to enjoy 
fresh foods that offer more nutrition, flavors and cultural 
significance. 

Best is a former Kahala Elementary teacher who now 
stays home with her infant child, tutors and teaches Feld-
enkrais, a study of gentle, focused movement. She initially 
saw the Give it Fresh Today theory in action while travel-
ing in Chicago.  “I felt like it was a unique opportunity for 
Hawaii, where we have a year-round growing season, to 
be using our produce well,” she recalls. “Initially I thought 
people could donate the extra produce they were buying 
because people have a tendency to over-buy — at least I 
do. When a story was printed in the newspaper about do-
nating extra produce, some people thought it meant bring 
it from home.” 

Folks started showing up 
at GIFT’s table with box-
es of avocados, bread-
fruit, tangerines, lychee 
and Malabar spinach 
from their yards. That 
food joined what others 
had donated from the 
market and what farmers 
and vendors sent over as 
they closed for the day.   

“It’s a really easy program that is easy to copy for other farm-
ers markets,” says Best, who encourages people to start their 
own version of GIFT at other sites. “I feel like there should be 
a gift table at every market. It’s an easy concept. It’s not copy-
righted. People don’t need me to do it. People ask can you 
come to our market and I tell them I can show them how to set 
it up and walk them through it.” 

Aloha Harvest is a natural partnership for us.”  GIFT’s total 
reliance on volunteers — those Best characterizes as “our 
face in the community” — is always a concern. Unless more 
can be found, the group’s presence at farmers markets is 
threatened, and so is the availability of fresh food for those 
who need it most.  Best’s hope is that more will see the value 
of GIFT and its idea of “empowering people in their communi-
ties.” 

Aloha Harvest will be there wherever it happens. Already, the 
partnership with GIFT has expanded so that farmers are con-
tacting Aloha Harvest outside the markets.  “One of the bene-
fits is that we’ve been able to share with farmers that Aloha 
Harvest is a really great agency to work with and we’ve been 
able to connect farms directly to them,” Best says. “They don’t 
have to go through the farmers market. They know Aloha Har-
vest is reliable.”  Along with Aloha Harvest, Give It Fresh To-
day partners with the Institute for Human Services, Unity 
Church of Hawaii, Windward Spouse Abuse Shelter and The 
Church of the Living God in Hau’ula.  

Volunteers of all ages are welcome. To volunteer, or for more 
information, send an email to giveitfreshtoday@gmail.com. 

mailto:giveitfreshtoday@gmail.com


Shop for a Cause 
Macy’s Shop for a Cause passes, good for 25 percent 
off nearly all purchases on Saturday, Aug. 29, will be 
sold by Aloha Harvest board members and staff. They 
are also available on our website (alohaharvest.org).  
 
The $5 pass gives you exclusive savings in every Ma-
cy’s story Aug. 29, and we receive 100 percent of the 
pass proceeds. You can also enter to win a $500 Macy’s 
Gift Card.  Those that donate online will have their shop-
ping pass emailed or mailed. Please specify the dona-
tion is for the Macy’s fundraiser and let us know how you 
would like to receive your pass. 
 
Macy’s Shop for a Cause has partnered with non-profits 
nationwide for the last 10 years, raising more than $47 
million for charity.  

CIA 2015:  
World Food Day 
Our theme for Aloha Harvest's Compas-
sion in Arts 2015 is World Food Day.       
A day dedicated to taking action against 
hunger.  Deadline for artistic submis-
sions is Oct. 2.  The fourth annual compe-
tition is open to middle school and high 
school students (grades 6-12).  

Entries will be accepted beginning Aug. 3.  
All mediums are accepted.  One entry per 
student. Entries must be original in con-
cept, design and execution and may not 
violate U.S. copyright laws. There are no 
size restrictions, but please notify us for 
any oversized pieces.  

Selected pieces will be on display at the 
exhibit, followed by an awards ceremony 
announcing winners Friday, Oct. 16, 
which is World Food Day. 

For submission forms and more infor-
mation, please visit alohaharvest.org or 
call 537-6945. 

Give Aloha  
Aloha Harvest is participating in the annual 
Give Aloha matching gifts program, which 
runs all of September at Foodland, Sack N 
Save and Foodland Farms.   

When you donate at those stores in Sep-
tember, and designate Aloha Harvest as 
your non-profit organization, a portion of the 
donation will be matched by Foodland and 
the Western Union Foundation.  Individuals 
must use their own Maika`i Card to make 
the donation. At checkout, present your 
card and tell the cashier you would like 
to make a dona-
tion to Aloha Har-
vest. Our registra-
tion code is 78185.   

Your donation will be added to your grocery 
purchase total. Donations exceeding $249 
(per person) will not be matched.  Your do-
nation amount and our name will appear on 
the receipt. The donation is tax deducti-
ble. Donor names will not be released to 
organizations, so if you would like us to 
know of your gift, contact us directly so we 
can properly acknowledge it.   

Matching gifts will be calculated after the 
program ends. We will receive your entire 
donation, plus a percentage of Foodland’s 
$300,000 matching gift.  

CIA 2014 brought in different mediums including sculptures, poetry, photog-

raphy and more. A two day exhibit was held at The Arts at Mark’s Garage. 

http://alohaharvest.org/
http://alohaharvest.org/




“ 

A few days ago, I left work in the ear-

ly evening and headed home by foot. It 

is about an hour walk for only about two 

miles through town. As I began my trek, 

tired, and anxious to get home to make 

dinner for the boys, I spotted a young 

man up ahead. I had seen him many 

times. An African American always 

dressed heavily, with a thick coat, bean-

ie cap, long pants, always looking hot in 

the same outfit. He paces back and 

forth, or walks all over, seemingly aim-

lessly, often with his hands up to his 

ears, like he is trying to block out a ca-

cophony of distant voices. Unrelenting 

voices. Painful voices. I had passed him 

many times before, always trying to get 

his attention with eye-contact, to no 

avail. He seems buried in his own 

World.  

 

I saw him about fifty-yards up ahead 

and decided I would try to just hand him 

money as I passed him. Minimal inter-

action. Maybe it would work. I pulled 

into the Salvation Army to dig into my 

wallet in a more secure place, and end-

ed up looking at the used book section. 

I figured out the money I needed to get 

the boys dinner and had a crisp ten-

dollar bill left over. I tucked it into my 

shirt pocket for easy access. I was only 

in there for about five-minutes.  

 

When I emerged from the store and 

went back out to the main street, I was 

saddened to see him way across the 

busy four lane street walking towards 

the harbor. The light was fading fast so I 

decided to carry on home. I lamented a 

missed opportunity.                           

I walked about another 100-yards and 

turned the corner towards Iwilei Street. I 

have walked this corridor many, many 

times. Often only to see human car-

nage. Bodies strewn about. Some 

seemingly lifeless. Others restless and 

wistful. Also strewn about as well, piec-

es of cardboard, clothing, trash, some-

times syringes and little plastic bags, 

and even human feces.  

 

As I turned the corner, I could see a 

lone figure sitting against the back wall 

of the Salvation Army building. I couldn't 

make out the person very well as a rail-

ing was blocking my view. Each step 

closer, revealed more and more, until I 

came right upon the person. A young 

local Hawaiian Filipino looking man, 

maybe in his late twenties, ravaged by 

exposure to the harsh outdoor elements 

and looking much older. As I passed 

him, I strained to look at his face, to 

make eye-contact, to give a smile and a 

warm "Aloha..." 

As I did pass him, I looked at his 

face. He was staring off towards the 

ocean and setting Sun. Frozen. His 

eyes were red and filled with tears 

which led to glistening trails down his 

red cheeks. The expression on his face, 

in my brief passing, was one of deep 

despair. I have seen fear. I have seen 

regret. I have seen anger. Sadness. 

Longing. I have never seen a face so 

hauntingly desperate. Just staring. Tear 

strewn. Anguish lines deeply carved 

into what should be a beautiful young 

forehead. Oblivious to my presence or 

passing.  

 

I continued past him and turned the 

corner. As I headed up Iwilei Street, his 

face appeared in my mind again. Tears 

started to fall forth from my eyes. It was 

so haunting. Such sadness. Not a des-

peration of what tomorrow will bring 

because most houseless and homeless 

can't envision a tomorrow. Just a today. 

Hour by hour. It looked like a terrible 

traumatic memory. A horrible past. Mis-

takes. Horrible decisions. Nothing left to 

salvage. 

Just then the wind from Nu'uanu 

picked up ten-fold and started blowing 

me backwards. I had to dig in my feet 

and lean forward to move ahead, step-

by-step. Every time I pictured his 

seared face, more tears burst forth. I felt 

like the wind was commanding me to 

turn around and go back. As my mind 

raced trying to think about what I should 

do, in the impending darkness, my feet 

kept moving steadily towards home. My 

body wanted rest. Security. Home. 

Loved ones. It would mutiny my Heart in 

an instant. To survive.  

Just then a young Asian woman ap-

proached me from the opposite direc-

tion, so I surreptitiously and hurriedly 

wiped my face and eyes of any trace of 

tears. I prepared to give her a warm 

reassuring smile but she kept her face 

towards the ground as we passed.  

The wind was helping to push her 

along, while it kept me struggling to 

move forward. 

As I hit the next intersection a block 

away, I stopped. I looked up at the Ko'ol 

Message from  the E.D. 

 

Most of the postings on my Facebook I tend to scan through.  But, every now and then some-

thing will catch my eye (or heart) and I find myself clicking on their post to read more.  This story 

that follows is one that did just that!  I was so captured by Kai’s writing of his experience and the 

compassion he demonstrated.  He touched on so many levels of emotions people deal with re-

garding the homeless and houseless situation.  If only more people would see and understand 

the individuals (and listen to their na’au).  I express my mahalo to Kai for allowing me to share 

his story. 

Ku`ulei Williams, Executive Director 



au mountains laid out in front of me. The 

canopy of clouds still tinged with the red 

of the setting Sun and impending Twi-

light.  

My na'au, my visceral instincts, told me 

to turn around and go back. Without think-

ing or reasoning or rationalizing anything, 

I listened to my na'au. I turned around and 

started walking back with the wind push-

ing me along. Listen to my na'au. Some-

thing my Mother told me three months 

after her death through a beautiful gifted 

friend. I need to listen more to my na'au. 

Trust my instincts. I pictured his face 

again, tears welled up quickly, and I 

thought about people taking their lives 

when they descend into the bottomless 

pits of despair. I quickened my pace. I felt 

my Heart pounding. 

I was actually catching up with the 

woman who had passed me, so I slowed 

down. I didn't want her to think that I 

turned around to follow her after I passed 

her in the impending darkness. I was a 

little concerned for her well-being headed 

into the area she was, so I stopped and 

just watched her until she entered a build-

ing and was out of sight.  

I then headed back to where I saw the 

young man. For a moment, I thought 

about danger. Like someone with mental 

illness, who might attack me. I had a 

beautiful friend, a Samoan, six-foot-six tall 

behemoth young man, who was stabbed 

in the chest, in his Beautiful and Loving 

Heart, by a little diminutive punk outside 

of an adult book store. Dead. Just like 

that. I could see shadowy figures emerg-

ing all over from cardboard forts, alleys, 

bushes, and all kinds of daytime hiding 

places. I thought to myself, what if that 

happens to me tonight. That is how I will 

die. Tonight. Laying in a pool of blood. 

Because I don't mind my own business. 

My family waiting for me at home. Won-

dering when and how they would get noti-

fied. I quickly pushed the grim thought out 

of my head and continued on. 

 As I turned the corner, I gauged the 

scene and situation. As I approached the 

man, I noticed he had a black plastic leg 

brace on his right leg, like a cast for a 

broken bone. I hadn't noticed it the first 

time I passed him.   

 

I only saw his face which had burnt 

into my psyche. I walked to the opposite 

side of him, in the direction he was star-

ing. Still staring. Still his tear filled eyes 

glistening in the fading light. I squatted 

down next to him to put my head at his 

level. He looked down furtively at his feet.  

I asked, "Are you okay?"    He quietly 

and softly said, "Yes..."  It was then that I 

noticed that he didn't only have a leg 

brace, but he was wearing a black chest 

brace with metal bars, keeping his spine 

and ribs stable. He looked like he was in 

pain as he sat there on the dirty sidewalk.    

 

I asked again, "Are you sure you are 

okay?" He briefly looked up at me, red 

swollen eyes, and softly said, "Yes."   We 

stayed there for a few quiet moments, in 

what felt like minutes. Just quietly in each 

other's presence.  I then stuck out my 

hand and said, "My name is Kai." 

 

He extended his hand slowly, grasped 

my outstretched hand, and shook it slow-

ly. He then said his name. I couldn't hear 

it very well with the traffic zooming by so 

close and my hearing not being the best. I 

said, "I’m sorry, what was your name 

again?" He repeated it softly. I still didn't 

hear it very well. A little embarrassed, I 

asked him, "Can you spell it?" It had 

sounded like "Ayen" but I wasn't sure. He 

started spelling it, after a brief pause 

where it seemed like he was searching for 

the letters to his own name. A name that 

probably disappeared years ago when he 

first ended up on the street. 

 

I heard him spell it slowly. 

"A...y....e...n..." but I still wasn't sure. He 

spelled it softly. That was it. I couldn't ask 

him again. I squatted next to him, and 

noticed his dry and beat up feet. A few 

open sores on his legs. The hard plastic 

braces. His little dirty backpack. That was 

all he had.  

 

I then remembered that I had the ten-

dollar bill in my shirt pocket, so I pulled it 

out and held it out to Ayen. I said, "Here 

brother, this is for you." He glanced up at 

it, then quickly looked back down at his 

feet. He softly asked, "What for?"   

 

I was a little puzzled, and I was horri-

fied that maybe he thought I was giving 

him money, expecting drugs or something 

in return. The street life, where everything  

 

is exchanged or bartered for survival. I 

smiled and said, "For food, drink, get 

yourself dinner. Anything.” 

He looked up again at me, and quietly 

asked, "Are you sure?" I smiled again and 

said, "Yes...whatever you want. Whatever 

you need." He slowly took the bill, held it 

against his chest brace, and quietly said, 

"Thank you..."                             

My legs were starting to lock squatting 

down for so long so I began to raise my-

self up with feet that were beginning to go 

to sleep. I stood up, struggling, and 

looked at Ayen, and said, "Whenever I 

come this way, I will check up on you. 

Make sure you are alright. Okay?"  He 

looked up and quietly said, "Thank you." 

I walked past him to return on my jour-

ney to get home, with an overwhelming 

feeling of Spirit. Accomplishment. I did the 

right thing. I didn't get attacked. I wasn't 

killed. As I proceeded towards the corner 

back to Iwilei Street, I looked back at him 

as he was looking up at me. I smiled my 

warmest biggest reassuring smile that I 

could muster, and said genuinely, "I love 

you brother..." They weren't just platitudes 

or words. I truly felt Love for Ayen. His 

tortured Soul. 

Ayen smiled and said "Me too. Thank 

you" in a much firmer voice. Not as quiet 

and weak as before. It brought me great 

happiness inside. Great Happiness. Joy. 

No sooner than I turned the corner on-

to Iwilei Street, I burst forth into tears 

again. The whole situation seemed so 

dire. The Happiness and Satisfaction was 

so fleeting. The whole scene. So tragic on 

many levels. My paltry ten dollars wouldn't 

last him one meal. I felt helpless on many 

levels, and selfish as well. I thought to 

myself, what a cruel World. And I am just 

putting Band-aids on the deeper suffering. 

It was then that I noticed the wind was 

now blowing in the opposite direction and 

pushing me forward on my Journey to get 

home. I was filled with anguish and 

walked quietly. Thoughts racing in my 

head. When I hit Chinatown, I felt my 

chest start burning, like the onset of the 

angina I had been experiencing. I attribut-

ed it to the emotions and stress, as op 



Agency Highlight 

One of Mental Health Kokua’s greatest hopes for 

those that come through its many doors is that they can ulti-
mately achieve independence. Aloha Harvest reached out 
about a decade ago to offer a small but deeply appreciated 
assist. 

 
MHK, now into its fifth decade, was founded specifically to 
“assist persons recovering from serious mental illness in 
achieving their optimum level of independent living in the 
community.”  

 
It started with a few people in one 
house on Sierra Drive and now 
serves a broad range of folks with 
behavioral health needs. It has 30 
locations throughout Oahu, Maui, 
Kauai, and the island of Hawaii.  At 
Sierra House, Safe Haven and 
Dominis House in Honolulu, Dun-
can House in Kaneohe and Kuokoa 
House in Pearl City, Aloha Harvest provides meals when 
food is available. It might be once or twice a week, and often 
the food comes straight from a banquet. 

 
It is tasty, filling, gives the cooks in the homes a break and 
helps MHK direct more money to more critical areas. 
“Basically, Aloha Harvest calls us a little while ahead when 
they know they have food,” says Safe Haven Director Bill 
Hanrahan, who feeds up to 50 people at every meal. “It’s 
usually from a caterer. They bring enough to make a meal 
so it saves our food budget. Instead of buying lunch, we 

can put out for our clients what Aloha Harvest has brought 
by.” 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

This is Hanrahan’s second rotation as director at Safe Ha-
ven, which was founded in 1995 for mentally ill and home-
less adults. It is a collaborative effort of MHK and Helping 
Hands Hawaii.  Aloha Harvest initially reached out to Mental 
Health Kokua about 10 years ago, with the offer of food that 
has been rescued and donated, and the promise of deliver-
ing it. The mutually beneficial relationship has deepened 
over the years, as MHK has expanded. 

 
MHK’s services are designed with the local community in 
mind. Safe Haven tailors its services for those in the China-
town area.  It offers outreach, case management and com-

munity placement services, along with 
residential, clinical and medical care, 
including psychosocial rehabilitation 
programs. There is an activity center 
for social rehabilitation and Safe Have-
n’s chemical dependency treat-
ment has a “harm reduction” program 
that has helped 90 percent of those 
served become abstinent within six 
months. 

 
Hanrahan calls the homes — the cornerstone of the program 
initially — MHK’s “bread and butter.”  
The need grows each day. For those between the ages of 
15-44, mental disorders are the leading cause of disability in 
the U.S. and Canada. MHK’s mission is to achieve “optimum 
recovery and functioning in the community.” 
Safe Haven sees itself as a “portal of entry” to housing and 
treatment, with no barriers to receiving services. It attempts 
to “provide a secure, non-threatening, supportive environ-
ment.”  

 
That includes healthy food with as much variety as possible. 
That is where Aloha Harvest comes in. 

 

 

 

posed to physical exertion and tried to 

calm my thoughts down. 

 

It wasn't severe, but I was dreading it 

if it increased since it usually felt like the 

onset of a heart-attack. I still worried 

about Ayen. What would happen to him. 

What a horrible situation to be in. When 

I crossed Alakea Street, I noticed a 

beautiful plumeria tree next to a bank. I 

walked right up to it. There was a Beau-

tiful solitary blossom glistening in the 

fading light. It was nose level for my 

height. I walked up to it, pressed my 

nose against the soft petals and inhaled 

deeply. It transported me back to my 

grandmother's home in Makakilo.  I was 

nine years old again...if only briefly… 

 

With all the love and security and 

innocence of that time. My chest pains 

disappeared. I quietly and softly thanked 

my Grandmother, and told her I love her. 

I couldn't carry the weight of this World 

on  my shoulders. There remains much 

work to be done, large and small...and 

sometimes, very, very small...  

I continued on my journey. Thinking 

about Ayen. Feeling a sense of dread 

like I may never see him again. Not nec-

essarily out of tragedy, but just how the 

World works. I thought about my deci-

sion to follow my na'au and head back 

into the darkness. I never would have 

met him if I came up with a million rea-

sons why I shouldn't have gone back. 

My Mother knew what I needed. So did 

my Grandmother. So did the Wind and 

the Stars. The World may not have 

changed that night.  But I know I 

changed. And I hope Ayen changed as 

well. If only for one more difficult dark 

night. To wake up to one more day. To 

find Hope. Life sustaining Hope. Just 

two little Souls. Passing in the night. 

Maybe only once in this Lifetime. Maybe 

only once in a trillion years. But with 

Love. Beautiful Love… 

 

Kai Markell 
 

I hope that you were touched in some 

way by Kai’s story.  Sometimes we need 

to be reminded to be compassionate 

and sensitive to others.  Maybe to listen 

to our na’au – that gut feeling or tugging 

on our heart – telling us to act, not ig-

nore it.  Make a difference – “There re-

mains much work to be done, large and 

small…and sometimes, very, very 

small…” 

” 

https://www.facebook.com/kai.markell?fref=photo
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LA NOSTRA COMUNITÀ DI SUPPORTO 

(SUPPORT OUR COMMUNITY) 

PRESENT THIS FLYER  

FROM 11AM – 10PM 

and 20% of your purchase will be donated to 

ALOHA HARVEST 

DATE:  TUESDAY, SEPTEMBER 15, 2015 

TIME:  11:00AM - 10:00 PM 

LOCATION:  ROMANO’S MACARONI GRILL  

                         ALA MOANA 

RAISE MONEY FOR 
 

Aloha Harvest 



Kōkua Today 

Donate by Check 
Aloha Harvest 
3599 Waialae Ave #23 
Honolulu, HI 96816 
 
Donate by Credit Card 

Call (808) 537-6945 or 
visit our website 
www.alohaharvest.org 
 
Donate Food 
Call (808) 537-6945  
 
Donate Time 
Call (808) 537-6945  
or email  

3599 Waialae Avenue #23 

Honolulu, Hawaii 96816 

Rescuing Food to Feed Hawaii’s Hungry 

NonProfit Org. 

US Postage 

PAID           

Honolulu, HI 

Permit No. 1474 

BOARD OF DIRECTORS 

Lisa Tomihama, Chair 

Thomas Grimes, Vice President 

Emi Kaimuloa, Secretary 

Bonny Amemiya, Treasurer 

Chris Colgate 

Kevin Oda 

Janice Fukuda 

Jennifer Shiraki 

Robert Harrison, Emeritus Chair 

 

 

 

STAFF 

Ku´ulei Williams 

Mele Pepa 

Greg Nacapoy 

Hiram Johnson 

Kiki Johnson 

George Stevens 
 

If, like us, pasta is your passion and 
Macaroni Grill fulfills your cravings, visit 
the Ala Moana restaurant on Tuesday, 

Sept. 15. When you present our flyer, 20 
percent of the total of your check 

(excluding tax and tip) will be donated to 
Aloha Harvest. Flyers are also available 

on www.alohaharvest.org.  


