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Kaimuki's neighborhood board 
asks for a study into parking problems 

By Ropati Hebenstreit 

The Kaimuki Neighborhood Boar has 
asked KCC to make a study on how the 
parking problem can best be solved. 

Upset residents neighboring KCC at
tended the Kaimuki neighborhood board 
meeting last Thursday to voice concerns on 
the parking problem in their neighborhood. 
The neighbors said that they were promised 
thattherewouldn'tbeaparkingproblemand 
that the students wouldn't be parking on the 
street 

The provost of KCC, John Morton, told 
the board that the problem is a fluctuating 
one and that it only affects students at the 

beginning of each semester. He also said that 
the projected 1,300 parking stalls will be 
enough space to fill the needs of the school. 

The dozen or so school neighbors, that 
attended the meeting, worried that the school 
dido 't take into consideration parking for the 
faculty, the expansion of the nursing pro
gram and community services, in their pro
jection of parking spaces needed. They also 

· worried the problem will get worse when the 
Pensacola Campus moves up to Diamond 
Head in the fall of 1990. · 

The neighborhood board asked KCC to 
make a study and repon back to them in 
March on how they can improve the parking 
problem. · 

What's good for UH Manoa 
is good for KCC 
By Ropati Hebenstreit 

U.H. President Alben Simone took pan 
in an open forum, hosted by the KCCFaculty 
Senate, last Friday at theLehua Coffee Shop. 
The issues discussed were faculty work- . 
loads, articulation throughout the university 
campus and the film studio development at 
Diamond Head 

On the subject of articulation, Simone 
said that if were going to be one system then 
we should be working towards an associate 
degree transferable to U.H. Manoa that al
lows a stu<knt to enterautomaticly at the 
sophomore level. 

On the limit of 60 credits transferable to 
Manoa Simone said that that policy is on 
hold and that it will be changed. For the time 
being, he said, Manoa will be accepting 
more than 60 credits. 

On the issue of D grades transfering over 
to the U.H. Manoa he said that the Manoa 
Campus will accept the grade unlike as origi-
nally thought. · 

Several faculty members brought to the 
presidents attention the workload for teach
ers. Some teachers wanted to know why 
U.H. teachers don't teach as many hours as 
KCC faculty. Some felt they were carrying a 
heavier workload 

"The goal of the U.H. System is to serve 
education," Simone said. ''The mission iat 

Manoa is excellence in teaching and re
search, and performing community and 
business services." 

The average work load at the U.H. Manoa 
is 7-8 hours a week plus research time ·and 
that should bring the total hours to 12 per 
week, he said. 

At KCC the primary mission is teaching, 
hasaid:Theaverage here is 12-15 hours per 
week. The reason for the difference, he said, 
is that the staff at KCC does not carry out . 
research and development and doesn't have 
to published a book every three years. 

One point brought up by a member of the 
KCC faculty was that as an instructor they 
need time to keep up in their field, which is 
always changing. Simone said that a repon 
will be out by March,1990 to address the 
issue. 

On the "Save Diamond Head" tOpic Dr. 
Mike Molloy asked the President what he 
thought they could do to get the location for 
the proposed film studio expansion changed 
from the Diamond H~d site to another loca
tion. 

Simone said that the U.H. has no choice 
on what will be developed on the land adja
cent to the campus. 

"Its the governor's decision," he said. 
Simone agreed to schedule time at a future 
date so that they could look at the issue more 
closely. 

Top: Jim Tyson, a wheelchair athlete, demonstrates the" dip" exercise at the Physical 
FiUless Coun dedication in Nov. 29. This parcourse, donated by Kaiser Permanente, is 
the first in Hawaii to be accessible to persons in wheelchairs. It is located on Diamond 
Head Road, next to the white chapel. The paracourse will be available for KCC faculty, 
staff and students, and the general public. 

Bottom: Rev. William Kaina from Kawaiahao Church blesses the Physical Fitness 
Court as Provost John Morton and Kaiser Permanente's Health Plan Manager David 
Dunlap assist. 

Correction 
Questions about transferring to Manoa? 

Ceramic sale 
continues today! 

See your counselor 
Several articles and letters in the Hon

olulu dailies may have you wondering just 
which credits will transfer to UH Manoa. 
Perhpaps the most important point for you to 
remember is that you should meet with a 
counselor to go over your academic plans. 

Generally, vocational courses are num
bered below 100. These courses may lead to 
an associate degree in science or a certificate 

of achievement in such areas as food service 
and hospitality, health or business. There are 
also a few courses numbered over 100 that 
lead to an Associate in Science degree but do 
not transfer. 

Most courses numbered over 100 transfer 
to UH Manoa. The Associate in Ans degree 
is designed to prepare students for transfer, 
but an AA degree is not required for transfer. 

Students should also be aware that each 
major has cenain requirements and prerequi
sites. Some courses ttansfer only as elec
tives. Also, students will not be able to 
ttansfer courses for which they have earned 
aD grade. 

Of particular help to students in planning 
their schedules is the Self Assessment Sheet 
available in the advising office, Dima. 



Frank Sheriff: Renaissance ma!l at Koa Gallery 

Frank Sheriff sets up the gallery. 

By Debbie I chimura 

Frank Sheriff sits in solemn thoughtful
ness working on his latest venture in the 
silent Koa Gallery. "Midnite Rider" by the 
Allman Brothers is playing on the portable 
radio. It seems appropriate with his long un
ruly hair and beard, like he should be riding 
on a Harley Davidson. in the flower -child 
days. 

As gallery director, Sheriff recruits local 
artists' work, installs shows, and supervises 
student help. He loves the challenge and the 
"hands-on-experience." KCC invited him 
to direct the gallery this semester. "I knew 

Photo by Kevin Maklzuru 

what I was getting into. I want to be a part of 
the campus an scene and want to help shape 
aspiring artists." 

Sheriff studied art at UH Manoa where he 
received his BFA, MFA and a very prestig
ious Art Achievement Award which granted 
him $10,000 and the opportunity to further 
develop his sculptures and assist in teaching 
in Italy for six months. "I was very flattered 
considering the competition l was up against" 

His artwork was first influenced by Is
amu Noguchi, to whom he was exposed 
through books in the library, and because 
Noguchi is also of Japanese and Caucasian 
ancestry. He was also influenced later by 
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H.C. Westerman, a Chicago-based artist ·, 
because of his rebellion against the main
stream of austere and non-personalized art
work that was predominantly popular during 
the seventies. Like Westerman, Sheriff is 
meticulous about the way he puts his objects 
together, "Pathos, with very humanistic 
qualities." A few of his sculptures feature 
tied-up boulders suspended over the ground 
on a sturdy beam or rod to capture the con
trast and idealization of gravity. 

Sheriff uses a lot of natural objects like 
boulders and ropes to emphasize idioms 
focusing on contrasts and metaphors. His 
themes almost touch base with the meta
physical. There is also subtle innuendo of 
Zen influence from his experiences in Japan. 

He likes "chaos" in his sculpture themes. 
He so enigmatically describes, "I like to see 
everything falling apart and falling back 
together into something else." 

Sculpture is his main forte and his favor
ite mediums are bronze and silver because of 
the welding and chasing involved. 

Sheriff has shared his gift with the com
munity by playing a role in the Iolani Palace 
restoration. He used his molding/casting 
techniques to make restorations on the col
umns at the front gate entrance. This was 
done by tracing the original designs on the 
palace and simulating the same designs to 
make two more columns. 

In his spare time, he works for architects 
and free-lances. His latest art accomplish
ment was winning a $50 gift certificate from 
Anna Bananas on IWloween for his home
made Frankenstein mask. 

His talents also enlighten the performing 
arts. In 1985 he was part of a conglomera
tion of artists wlio did several shows at the 
Contemporary Art Center where he was 

dubbed the "Atomic Comic." In retrospect, 
he describes the piece he performed, titled 
·The Atomic Cookout Show ," as "the last 
comic in the world where dark humor was 
prevalent after the nuclear war." 

His costume was comprised of a mangy 
suit and chefs hat, very "vagabondish." The 
show's props were mutated chicken parts, 
haphazard cooking appliances, and a metal 
garbage can filled with undesirable ·'toxic 
waste" products. "When it was really bad, I 
dove from 30 ft. into the can and threw toxic 
garbage at the audience. 

Sheriff is also a musician in his own right. 
After years of contemplating, he decided to 
take up the drums one day while watching 
his friends in a session. At the time he had !I 
scale-saw, tv., and bongos and started to 
create his own 'def-jams'. He admits to hav
ing taken only one lesson after being intimi
dated by all the young whipper-snapper child 
prodigies he was learning with. 

He has been beating on the skins for three 
years with his former band "Melodius 
Thunk" and has played at Anna Bananas and 
Andrew's Amphitheater. He is currently in 
a band and is looking for a name besides 
"Slow Children Playing" and "Lost Dog 
Award." "It's something I've always wanted 
to do and it's relaxing." 

He and his posse hope their original song 
entitled , "Please Get Your Body Off My 
Mind" hit big-time andgetradioair-playon 
stations such as KTUH. The band's style 
itself is psychabilly and inspired by "This 
guy, Art, ... and his dog." 

As for what the future holds for Frank 
Sheriff, "I would like to stay at KCC for 
awhile, go back to Europe, and have more 
time for my artwork, and of course, get better 
at the drums." 

Tutor's jobs take her 
round the world 
By Wanda Schnacker 

"I enjoy tutoring especially when the 
students' instructors notice improvement in 
their work" said Komatsu Tanaka, a volun
teer Japanese tutor at the LAC. 

Tanaka began volunteering after Mr. 
Y ukie Ishigami, a Japanese insttuctor, asked 
her if she would be interested. She helps her 
students with their pronunciation, meaning, 
and proper form. 

As a youngster, Tanaka, who is origi
nally from Kauai, spoke Japanese, but as 
soon as she entered grade school, she learned 
and spoke English. Tanaka said "My main 
purpose of taking J~se is for my own in
formation andto be able to read Kanji (Chi
nese characters)". She is presently enrolled 
in Japanese 201, and took Japanese 102 two 
years ago. This is her frrst year tutoring at the 
LAC where she is available MWF from 10 
a.m.-10:50 p.m. 

Tanaka has worked at jobs in many dif
ferent places inCluding Guam, Japan, and 
Washington D.C. 

She has worked as a school secretary at 
several public schools on Kauai, wasadmin
isarative secretary of what is now the College 
of Continuing Education at UH Manoa, and 
then went back to UH tostudy Business Ad
minislration. 

She has worked for the Department of 
the Interior in Guam, and for the Army in 
Okinawa as well as for the Department of 
Transportation in Hawaii. 

She also worked for Senator Spark 

Komatsu Tanaka 

· Matsunaga as a Congressional assistant and 
for the Department of Energy where she 
was a budget analyst in coal research and 
development Mter experiencing living in 
Washington D.C., Tanara said it is " the 
pulse of the nation, go if you have a chance". 

Since 1980 she has worked for Senator 
Richard Wong in the State Legislature every 
session. She transcribes speeches from the 
Senate floor for the Senate Journal Office. 

In Washington D.C. Tanaka had the privi
lege to sit through the Joint Session of Con
gress where she heard president Johnson 
give his "G~mt Society Message. "That is an 
experience and thrill she will never forget, 
sbesays. 
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Prize winners of the Dianiond Journal contest 

Photo by Brock PembertGR 

by Brock Pemberton 

The first place winner in the English 1 Ov 
category is Ma1ka Garni. Maika came to 
Hawaii from Israel eight years ago. She has 
been a~ding KCC for two years and plans 
to become a _language instructor. She enjoys 
traveling and learning about different cul
tures. This summer, Maika is looking for
ward to spending five weeks in France with 
a club from the University of Hawaii. Some 
of her other interests include dancing, hik
ing, and eating health·foods. Maika's feel
ings about KCC's Diamond Head campus 
are the same as most students. It is a beauti
ful and an inspiring place to pursue an edu
cation. 

Visiting the Holy Land, 
the Land· of the Bible 

by Maika Garni 

Visiting Israel is a fascinating experi-
ence, despite the rumors of it being unsafe. 
You don't walk in the street and have people 
shoot at you, as some people think as a result 
of wrong information given to us here in 
America by television, radio, and newspa
per; 

Israel is located in the Middle East, where 
much of the world's trouble seems to origi
nate. It is a small country, about the size of 
~ew Jersey in total area, and is secure within 

· its well defmed borders. A visitor can travel 

from one end to the other in just one day, and 
the country is very safe to tour and visit In 
fact, as far as safety is concerned, it is far 
safer to walk at night in Israel than it is in 
most American cities. 

The main atttactions for millions of tour
ists are the variety of religious sites through
out the country. For example, Christians 
like tO see the birthplace of Jesus in Bethle
hem and the Sea of Galilee in Tiberius, 
where the Bible says Jesus walked upon 

Continued on page 7 

English 100 First Plac.e Winner: Nha Nguyen 
by Brock Pemberton 

The f1rst place winner in the English 100 
category is Nba Nguyen. Nha left Saigon 14 
months ago to join her sister here in Hawaii. 
She is interested in the field of education and 
social work. Nhais in her second semester at 
KCC and will eventually transfer to U.H. 
Manoa. 

When Nba can find time to escape from 
her studies, she likes to relax by going hiking, 
spending time at the beach, and playing the 
"dan tranh,".a Vietnamese 16 stringed musi
cal instrument The peaceful beauty of the 
Islands has inspired Nba to write. 

In Vietnam, Nba and bet husband dedi
cated themselves to humanitarian causes and 
social work, although they found it difficult 
to do so in a Communist run country. Nba 
looks forward to the day they can continue 
working for soeial causes in a free counuy. 

Nba has experienced the loss of one's 
counuy and of one's freedom. She hopes to 
express Ibis loss in htz writing, thereby giv
ing the people who read it an insight as to 
how precious freedom is. 

Nba would lite to express her thankful-

Photo by Brock Pemberton 

ness and grati1Ude to her husband, whose 
love, understanding, and caring has helped 
her fmd the meaning and value of life again. 
Nba would also like to ex}X'ess her heartfelt 
thanks to her English teacher, Meena Sach
deva, for all her assistance and encourag
menL 

English 22 First Place Winner: Virginia B.urke 

Photo by Brock Pemberton 

Howl Lost 
My Name 

by Nha Nguyen 

My name "Nha," in Vietnamese, is an 
adjective. When combined with other adjec
tives, "Nha" can have different meanings. 
The first meaning (thanh nha) can be used to 
describe the beauty of a place or a country. It 
is also used to describe the nicety, the grace
fulness, and the elegance of people. On the 
other hand, "Nha" can be used negatively to 
describe a person who is rude (khiem nha). 
In my childhood, I used to get upset when the 
kids in the neightxxhood called me the sec
ond meaning (khiem nha). But as I grew up, 
I learned my name was widely used in litera
ture and music to describe the beauty of the 
country and the love of people. Hence, a 

Conti~~~~ed on page 2 

by Brock Pemberrton 

The first place winner in the English 22 
category is Virginia Burke. Virginia was 
born and raised on the "Big Island" . She 
now lives in Honolulu with her husband. 
They have raised three childem and now 
Virginia wants to further her education and . 
become a licensed practical nurse. Virginia 
isn't far from her goal. She now works for 
Kapiolani Medical Center as an intermedi
ate nurse. This is Virgini~' s flfSt semester at 
KCC and she enjoys being back at school. 
She fmds the campus beautiful, the students 
friendly, and the teachers very helpful. 

Fine Dining 
for Girlie 

by Virginia Burke 

There were six of us De Sa children 
growing up, during the post World War II 
era, in a small sugar cane plantation town op 
the Big Island. We were all less than two 
years apart, with the exception of my sister 
Mal. She came six years after my youngest 

,· brother Bill. Our life was one of running 
free. Some of the pleasures that filled our 
days were building dams in the river every 
summer, swinging on vines that were ten or 
fifteen feet off the ground, or taking Deads
·man tum at high speed on our bikes. The 
thought that there might be a car coming "" 
around the bend on the other side of the road · 
never occurred to us. Our household was 
one of constant havoc. The one thing we all 
excelled in was having a unique knack for 
getting into trouble. I can 'tremember a time 
when one, or all of us, was not up on the 
carpet for some misdeed. I'm sure God gave 
our parents an overabundaJicc of patience, 
otherwise we nevez would have survived to ' 
adulthood. Most of the time we managed to 
get ourselves out of trouble without too · 

· Co~d Olt page 4 
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English 100 First Place Winner 

How I lost my name 
( Continuedfromp.l) 

strong bond connected me and my name 
to my country. Ironically, it was in my 
country that I felt I lost my name, too. 

Before 1975, Vietnam was divided in two 
pans: the communists reigned in the North, 
and the South, the place where I grew up, 
was a free nation. Even though the countries 
were at war, my world was very peaceful. I 
also had a lot of chances to go with my father 
throughout the country, for he served in the 
government. I still remember the early 
mornings when I rode my bicycle slowly to 
the countryside, where I stood watching the 
green fields that stretched to the horizon. 
Sometimes I walked bare-footed on that 
brownish, prosperous soil, enjoying the 

By Lauren Hayashi 

In the sixth grade, I joined the Aina 
Haina Elementary Orchestra, choosing the 
cello as my instrument The cello delighted 
me; I was enthralled by the sound of the 
curved bow's taut hair drawn across shiny, 
metal strings. 

But it was not only the instrument that 
inspired me. The much-celebrated Kalani 
High Concert Orchestra, composed of much 
older, more accomplished students, ftred my 
ambition. More than anything, I wanted to 
play in the Concert Orchestra cello section, 
among Kalani juniors and seniors, to play 
the lovely, intricate, eloquent melodies that 
sprang from their fmgers so easily. 

They were the elite; they made my be
ginners' tunes sound like a sick cow's low
ing. Six, sometimes seven years of dedica
tion had made the Kalani Concert Orchestta 
sound professional. In this fellowship of ac
cumulated years and expertise, they pos
sessed a special rapport among themselves. 
It was the precious closeness and camarade-
rie achieved only through experiencing a 
state of perfect harmony together .. 

Unlike us sixth graders who were just 
reaching adolescence, the Concert Orches
tta members did not suffer the awkwardness 
of shyness or the difficulty of self -expres
sion. lbey were mature, near-adults who 
already understood each other, and as fellow 
musicians, acted as a unit They all followed 
one purpose: to. play excellently as an or
chestra. They were a social club whose 
members gained entrance through skill, tal
ent, and experience; they were fellow ttavel
ers down the road to true musicianship. 

I showed unusual promise in the begin
ners' orchestra. Techniques that our teacher 
had planned to teach us in a year came to me 
in my f.trst months like accidents. With the 
advantage of a discriminate ear and a firm, 
graceful arm, my notes were in tune and my 
musical tone strong and confident I rivaled 
and eventually outplayed those who had 
studied the cello one or two years before I'd· 
even begun, and led the beginners' cello 
section through sixth grade and halfway 
tluough seventh. 

Initiation into the Concert Orchestta oc
curred one and a half years after I'd first 
picked up the cello. I had achieved my 

pleasure of being with nature and imagining 
a warm, heartfelt call for me from the earth. 
Sometimes in the summers, when I watched 
the golden ripe rice, I saw the stalks bend like 
golden waves chasing each other as a wind 
passed. How can I forget the beautiful sun
sets when the orange clouds. burned like the 
charcoal in our fireplace. Sometimes, on 
moonlit nights, we went to the beach where 
I stood motionless for hours, watching the 
fishennen. In the moonlight, they looked as 
beautiful as ancient statues. At times, a fish, 
white as silver, fled from lite net, jerked 
quickly, and disappeared in the water like a 
piece of moonlight that had dropped from 
above. Everything I saw then was like a 
painting. 

All of a sudden everything collapsed when 

dream; my hours of detennined practice had 
been rewarded. My fellow beginners were 
envious. I was elated. 

At that time, Kalani' s cello section con
sisted of one senior, two sophomores, and 
one freshman. They'd been my idols when 
I was in sixth· grade. I held. my breath as I 
played in their midst in seventh grade. When 
I became section leader in eighth grade, I 
was not prepared for the resentment· I re
ceived from the older players. I found little 
rapport and no camaraderie. 

Moral in the cello section quickly dete
riorated. Those who had devoted years to the 
cello were disillusioned and embarrassed. 
They missed rehearsals, as if to rationalize 
their new inferiority. They lost faith in their 
instruments; they lost faith in their fmgers. 

In ninth grade, the focus of the Kalani 
· Concert Orchestra was no longer to excel 

musically, but to excel socially. This was 
my generation of players, whom I had unwit
tingly shown that skill and perseverance 
counted f<X' nothing; a cellist of two years' 
training could outplay one who had studied 
diligently for six. Practice was out of style. 
Everyone wanted shortcuts. And shortcuts 
were rare. 

The high school <X"Chestta was divided 
into two main cliques: "Chenilicious 
Hobrahs" and nerds. The "Hobrahs" (they 
were always saying "Ho, brah") listened to 
rap music and wished to beatbox constantly 
during rehearsals, and marked up the orches-

the North invaded the South. The sunshine 
no longer seemed warm, but became pale 
and indifferent Nights became longer. 
mysterious, and threatening. The abandoned 
fields were full of dried grass, and even the 
beaches were now deserted. I no longer had 
time to pass my tranquil nights enjoying the 
sweet smell of flowers in our favorite gar
den, for the broadcasting system on the other 
side of the street continuously called out our 
names to go to the party meetings. 

I wandered many days in the streets that 
were filled with slogans, red flags, strange 
names, and strange faces. Streets once named 
for our heroes now bore Russian and com
munist names. My heart filled with the 
mixed sense of loss, failure, despair, hate, 
and bitter anger. I came to be a stranger in 

... - .... 
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tra room with graffiti. Mature they were not, 
and their minds far, far away from their 
instruments. The nerdS, on the other hand 
had, generally behaved in class, but spent all 
·their time playing cards. They played trumps 
before and after class, cutting in on time that 
should have been spent tuning strings or 
mastering a difficult passage. 

In my senior year at Kalani, I looked 
around myself with dismay. I led~ small, de-
teriorated cello section, a youngrz cello 
section that expected shortcuts, restless for a 
miracle to make them section leader. Other 
cellists of my year had long since left orches
tta, disillusioned with their inability to suc
ceed without practice. Behind sat one senior 
and two freshmen, the latter shamefully on
conscientious about their playing and re
sentful of advice. To make the cello section 
sound halfway decent despite them was a 
trial. In the eighth grade, I'd thought it was 
easy to play the cello. In the twelfth grade, 
I found myself nursing blistered fingers, 
broken nails, aching arms ... and wistful 
memories of the glorious Kalani Concert 
Orchestta six years ago. 

Was this the elite group which I had 
dreamed of joining six years ago? 

Mature the Concert Orchestra was not. 
Camaraderie and rapport, least of all of the 
artistic nature, it possessed not And I doubt 
whether it is any sixth grader's dream to play 
someday in the Concert Orchestta cello 
section, amidst the elite. 

my country! I hated to be called "comrade," 
so once I protested to a communist cadre: 
'' I'm not a party member, so please call me 
by my name!" 

"Everyone must learn to become the 
party's member," he answered coldly. 

"No, no,no," I heard the answer in my 
mind. I wanted to scream out loud that I was 
me, Nha Nguyen, that my mother country 
was Vietnam. But the fact that she lost her 
name made me lose mine too. "Nha" was no 
longer used to.praise my country; instead, a 
series of strange and stiff words such as 
"labor," ''produce," "fight" were used in 
literature and music. The miraculous bond 
between me and my country had been bro-

. ken. I wished I were not me, for Vietnam 
was not my country anymore. 
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English 100 Third Place Winner 

The Transformation 
by Sandra Cruz 

Like an aquatic alien, the infant emerges 
from his dark, tranquil amniotic sea, not 
quite a part of this world as yet. His slippery. 
moist skin is a delicate ice blue, lightly 
coated with a thin layer of vernier, nature's 
protective cold cream for the perpetual swim
mer. Until this moment, rhythmic whoosh
ing of his heartbeat, transmitted by the fetal 
monitor, has reassured the witnesses to this 
miracle that all is well. But, in this tense 
moment, there is a deadly silence. With 
floppy arms dangling loosely at his sides, his 
limp body is motionless. He seems to be 
suspended somewhere between life and 
death. 

This is the moment his parents have ea
gerly awaited all these seemingly endless 
months. Filled with a mixture of wonder and 
fear, they wait again, wait for what seems 
like an eternity. All eyes are ftxed on this, 
their magnificent creation, and then it hap
pens. 

by Sandra Cruz 

Without the gentle trade winds, the Sep
tember evening would have been oppres
sively hot Twinkling stars, like carelessly 
scattered diamonds, dotted the darkening 
purple-blue sky. Couples, strolling hand in 
hand across the plush green carpet of grass, 
approached the concert hall, an imposing, 
rigidly symmetrical, angular building of cool 
white concrete, a twentieth-century Taj 
Mahal. 

A large crowd was gathering in the marble 
foyer. Vivid floral print muumuus, aloha 
shirts, and beach attire, commonly associ
ated with the casual Hawaiian lifestyle, had 
been abandoned in favor of sophisticated, 
shimmering jewel-toned evening gowns, 
conservative dark suits, and tuxedos. Un
daunted by the tropical heat and humidity, a 
few women flaunted luxurious fur capes and 
stoles. Clusters of symphony patrons gath
ered to chat, merrily raising tinkling cocktail 
glasses in toasts to friendship and the open
ing of the concert season. 

Dorothy had decided months ago that, at 
any cost, she would have a front row, center 
seat for the entire Honolulu Symphony sea
son. From the moment her season tickets 
arrived in the mail, she had eagerly antici
pated, planned, and prepared for this special 
evening. Her softly flowing, pristine white 
chiffon gown, sporting a closely fitted, stra
pless bodice encrusted with sparkling silver 
sequins and beads, had cost her several 
shopping trips and more than a week's sal
ary. 

Triumphantly presenting her prized ticket 
at the door, Dorothy pressed her way inside. 
Her fme, golden hair, like wispy threads of 
corn silk, glistened in the aurora from the 
prisms of the magnificent crystal chande
liers adaning the lofty ceiling of the sump
tuous lobby. Although her gilded silver 
slippers were sinking deeply into the rich, 
burgundy carpet, Dorothy felt as though she 
was floating on air. Her spirits soared as she 

Much like a rosebud, seen in time lapse 
photography, gradually unfolding its deli
cate petals, it happens. The infant, forcefully 
evicted from the familiar warmth and secu
rity of his mother's womb, begins a magnifi
cent transformation. 

Stimulated by the viselike grip of hard, 
strong hands grasping him and the rush of 
cool air nipping at his warm. wet body. he 
begins to awaken to his new surroundings. 
His nearly transparent eyelids flutter, then 
open for just the tiniest peek. Blinded by the 
intense, glaring white light of his new world, 
he snaps them shut. The little face, which 
only seconds before had been in calm re
pose, screws up into a tight grimace. With 
startling rapidity, his arms and legs tense, 
drawing inward as though to cover his na
kedness. 

He utters his first sound, a gurgling, raspy 
gasp that begins to fill his lungs with life
sustaining air and oxygen. As if startled by 
his own sounds, his arrits thrust outward with 
hands opened and fingers splayed, much like 

entered the auditorium and decorously pa
raded down the aisle to her choice seat among. 
the elite. 

As she took her place, Dorothy smiled 
engagingly at the tall, lanky gentleman on 
her left. His silver-white hair and mustache 
nearly matched the fox stole worn by his 
wife. "Good evening!" Dorothy chirped, 
gaily. 

The gold, wire-rimmed glasses, perched 
primly on his long, narrow nose, seemed to 
intensify the piercing glance that he shot at 
Dorothy before turning to his plump wife 
who, leaning her carefully coiffed, tinted 
blue head toward her husband, fiercely hissed 
a brief message into his ear. Clearly, this 
couple did not share Dorothy's enthusiasm 
for preconcert small talk, but she was not 
about to allow theirchillyresponse to dampen 
her enthusiasm. 

The musicians, looking as dignified as 
supreme court judges, were filing onto the 
stage. In minutes, the auditorium fllled with 
a shrill cacophony as men, in traditional 
black tuxedos and starched, white shirts, and 
women, in flowing black skirts and crisp, 
white blouses, began to tune their instru
ments. Dorothy's eyes sparkled and her 
hands fidgeted nervously with her program 
as she tried to contain her excitement 

Escorted by a politely efficient, young 
usher, a small, elderly woman, smelling of 

a policeman halting oncoming traffic. His 
gesture seems to say, "Stop, I'm not so sure 
that I want to be here!" Ignoring his protests, 
the doctor, with one sharp stroke of a blade, 
severs this little parasite's tie to his mother, 
the nurturing umbilical cord and placenta. 

from his pale blue, other-worldly form, to 
the rosy pink glow of life. 

With his next gasp, the infant's pale blue 
skin becomes marbled with pearlescent pink. 
A nurse briskly rubs his sensitive skin with 
a nubby towel, provoking even more pro
tests from this somewhatreluctantnewcomer. 
With each subsequent gasp of air, his mottled 
skin takes on more of a dusty pink hue and 
less of the blue tones so alien to human flesh. 

His howls of dismay increase in intensity 
and clarity as air displaces the mucus and 
fluid that formerly occupied his unused lungs. 
The sweetest music his parents have ever 
heard fills the room, and their hearts, with 
joy and love. 

Just as the rosebud yields, slowly unfold
ing its petals one by one to reveal the blush 
of the glorious rose in full bloom, the new
born infant is transformed, before our eyes, Graphic by Reuben Young 

~ 
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lavender soap and talc, seated herself on ~ spread through Dorothy's body, rapidly 
Dorothy's right, smoothing her silky, dark replacingherangerandembarrassmentwith 
blue dress, trimmed in dingy ecru lace, with mounting excitement The concert was about 
one bony hand, while fiercely clutching at to begin. 
her small black handbag with the other. Her Turning to his wife, and jerking an ex-
gray hair, smoothed back, away from her tended thumb in Dorothy's direction, the 
face, was securely fastened in a tight knot at cranky old man muttered, "I hope she pipes 
the nape of her neck. down during the concert!" 

Determined to make a good impression, · Every musician's eyes were riveted on 
Dorothy smiled warmly and introduced the conductor. Baton in hand, his arm rose 
herself. "Hi! I'm Dorothy. Pleased to meet and Dorothy's nightmare began. 
you. I guess we'll be getting to know each It began as the tiniest tickle deep in her 
other quite well this season." throat and increased in intensity as it rose, 

"Shhh!" the frail, bird-like woman re- seeking escape. 
plied. "Oh, no! I can't cough. Not now!" a 

Mercifully,theauditoriumlightsdimmed. voice inside her screamed. Once again, 
Dorothy • s face was flushed with embarrass- Dorothy swallowed hard, hoping that the 
menl Shefeltunwantedandoutofplace. A moist saliva in her mouth would soothe the 
large lump welled up in her throat. Dorothy irritating itch that threatened to explode in 
sat up rigidly in her chair and swallowed the stillness of the hushed auditorium. Her 
hard in an attempt to compose herself. "Here face turned a hot crimson and tears welled up 
I am, in my front row, center seat," she in her liquid blue eyes as she struggled to 
thought, "But, this isn't the way I'd imag- resistthecompellingurgetocough. Holding 
ined it would be. I suppose I'll be sitting with her breath and squirming restlessly in her 
these stodgy old fossils throughout the con- seat, Dorothy clapped both hands to her 
cen season. Well, they won't hear another mouth,futilelystrugglingtoholdthedisrup-
peep from me!" tive sound within. 

Greeted by thunderous applause, Donald The music director's baton reached its 
Johanos, acclaimed musical director and summit, and as if on cue, the coarse, rum-
conductor of the Honolulu Symphony, took . bling bark burst forth like a climactic atomic 
his place on stage and, turning to the audi- explosion-thusendedDorothy'sHonolulu 
ence, bowed pompously. An electric tingle Symphony season. 



Fine Dining For Girlie 
Contif&IU!d from page 1 

much damage being done, but occasionally 
we went too far and paid the price. 

There was the time when I was about 12 
years old. My parents, along with my older 
sister and brother and little Mal, went to a 
wedding. Much to our relief, Richard, who 
was two years my junior, Bill, and I had not 
been invited. We had an abundance of free 
time on our hands, and bored with whatever 
we were doing, we decided to have a party of 
our own. Rule number one was that no one 
was to do any cooking when an adult was not 
at home, but that wa8 one of the many rules 
we paid little attention to. I had a new recipe 
for popovers that I was anxious to try out. I 
was the family baker and loved to experiment 
with new recipes. I mixed my batch of 
popovers and while they were baking, we set 
a lovely table. We even put out tiny colored 
glasses that we would use for grape juice and 
pretend it was some of Dad's wine. 

Well, disaster struck. One bite into those 
scrumptious looking popOvers and our party 
came to an abrupt end. They were so rubbery 
that we couldn't even bite into them. 
Unfortunately, rubber had already been in
vented, or else I would be among the filthy 
rich today. Now we were faced with what to 
do with a dozen popovers. The sensible 
thing would be to just throw them away, but 
we never did anything that was sensible. 
Anyway, food was never deliberately thrown 
away. After eliminating all possible solu
tions, I came up with what I thought was a 
unique idea. 

"I know," I shouted to my brothers, "let's 
give them to Girlie." 

Girlie was the Dobennan puppy who had 
recently come to live next door, and who was 
Mrs B 's pride. We were not overly fond of 
Girlie. For one thing, no one in our 
neighborhood pwnedanything but poi dogs. 
Also, she was mean; even as a puppy she was 
always growling at us, which made it nt>Mly 
impossible for us to sneak away from the 
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house unseen. Most of all, she prevented us 
from our usual shortcut across the neighbor's 
yard to the church. 

First checking to be sure that no one was 
at home next door, we called Girlie over to 
our fence. The sight of dangling food brought 
her over instantly. We fed her the popovers, 
one at a time. With the evidence gone, we set 
about cleaning the kitchen so it was as spotless 
as Mom had left it Satisfied with the cleaning, 
we went io bed. 

I awoke the next morning to the voices of 
Mrs B. and Mom having one of their not so 
unusual conversations over the fence. I was 
instantly wide awake and sprang straight up 
in bed with what Mrs B had to say next 

"I don'tknow what's wrong with Girlie," 
I heard her exclaim," she has been throwing 
up and whinning since early this morning." 

I bolted out of bed and charged into my 
brothers' room. 

"Richard! Billy!" I called softly, "Get 
up!" 

Sleepy, they both looked at me and 
simultaneously mumbled, "What?" 

"It's Girlie," I answered, "she's sick and 
I think she is ·dying." 

My_brothers, who were now fully awake, 
stared at me in disbelief, and I could see the 
same fear in their eyes that I knew was in 
mine. 

All throughout that day we could hear 
Girlie's moans from next door. We were 
sure we had poisoned her and she was going 
to die. We stayed close to home, except for 
a brief visit to the church, where I prayed that 
God would not let Girlie die. I couldn't sleep 
that night, lis~ing to Girlie's moans and 
Mrs B 's Occasional Comforting words to her 
beloved pet. Whenever the moaning stopped, 
my heart would pound harder, for I was sure 
it was all over and she had died. It was 
almost a relief to hear the moaning start up 
again. 

Early the next morning I crept out of bed 
and went to our back porch to see if Girlie 

My Mother's Mother . . 
eight-yearsold,andthirteen-yearsold, when she discovered the tip of that big, rusty 
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by Toni Fujio 

My mother will al~ays be an inspiration 
to me, but there is also another lady who has 
touched my heart. My grandmother was the 
other very special woman in my life! She 
helped my mom who was a single, young 
parent, raise her four daughtezs. Our ages 
ranged from four-years old, six-years old, 

our parents got divorced. All through my 
growing years, I've established important 
values from my grandmother's guidance, 
care, and unconditional love for me. A huge 
degree of my up-bringing is due to the les
Sons learned from my grandmother. 

I remember a particular incident that 
happened when I was around eight or nine 
years old My younger sister and I went over 
to my grandmother's house after school was 
over. We usually waited there for our mom 
to pick us up after work. 

Grandma lived on School Street by the 
AalaStreetover-pass. Herhomewasanold, 
eerie house that creaked when I walked. 
Also, her house had a galvanized roof and 
whenever it would rain, there was an over
tone of "click-click" and ''pitter-patter!" It 
was music to my ears that would relax me. 

Well, getting back to that day. After we 
fmished doing our homework, Teri and I 
were chasing each other around the house. 
Then suddenly, I let out a painful and agoniz
ing scmun! I also gave my grandmother a 
sc.e. I had stepped on an old, rusty needle. 
Suddenly, blood as bright red as a stop sign 
started to ooze out of the puncture wound 
from the needle from my right foot When 
grandma pulled out the needle from my foot, 

needle was missing! 
Mter the discovery, she went into a frenzy 

of panic! She knew the injury desperately 
needed immediate medical attention. The 
only problem was how was she going to get 
me to the hospital. Grandma dido 't kn_ow 
how to drive a car. Grandpa had left earlier 

· that afternoon with the car to run some 
errands. 
, Sheknewtimewasoftheessence. Think

ing fast, she remembered that Kuakini 
Medical Hospital was theclosestEmergency 
Center to her house. Grandma left my injury 
untouched, not cleaning it so not to disturb 
anything for the doctors. She also brought 
the broken needle with us for the doctors to 
see. 

She thought,- the only way she could get 
me to the Emergency Center was by piggy
backing me-there. That is exactly what 
grandma did! Moving atarapid pace, swiftly 
on foot, she made the one and a half miles at 
a record speed! 

I recall waiting a long, agonizing time 
before seeing the doctor. She frantically 
explained the whole situation, displaying 
the broken filthy needle. Because her Eng
lish wasn't so good, it took the doctor some 
time before he ~ompletely understood. 

l 
II 

was at her usual post on our neighbor's 
porch. To my relief she was there in what I 
hoped was sleep. 

"Girlie! Girlie!" I called softly. 
I felt a gigantic weight leave my body as 

she raised her head and two alert brown eyes 
glared at me. 

Girlie survived the poisonous popovers 
but every day, until we moved five years 
later, each time our eyes met, I saw something 
there that seemed to be saying, "You tried to 
kill me." 

And I would whisper, "I'm sorry." 
It was not until years later, when we were 

· grown and with families of our own, that the 
story came out Although no one except my 
brothers and me recalled the day that Girlie 
got sick, we laughed until our sides hurt. · 

I have felt fear often, and many times 
more intense, in the years that followed. But 
that day of my fmt real encounter with deep 
fear is as vivid in my mind today as it was all 
those years ago. 

Next, a nurse came in with cleaning solu
tion so the doctor could examine the injury. 
She took my temperature, blood pressure, 
and checked my heart rate. Then the doctor 
searched for the missing piece of rusty metal 
but did not find anything. He infonned my 
grandmother that he requested an x-ray of 
my foot to be taken as a precaution, to make 
absolutely sure no pieces of metal were 
embedded, that could later cause an infec
tion. 

Grandmother and I had another long wait, 
before receiving the results of my x-ray. The 
doctor explained to my grandmother that the 
x-ray revealed no stray piece of that rusty 
needle. He assured her, because I had all the 
required shots, I wa8 protected and would be 
fme. Our visit ended with his instructions on 
how to care for the puncture wound and what 
to watch for wiih my injury. 

Finally satisfied that I was in the topmost 
condition, she horsebacked me home. 

All through this ordeal, the most signifi
cant thing I remembered was my grand
mother never once left my side! I was a very 
frightened little girl! 

Although this was only one of the count
less actions of her love for me, I wiD remem
ber her special love in my heart and in my 
memories .......•.. ALWAYS! 
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English 22 Second Place 

An Unforgettable Experience 
by Shane Yoshimoto 

English 22 Honorable Mention 

Deep into the Soul of Nothing 
by Nicole Pennywell 

Do you remember when you were a 
youngster sitting in the middle of your bed
room floor, doing your own thing? Your 
mother would yell from another room, "Billy, 
What are you doing?" Your immediate 
response was, "Nothing Mom!" I think I 
said that so many times that I began believ
ing that "nothing" was my destiny. When 
high school ended, life became so predict
able that it seemed "nothing" was truly going 
to become reality. Ideas like, ''What am I 
going to do?" and "Where am I going?" 
repeatedly popped into my head, leaving me 
thinking that I was going to do "nothing" day 
in and day out for the rest of my life. So 
"nothing" brought me to college. 

Recent high school graduates have very 
few opportunities. They can get a job, travel, 
go to school, get married or become the 
world's favorite "nothing." Some adults 
have pretty good minds; some need higher 
education; some have their minds made up. 
Well, in my case, I thought about what was 
available to me during the early months of 
high school. What was I interested in? I was 
confused about how to reach my goals. I 
must admit I was also lazy. Needing direc
tion, I talked to family members to see if they 
could give me some advice, but they all said 
that in today's society I could do anything. 
So I was stuck. I thought about marriage, but 
that was impossible because I was not dating 
anyone seriously. "Nothing" was looking 
really cool. I had a lot of friends who already 
had their minds made up. Some went off to 
the University of Hawaii; some were ac
cepted to mainland universities, while oth
ers were going to work for a semester. I was 
envious knowing they had their minds made 
up, and I was getting scared, really scared. I 
was beginning to believe "nothing" was my 

destiny. I was set to be an unhappy failure. 
Not knowing what I wanted, I began telling 
people I was going off to Europe for a year. 
But that wore off quickly. 

September and October began rolling 
away, and notices were being placed in the 
morning bulletin at school saying, "Put those 
applications for early college registration in 
by the end of November." My mind fllled 
with "nothing". I lived with my mother and 
my sister, and money was not plentiful, so I 
could not buy my way into college. I had to 
rely on my grades; with a 2.3 grade point 
average, I was not what you consider univer
sity material. 

The end of November came and I was 
hysterical. So I quickly made up my mind, 
only because I was so desperate. "Nothing" 
seemed like fun but awfully boring in the 
long run, so I decided to go back to school, 
to seek higher education, to cultivate myself, 
to smooth out those rough "nothing" edges. 
It seemed like a very good idea. Finally, I 
decided to start at Kapiolani Community 
College and work my way up; then in two 
years I could transfer to the four year college 
of my choice. Boy, I was getting happier and 
happier! I fllled out my application for 
Kapiolani Community College and felt sat
isfied with my decision. It was better than 
sitting on my butt in the middle of the living 
room floor, eating pistachio nuts, ()rinking 
seltzer, and watching cartoons. 

So here I am in my first semester at KCC. 
You know, it is a lot better than I thought, 
better than "nothing." Everything is going 
well for me now. I feel great! Best of all, I 
am here at school because I want to be. I still 
get nervous from time to time: I worry that 
the big ''nothing" will pop back into mind I 
know I might feel lost again, but I see I really 
can straighten out the ol' "nothing" and 
make it into "something!" 

English 22 Honorable Mention 

by Keith K. Sakanashi 

On a stormy night, Wanda walked down 
a wet, abandoned street to her dark and 
lonely house. As she approached the porch 
in the front of her house, she felt a great relief 
to fmally be home. She had been walking all 
night in this bad weather. People passing in 
cars must have thought she was crazy to be 
walking around, but she had to have some 
ti.ine to think on her own. 

"There are so many things on my mind I 
don't think I can handle all this pressure 
from school, my social life, and friends. I 
feel like the whole world is turning against 
me." 

"How could I let school get to me? I guess 
I'm one of those students who care so much 
about grades. The only difference between 
those students and me is that they get all A's 
and B 'sand I always get the D's and F's. It 
seems to me that ever since I got into high 
school, my grades have gone down like a 
plane shot out of the air. There's only one 
more year left for me in high school, but! just 
can't go on. This pressure to succeed is 
getting too intense for me to handle." 

"I hate to see couples together. They are 
so lucky to have each other. They might 
fight, but they have the possibility of working 
problems ouL For me, I have nobody. I'm 
just a person that's very lonely and that no 
one would ever like. I feel like I'm a stray 
dog,justmindingmyown business, wishing 
that someone would want me. The problem 

is nobody wants me, and there's nothing to 
live for." 

"Recently I've begun to feel betrayed by 
Kathy, my life long best friend Lately she's 
been telling me lies, trying to cover up her 
tracks about situations that have happened. 
It really gets me down and hurts me deep 
inside. Kathy cannot know my pain." 

As Wanda came outofher daydream, she 
took out her keys from her pocket, and 
opened thedoor. Itwasquieterthanoutside, 
but at least she was dry. She walked down 
the hallway and then turned into the bath
room. She turned on the switch and walked · 
toward the medicine cabinet. She thought 
about all the problems bothering her. Wanda 
knew that she just couldn't go on because 
her situation was just getting more and more 
out of hand. After opening up the medicine 
cabinet, she grabbed a bottle of her grand
mother's pain killers. She thought to her
self, "If these are truly pain killers, they will 
really stop my pain." Opening up the bottle, 
she poured a handful of pills and swallowed 
them. 

After taking the pills she walked into the 
living room to watch TV. She didn'tknow 
what was on because the pills had begun to 
act on her brain. Wanda felt her body lose 
control and her eyes close till she couldn't 
open them any more. 

With one last effort, Wanda opened her 
eyes. Shelookedaroundherself. She thought 
about her sad and dreadful life. Then she 
closed her eyes and let all her strength leave 
her body, and with her last breath escaping 
her lips, she shed one lonely tear for all the 
pain and pressure that she suffered. 
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Saint Louis hiking experience 
by Shelley Ann Roldan 

It was a hot summer morning. The trade 
winds had switched directions and were 
coming out of the south, bringing in hot and 
humid breaths of air. The sun glared relent
lessly, wilting many flowers and shrubs. 
Peter, and his two friends, Shawn and Rob
bie, sat at home. Racked with heat exposure 
and boredom, Peter decided that the only 
way to escape from their lethargic mood was 
to take an excursion through the cool moun
tains at Saint Louis Heights. They all ea
gerly agreed, thinking it would be fun and 
adventurous, but none ever imagined the 
ordeal that was about to take place. 

As they arrived at the trail sight, they im
mediately noticed that the air was cooler, 
and that there were fresh floral scents in the 
breezes. They all decided to hike to the 
summit and be back before dark. Anxiously, 
they embarked on their trek and left the 
world behind. 

With the zeal of curious little children, 
they darted up and down hills, in and out of 
shrubs, and over and under roots. Occasion
ally they would stop to rest or take in the 
scenery, but most of the time was spent 
playing Rambo, king of the jungle. Some
times, Peter, or whoever happened to be 
leading the hike, would hide just ahead of the 
other two, and pounce on them as they passed. 
This became the game of the day. 

As the day wore on, they realized that the 
summit was further up the trail than they 
anticipated. But they made it a goal to reach 
the top, and so continued on. Thirst and 
fatigue started to set in, and they noticed the 
trail becoming considerably more difficult 

and dangerous. Suddenly, without warning, 
Sha~ slippedandfellovertheledge. Robbie 
desperately tried to reach him but couldn't. 
Even with his body stretched to its limit, he 
could not get to his friend Frustrated, he 
could only wait till Peter caught up with 
them. When Peter arrived, they were able to 
form a human chain, pull Shawn free, and 
get back to safety. Graciously, Shawn 
thanked both his friends for their help, and 
decided at that point not to lead the pack. 

They continued on their way with Peter 
and Robbie leading, and Shawn following 
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precariously behind. When they fmally 
reached the summit, their joy and happiness 
were exclaimed by yells which echoed 
throughout the valley. With all the excite
ment, none of them had realized how late it 
was, or that it was starting to get dark. They 
also did not notice that the ground was very 
wet and slippery. 

As they were congratulating each other 
on their accomplishments, Peter slipped and 
fell into a mud slide. He ttied to secure his 
footing but his attempts were in vain. For a 
moment he thought he was in a giant choco-

My strange cat 
by PennelyM Lavilla 

One day, my next doorneighbor~s preg
nant cat, Tina, gave birth to three kittens. 
They were given the names Skinny Michael, 
Shorty Georgy, and Fatty Timmy. Timmy 
became my family's ho~ pet. He had 
hazel-colored eyes and soft pinkish-red paws. 
He grew up to be a cuddly eight pound cat 
with light gray and milkish white fm. Along 
with his cute appearance, Timmy was also a 
strange cat 

While Timmy was growing up, he ate 
more than his brothers. He also ate different 
types of food. Besides his daily meal of two 
small cans of cat food, he also ate raisins, 
sweet popcorn, potato chips, and bread. In 
addition, he ate vegetables, especially cooked 
cabbage. He liked his vegetables even more 
if they were mixed with corned beef-fla
vored soup. For dessert, he loved vanilla ice 
cream and chocolate candy bars. He was like 
one of the family. 

There was another strange characteristic 
about Timmy. It was late Saturday morning 
when my younger sister and I were about to 
take a nap. We were exhausted from clean
ing the house all morning. As I was about to 
lie down, I noticed Timmy roaming around 
the house, when finally he decided to settle 

himself by the television set. However, a 
fewminuteslater,hecameintomyroom. He 
spread his body like a resting frog near my 
radio which was playing country music songs. 
I pretended that I was not watching him 
because he seemed to notice when he was 
being watched. Shortly, his eyes closed and 
he appeared to be really asleep. 

As I continued to observe him, I noticed
his body began to shiver. He also made a 
shrieking sound as his mouth moved I 
quietly called my sister to see what Timmy 
was doing. We ttied to figure out how a cat 
could be sleeping like a human being. He 
was snoring and acted like he needed a 
blanket to cover him from the cold. I found 
out later, from another cat lover, that Timmy 
was probably having a nightmare. 

Timmy was also not like other cats in 
personality. He seemed to display some 
human characteristics in his moods. Some
times, he felt very playful and relaxed. At 
other times, he would become very serious, 
especially when it was time to eat When
ever I sat down on a chair to eat, he would 
jump on my lap and let out his loud hiDlgry 
words, "meow, meow ... " In addition, he 
would scratch me with his soft swift paw. 
When I happened to stand up to get a cold 
drink in the refrigerator, hC would follow 
along side my leg with his soft purring sounds. 

When he was playing, he would run around 
the house like a wild boar. If I played with 
him, he would try to bite my feet in a teasing 
way. 

Timmy was very intelligent, too, com
pared to other cats. He seemed to understand 
when he was being scolded. When he knew 
he was going to be scolded, he would sit 

late river. As he yelled and screamed, mud, 
and even some insects, shot into his mouth. 
Mud was everywhere. Shawn and Robbie 
were so astonished at what had happened 
that they could do nothing. Peter had fallen 
and slid so far down the hill, and so fast, that 
all they could do was watch. So they waited 
and watched as Peter climbed back up to 
where they were. 

When Peter finally joined up with Shawn 
and Robbie again, it had become dark. They 
decided that it was time to go home, so they 
started to hike back down in the dark. They 
knew it would be dangerous but they needed 
to get home. 

The descent became increasingly diffi
cult as the sparse sunlight faded into the dark 
shadows of the forest. Thoughts and images 
of trolls, ghouls, and night marchers danced 
through their heads. These premonitions 
caused adverse judgments. Once, Peter 
thought he felt something tugging at his 
shirt. He immediately panicked and raced 
down the trail. With bushes and branches in 
his way he did not notice the dangerous 
roots. Without any warning a granddaddy 
root trapped Peter's foot and sent him sailing 
to the cold ground. The fall nearly knocked 
him unconscious. When Shawn and Robbie 
caught up with Peter, they found him in a 
pool of thick chocolate mud. Fortunately, 
they were near the end of the trail, so they 
helped Peter limp the rest of the way. 

Having reached the bottom, they looked 
at each other and began to laugh. With a sigh 
of relief and a friendly reference to chocolate 
factory workers, (because of their muddy 
clothes) they left their place of adventure 
and headed home. 

calmly on top of the dinner table, looking 
very innocent and pitiful. Whenever my 
hand was about to admonish him, his eyes 
would blink as if asking for mercy. 

Although Timmy was just a cat, he sure 
did not act like one. He was like one of us, 
an animal with feelings and personality that 
made him an unusual cat 
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English 10 Third Place L 

The Cafeteria 
by Lori Kahawai 

Kapiolani Community College, located 
at DiamondHead, has an enormous cafeteria 
located in the Ohia building. On the first day 
I caine to school, I walked up to the building 
and saw three doors and a black rubber mat. 
When I walked into the cafeteria, the first 
thing I noticed was the dining room area. I 
could see brown and green round wooden 
tables with green chairs. The chairs looked 
brand new and smelled like bubble gum. 
The middle parts of the seat felt very soft and 
Lhe tables were very sturdy. 

EnglishlO Second Place 

As I walked further into the cafeteria, I 
could smell something cooking in the kitchen. 
It smelled like some kind of burger. I got 
closer to the kitchen and I could see the 
cheese on the cheeseburger melting on the 
grill. I decided to buy one because it looked 
so good. It tasted very delicious, so I bought 
another one. ·I saw my girlfriend in the 
kitchen area where she bought two cheese
burgers also. She said that she loved cheese
burgers because they were her favorite food 
to eat. That day I noticed a lot of people were 
buying cheeseburgers. I also bought a fresh 
brewed decaffeinated cup of coffee and a 

Seizing the · Opportunity 
by Xiaodong Lin 

Peoplealwaysmakesomedecisionsabout 
whether to do something immediately or 
not Most of the time, these decisions are 
easily made. For example, if I want to go to 
·a supermarket to buy something today but 
I'm feeling tired, then I just don't go today. 
Maybe I can go tomorrow instead. The 
supermarket will still be there tomorrow. 
But other times, if you decide to do some
thing, you get what you want; if you don't do 
it, you will lose it, because chance does not 
always wait for you. You have to seize the 
opportunity. I know this from experience. 

Several years ago, I graduated from a 
college in Beijing. Then I worked for Bei
jing Electron Tube Factory as an assistant 
engineer. Every morning, I had to get up 
early because it took a long time to get to 
work since my house was far from the 
factory, and every evening I got home late. 
Year after year, I did the same thing: home
factory - home. I felt bored and tired. Four 
years ago, my boss told me that Shenzhen 
City was going to make a new TV company 
and they ~ed engineers and technicians. 
The pay would be higher than if I worked in 
Beijing. He asked me if I was willing to go. 
I had to make a decision as soon as possible. 
My mother didn't want me to leave home. 
She said that I had lived in Beijing for a long 

time. My family and my friends all ~ere 
there, so why should I go to an unfamiliar 
place? Some of my co-workers wanted to 
go, but they didn't want to take the risk since 
Shenzhen was a new city and the company 
was new. They knew very little about the 
job, so they wanted others to go first, then 
IJave them tell if the job was good or not I 
decided to go because I really wanted to 
change my life. I thought the new job would 
be a challenge and that it would enrich my 
life's experiences. 

In the new company, my new co-workers 
and I were given the job of negotiating with 
foreign investors. I always went to different 
cities to do business for the company. I lived 
inmycompany'sdormitory,soldidn'thave 
to waste a lot of time traveling to work. This 
gave me more free time for studying, read
ing, or dancing with my new friends. Sev
eral times a year, I could still go back to 
Beijing for business or vacation and see my 
family and friends. Moreover, my salary 
was three times higher than before. The time 
passed by very happily. I no longer felt 
bored. My former co-worlcers envied me 
quite a bit, and complained about their dull 
work and lives, but they couldn't go. They 
had already lost their chance because they 
hesitated. 

Through this experience, I really believe 
that you should do what you want to do, and 
never miss a chance. 

freshly made cup of iced tea. 
As I walked toward the cashier to pay for 

my food, I saw that the money at the cash 
register was over flowing. I could hear the 
coins falling all over the floor. The cashier 
had to ask someone to help her pick up the 
money that fell. 

Then, I decided to go outside onto the 
lanai to eat the rest of my cheeseburger. I 
was wearing my sun glasses to cut some of 
the sun's glare out of my eyes, and I noticed 
the beautiful scenery. The beautiful blue 
ocean looked endless, and it looked like the 
coconut tress where in a straight line along 

- ---· , , 
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the sea shore. I felt the sunbeam striking 
harshly on my face; it was very hot. On the 
opposite end of the lanai I saw another friend; 
she was sitting down with her boyfriend. As 
I got closer to where they were sitting I could 
hear them talking and laughing about what 
to do this weekend. 

They were debating whether ~~ . go to the 
beach or to the cinema. They finally 
decided to go to the cinema to watch Honey, 
I Shrunk the Kids at Pearlridge Phase II. 
After all of this excitement, I decided to go 
back to the cafeteria to fmd out what was on 
the menu for the week. 

Visiting the Holy Land, 
the Land of the Bible 
continued from page 1 

water. Jerusalem-Israel's capital, crown and 
pride, and the Via Dolorosa-:and the path of 
Christ's last journey, where countless pil
grims rettace his footsteps to Cal vary are 
two of the most overwhelming sites which 
all visitors come to see. The Arabs that live 
in Israel pray at their enormous and impres
sive "Dome of the Rock" mosque located in 
Jerusalem, beautifully designed and distin
guished by its golden dome. 

Haifa, located in the north, is Israel's sec
ond largest city. Visitors can see the mag
nificent panoramic view of Haifa Bay from 
Mount Cannel upon whose slopes Haifa is 
built One of the important attractions in 
Haifa is another golden dome, this one of the 
Bahai Shrine. 

The Jew's, with their many synagogues 
that dot the country, mirror each commu
nity's ethnic background. One can step 

inside and find reminders of the culture each 
community has migrated from: Morroco, 
Yemen, Poland, or any of the multitude of 
countries that have contributed to this di
verse culture. Another pleasant surprise is 
that with people from such diverse back
grounds a visitor can always fmd some 
common language to communicate, be it 
English, French, Arabic, Rumanian, Rus-
sian, and, of course Hebrew. · 

To the average visitor the Israelis them
selves may seem blunt, rude, and somewhat 
impolite. But, in truth, they are very warm, 
caring, and concerned people once you get 
past their exterior. This comparison only 
reinforces the old saying that Israelis are like 
"sabras" (prickly pears}-prickly on the 
outside, but sweet on the inside. 

Visiting Israel is truly a treat. No place in 
the world is like the Holy Land, so unique in 
its mixture of cultures, annosphere and eth
nic groups. 
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Stop Procrastinating!. 
by Alein F autanu 

Procrastinationisacommonhabittosome 
people.. It deals with a lot of thinking and 
some sort of delayed decision making. 

Yes, it's that time again. No, not nine 
o'clock, not twelve o, clock, not any time 
found on the clock. Then what time is it? It's 
the time when you have the option of mail
ing in or postponing your registration. Oh 
yeah! its the mail-in registration time. 

The mail-in registration is something that 
the f~ulty and staff has implemented to 
meet its currently enrolled students' needs. 
The faculty and staff knQw the pain students 
feel near the end of the semester. The stu
dents want to relax and will be very anxious 
to spend some time visiting exotic places or 
their families back home. During this time, . 
most students will be very eager to finish the 

semester and certainly everyone will be in a 
rush. Analogously, some students will for
get about everything, including the mail-in 
registration. 

The faculty and staff understand that 
students will be having a lot of fun during 
their break. Unfortunately, the fun will be . 
disturbed .because some students did not 
register. In addition, the faculty and staff 
linderstand the swdents• tension and plin of 
hard work throughout the semester. ThaCs 
why they launched this smalt idea. . 

However, we all have several unique 
reasons of why we don't do the mail-in 
registration. Some will be due to fmancial 
reasons and others will be accidental. De
spite all these reasons you have only one 
chance in a life-time. You will be lucky if · 
you get a second one. 

Doing the mail-in registration will give 
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Future Town 
·by Vaughn Sherwood 

. My flfSt day at Future Town started out 
like any other, for the frrst five minutes .. 
From then on I would be locked up, so I went 
to the flfSt store I could fmd, one which 
featured budget items, as things really cost 
a lot here. I at least got new pants and a shirt, 
leaving the rest for later. Food here was not 
the conventional type, and it looked like it 
could take some getting used to, so I decided 
not to tty •to eat anything just yet. Maybe I 
would fmd a store with the food I liked later, 
when I was good and hungry and I wouldn't 
care. 

Before long I took a break, and just when 
I decided to call the people who sent me here 
and tell them to stuff it, I met a girl. She 
·looted so casual and adapted somehow to 
the Future Town way of life. She started the 
conversation with something I cannot really 
put in exact words now, but it had sweet 
sounds to rqe, and I blurted out things with
out using any thought processes at all, just 
emotion. She confided m me that she had 
come here one year ago and it was under the 
same pretense as my visit that she had made 
her first trip here, but she decided to stay 
after six months which is allowed now. 

After an hour of talking, she invited me 
back to her place. where I was amazed by the 
conveniences of the twenty-first century. 
The kitchen made microwaves and auto
matic ice cube trays loot like butter chums 
and ice cream makers. At the touch of a 
button, you could get anything you wanted, 
anent was not all the new stuff either. Roast 
beef sandwiches on rye with Russian dress
ing. just lite I liked them, and even whole 
fresh milt. She told me that she liked the old 
fashioned food still and knew how to get it 
She said she could remember being like me, 
and she related to me the idea of bow one 
becomes more sophisticated as time goes on, 
and lhatherfriends waemostly newcoma'S, 

one yel6residents m less. She said she knew 
where I c:ould s1art wcxkin about two days as 
long as I could use a headset telepbooe and 
lJpe OD a computa'. I WM glad 10 _.that 

work tasks were much easier and for shorter 
durations, only ten hours a week 3t work and 
about the same on your own, sort of like 
attending college. The pay was not great 
riow, but later you could earn a great deal 
more than $200 a week. when you became 
tmined, which took only a short time and for 
the same hours. 

We had dinner and a few drinks and after 
some hours of watching stereo 3-D holo
gram television, we got comfortable, and in 
a while, I grew fond of Lorrie, my new 
friend We sat close and before long, we fell 
asleep there on the couch. 
· The next day, she said I could stay on with 
her and showed me the bath, which only 
involved reclining in an already drawn tub, 
while brushes cleaned yom every nook and 
cranny. all to my delight, as I laughed at 
being tickled the first time. I felt incredu
lously clean and put on my new, cleaned 
clothes and we rode to work in her motor
driven gyrocopter which sailed silendy at 
around seventy-five miles per hour on free
ways in the sky. 

Upon arrival at her workplace and after a 
brief intaview with a very nice gate ma
chine, I was asked if I wanted to start today, 
and I said I did. 

Work was so easy, all I had to do was 
answezaphoneand put in orders as I was told 
by customers from shopping lists to be deliv
ered on underground conveyor belts. After 
a rush hour, things slowed down, and I could 
talk to Lorrie, my training partner. She 
explained to me that in a short time, I could · 
be ready for design instructions, in which 
people would call me concerning items to be 
made by computer controlled devices such 
as custom fumitureandappliancesandeven
tually vehicles and_ homes. Then I would be 
advanced to research one day, if I liked it 
here and had the aptitude. Work was ovez by 
noon and we went on a sight seeing tour. 
Now being less confused, I really felt confi
dent that I would get used to Future Town. · 

Working only two days a week left a lot 
of time for leisure, and Lorrie showed me 
how 10 do things I neva" dmuned of, like 

you great benefits and a more secure feeling 
during your vacation. It will save you_ a lot 
of time at the end. It will also give you a more 
convenient chance to get the right and the 
most awesome classes that you have been 
hopi~g for. 

Oh well, let me make an assumption, 
what if you really resent the mail-in registra
tion and its privileges. Well, there are no 
oth.er words to say except, bye-bye! 

Some of us will subsequently miss this 
outrageous ch8nce. When the deadline ar
rives, we simply tell ourselves, "I'll take the 
regular registration time." Good! You have 
yo~ own decision, but while standing in 
those long boring lines, -you will feel the 
soreness of your feet. You will be doing a lot 
of different movements. You will be mov
Ing in every direction while waiting. You 
will be sweating, swearing, and cussing as 

flying to jetliner height and soaring in her 
gyro. We visited art and music shows of 
lasers and 'fiber optics blended with quadra
phonic stereo of modem masters. We saw a 
museum with a model town like Westworld, 
and it was like my own hometown, unreal! 

Amusement parks were big there with 
anti gravity devices to make you weightless, 
as well as long water: slides and· water you 
could really float on. For the next few days, 
we had a good time exploring my new world 

In about a week we decided to go and 
meet some of Lorrie"s friends and we ar
ranged an impromptu party. 

well as hoping your most-wantedclasses are 
still available. 

However,if you miss the mail-in registra
tion, spend a bit of your time in the morning 
doing ~me exercises. For your physical 
care, eat a well prepared meal and get your
self fit. You never know whether the claSses ' 
you've been hoping for are full ornoL Guess 
what? If not, you will be running back and 

, forth reconsidering your choices. Thus, even 
if you spend four sttenuous hours standing in · 
a line, you will have t6 stand in the back of 
the line again to restart your journey. 

Anyway, it is the mail-in registration time, 
and procrastination will occur to some of us. 
But, for a pleasant break a8 well as meeting 
the prerequisites for your program, mailing 
yom registration in will possibly help. 
Therefore, STOP PROCRASTINATING! 
Do it now while you have the chance ..... . 

I decided to stay after my six months and.· 
was allowed to do so. Today, I am working 
in science with Lorrie as my assistant, and it 
has been the happiest year of my life. I have 
been home on a few occ~ions, mostly to 
recruit more of my friends to come here to 
Future Town. 
· · All in all, I will have to say that flexibility 
and the art of being a trUe and sincere friend 
helped me in adapting to my life in Future 
Town. Leisure will occupy most of my time 
here, along with flying and learning new 
ways by researching, in order to iDake life 
more futuristic and less flawed. 
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tBeat :J{appening 
Academy Theatre at the Honolulu 

Academy of Arts. Admission is $3, unless 
otherwise stated. 

"Rorret," terror spelled backwards, is a 
gripping suspense fllm about a psychopath 
who owns a revival movie house in Rome 
that shows horror fl.lms only. Playing Tues
day, Dec. 5 at 7:30p.m. 

"Woodstock," featuring Joan Baez, Ric
hie Havens, Crosby, Stills and Nash, Jeffer
son Airplane, Joe Cocker, Sly and the Fam
ily Stone, The Who, Jimi Hendriz, Arlo 
Guthrie, Santana, John Sebastian, and more. 
An American classic and the 1970 Oscar 
winner for best documentary. This program 
is supported in part by the State Foundation 
on Culture and the Arts. Playing Wednes
day, Dec. 6 at 7:30p.m. 

''The Letter" starring Bette Davis and 
Herbert Marshall. Suspenseful melodrama 
about the adulterous wife of an English rub
ber planter who munlers her secret lover . . 
Part of the Bette davis film series. Thursday, 
Dec 7 at 1 and 7:30p.m. Tickets are $2.50, 
$2 for members. 

"Alberta Hunter: . My Castle's Rockin"' 
and Tiny and Ruby: Hell Divin' Women," a 
double feature of inspiring award-winning 
documentaries of legendary jazz singer 
AlbertaHunterandjazzmusicians Tiny Davis 
and Ruby Lucas. This program is supported 
in part by their State Foundation on Culture 
and the Arts. Playing Friday, Dec. 8 at 7:30 
p.m. 

"Whooping Cough" is a comedy-drama 
about a child's view of the popular uprising 
in Hungary against Soviet oppression in Oc
tober, 1956. Playing Dec. 11 and 12 at 7:30 
p.m. 

"My Name is Abbie, Orphan of America" 
is a documentary on one of the principal po
litical organizers of the 1960's, Abbie 
Hoffman, whose career sums up the currents 
ofAmericainthe 1960's and 1970's. "Grow
ing up in America" features Allen Ginsberg, 
Jerry Rubin, Abbie Hoffman, Fred Hamp
ton, Deboolh Johnson, Fred Hampton Jr., 
William Kunstler, John Sinclair, Don Cox, 
Timothy Leary. PlayingDec.13at7:30p.m. 

"All About Eve," starring Bette Davis, 
Anne Baxter, George Sanders, Celeste Holm, 
Gary Merrill, Thelma Ritter, Marilyn 
Monroe. Witty satire about the Broadway 
theatre with Davis in the role of a fading 
actress, critcally acclaimed as one of the best 
pictures about the legitimate theater. Part of 

ATTENTION: 
EARN MONEY TYPING AT HOMEI 

- $32,000/yr Income potenHal. 
Details (1) 602-838-8885 Ext. 89CK 

AHention: 
EASY WORK EXCEUENT PAYI 
Assemble products at home. 
Details (1) 602-838-8885 Ext. 8~ 

the Bette Davis series. Playing Dec. 14 at 1 
and 7:30p.m. Tickets are $2.50, $2 for 
members. 

"Ginger Ale Afternoon" starring Dana 
Andersen, John M. Jackson, Y eardly Smith, 
Gene Butler. A romantic comedy about a 
squabbling young married couple on the 
afternoon before the birth of their firSt child. 
Playing Dec. 15 and 16 at 7:30p.m. 

"Signs of Life" starring Beau Bridges, 
Arthur Kennedy, Kate Reid and Kevin J. 
O'Connor. A group of Maine shipbuilders 
and their families search for meaning in life 
when they fmd that they are about to lose 
their jobs. Playing Dec. 18-20 at 7:30p.m. 

"Babar: The Movie" is the frrst full
length animated feature film for Babar, the 
storybood elephant beloved of children 
around the world Playing on Dec. 27 at 7:30 
p.m., Dec. 28 at 1 and 7:30p.m., Dec 29 at 

7:30 p.m., and Dec 30 at 2 and 7:30 p.m. 
Tickets are $3 and $1.50 for childern. 

Hemenway Theatre. Admission is $3 
for general-and $2 for UH students wilD. 
Weekday matinees at 3 p.m. 

Laurence Olivier, Merle Oberon and 
David Niven star in Emily Bronte's "Wuth
ering Heights," a classic tale of passion, 
hatred and revenge. Playing Dec. 5 at 6 and 
8p.m. 

Robin Williams makes a stunning dra
matic departure from his usual comedy roles 
in "Dead Poets Society." As a liberal teacher, 
returning to his ultra-conservative Alma 
Mater prep school in the late 1950's, he 
attempts to ignite the passion of freedom and 
individualism in the students who have been 
repressed into conformity. Playing Dec 6 -
10 at 6 and 8:20p.m. 

Kumu Kahua, currently using The Lanai 
at K.C.C. Pensacola as their playhouse, is 
performing "The House of Happy Talk" By 
David Penhallow. The performances began 
on 26 November and will run until 10 De
cember. Form ore information call948-7677. 

Tommy Aguilar and the American 
Theater Company Hawaii will be perform
ing the Broadway musical classic "The Fan
tasticks" December 8 through 30. It will play 
in the new Dole Cannery Square Theater, 
650 Iwilei Rd. ATCH recently performed 
the successful play "Dream girls" at the Hon
olulu Theater. Tickets can be obtained by 
calling 599-5122. The reviews for 
"Dreamgirls" were a dream I believe the 
Fantasticks will be fantastic. 

Typing, word processing, 
term papers, theses, resumes, 

etc. Notary. 
Varsity Bldg. Rm 303 (free parking 
behind Varsity Theater) 946-2440 

AHentlon: Government 
jobs-your area. Many immedi
ate openings without waiHng list 
or test. $17 ,84Q-$69 ,485. Coli 1-
602-838-8885. Ext. 8909 

***ADOPTION*** 
Japanese/Cauc. couple wishes to adopt -~ager to raise child with the 
traditions and culture of family ancestors. H you are considering adoption, 
please call our attorney, Diane Michelsen 1-800-877-1880. Confidential, 
expenses paid as legal. 

Pastiy Chef Gale 0' Malley teaches his students the fine art of dessert-making at his class 
at the Hilton Hawaiian Village. This class was held on Nov. 27 and showedhow to make those 
seasonal treats like the Yule Log and Egg Nog. 

Islands: Stories from the past 
By lard Pfeiffer 

"Islands" is a play about Chinese immi
grants and the struggles and challenges the 
encounter when they arrive in the United 
States. The play is an original script with 
contributions from four Chinese-American 
writers and oral histories and personal narra
tives from Chinese immigrants. 

One of the contributing writers is Darrell 
Lum, a creative writing teacher at KCC. 
Lum has been teaching creative writing at 
KCC for three years while also counseling 
students for Special Students Services at 
UHM. 

The~ stories and poems used in the play, 
including three by Lum, were compiled by 
Gary Belfantz, a Speech professor at UHM 
and the director of the play. The stories are 
meant to show the diversity of experiences 
found in the Chinese-American community 
and to show the variety of styles of Chinese
American writers. 

Lum 's stories show several aspects of 
Chinese life in America. One of his stories 

used is about Chinese-Americans and is based 
on historical facts. Another story is Written 
in Pidgin English, which is usually the form 
of English used by immigrants and their 
children. The third story is an abstract story 
set during the radical 60's and is also based 
on Chinese-American experiences. · 

Lum has been writing ever since his col
lege days and it has always been a motivat
ing factor in his life. Lum believes creative 
writing benefits all other ~ts of life 
because it improves an individual's writing 
and communication skills. "Saying what 
you have to say in different ways is the key 
to making your writing interesting." says 
Lum. "When people get what you want to 
say, then you know you've done a good job," 
he says. Lum • s stories exemplify this belief. 

"Islands" will be showing on 
Dec.l,2,7,8,9 at8p.m. andDec.10at2 p.m. 
at Kennedy Theatre. Works by Eric Chock, 
Genny Lim, Cathy Song and WingTekLum, 
will also be highlighted . Tickets are $7 for 
adults, $5 for students and free to UH Manoa 
students with valid photo ID. 

Run for a good cause 
By Darryl Chinen 

HEY! Do you want to raise money for 
some really good causes, excercise, and 
have fun doing it? 

The Sixth Annual Aloha Fun Run will be 
held on President's Day, Feb. 19, 1990 at 
6:45 a.m. The course is 8.25 miles long and 
starts from Aloha Tower and ends at Aloha 
Stadium. About35,000runnersand walkers 
are expected to participate. 

All proceeds will go to such causes as 
Variety School, United Cerebal Palsy Asso
ciation of Hawaii, The Honolulu Marathon 
Clinic, National Multiple Sclerosis Society
Hawaiian Island Chapter, Central Y .M.C.A., 
and the March ofDimes. Some of the money 
will be given to the KCC Jounalism Depart
ment in memory of Buck Buchwach, the 

former Editor-in-Chief 'of the Honolulu 
Advertiser. -

Entry deadline for the run is J an.22 and 
the entry fee is $14. But there is an early 
entry deadline on Dec. 11 which will make 
you eligible to win a trip for two to the 
Superbowl. A fee of $20 will be charged to 
any forms turned in after Jan 22, so get those 
applications in early. 

Sponsors for this event, which is the 
fourth largest race in the nation, are the 
Honolulu Advertiser which founded the 
event, Dole Hawaii, Hawaiian Electric In
dustries,JCPenney,JTBinternational,Pepsi 
Cola, and The Queen's Medical Center. 

All finishers will receive a Finisher's T
Shirt and will be eligible for one of the 
$75,000 in prizes that will be given away. 
So come out for a fun-filled day in the sun 
while helping out a great many causes. 

HELP WANTED 
Students - Homecleanlng 
Eam Extra Xmas Money 

Part=time/ Full-time 
Flexible daytime hours 

Need car and home phone 

Caii735-Q219 

Dana·s Housekeeping Personnel Service 



Tuesday, Dec. 5 

Glnpr Bread Esprea Traln,K:ommercial 
Dakin& Department, Honolulu Ccmmunity 

· Colleae Cllllpus, on display from 9 a.m. - 1 
p.m. 
lnlerpredve Readlng7:30 p.m. Maile Aud. 

Wednesday, Dec. 13 1 
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JOB PLACEMENT 
For more infonnation about these and 

other full-part time jobs, call the Job Place
ment Office at 734-9514 or stop by Ilima 103 _ 
to make an appoinunent. 

Secretary 
Downtown Area {Ell) 
Local manufacturer of men's clothing 

has a full time position available. Are you 
responsible and able to handle detail quickly 
and effiCiently? T~e on general clerical 
duties- type, file, xerox, errands, and answer 
phones. The pay is $1,400 a month and 
benefits are included. 

Olftce Clerk. · 
Downtown Area (E22) 
City and County office is looking for a 

full time student with the intention to pursue 
a four year degree. Also able to type 45 
words per minute and Word Processing 
experience preferred (not required). Duties 
arelitetyping,filing.xeroxanderrands. The 
position is part time, 19 hours per week max, 
and b/w 8-4:30, Monday-Friday. 

General Accounting Clerk 
Waikiki Area (E33) 
Local architectural firm in need of a per

son to assist with various duties - accounts 
receivable and Jllyable, payroll, post, billing 
and data entry. Preferred Lotus 1231mowl
edge - will train and bookkeeping experi
ence in accounting field. Position is part 
time, 20 hours per week, flexible. Pay is $5-
$6an hour. 

Wednesday, Dec. 6 

The Hawaii Chamber Orchestra presents 
Hansel Aad Gretel at the Tenny Theater, 
7:30p.m. 

Sunday, Dec. 10 

Honolulu Marathon, Aloha Tower to 

Hawaii Kai and bade, start at 5:30a.m., 
Free. 

The Hawaii Clamber Orchestra presents 
Hall8el and Gretel at the Termy Theater, 4 
p.m. 
Admission call 734-0397 

Thursday, Dec. 14 

i 
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at the Hilton Hawaiian Village and the show ~@ 
will be held aaain at 8 p.m. at the Ala Moana 1~Ul 

Ofrace Clerk 
Downtown Area (E44) 
Computer company has a part time posi

tion available. Duties are billing, filing and 
typing. Have the ability to type. Hours are 
14 per week and flexible. Pay is $6.50 an 
hour. 

Office Clerk 
Downtown Area (E44) 
Computer company has a part time posi

tion available. Duties are billing, filing and 
typing. Have the ability to type. Hours are 
14 per week and flexible. ~Y is $6.50 an 
hour. 

CASH FOR YOUR BOOKS! 
Bring your books to the new KCC Cam

pus Bookstore, in Ohia 116on Wednesday, 
Dec. 13th between 9 a.m.-6 p.m. or Thurs
day, Dec. 14th between 9 a.m.-2:30p.m. 

LEARNING CENTER HOURS 
FOR EXAM WEEK 
DH-LAC: 
Saturday,Dec.9 
9 a.m.-1 p.m. 
Monday-Wednesday, Dec. 11-13 
8 a.m.-7:30p.m. 
Thursday' Dec. 14 
8 a.m.-12 noon 
No make-up fmal ~swill be admini

steredafterWednesday,Dec.13; no tutoring 
will be available during exam week. 

Science Center: 
Saturday,Dec.9 

Thursday, Dec. 7 
X·Mas Dance at U.H. 9 p.m.-1 a.m. 
At the Cam~ Center Ballroom 
casual dress, but NO slippers 
General public: $3 
Community college students $2 with 
schioo1 LD., pink slip, or library carci. 

EMT Graduation at 6 p.m., Ohia Cafeteria 

Monday, Dec. 11 
Phi Theta Kappa meeting 
12:15- 1:15 p.m. in Koa 102. 

Hawaiian Wrealh Making, ·6 p.m. - 9 p.m. in 
Mokihana 105, KCC Diamond Head. 

Friday, Dec. 15 

Malle Aloha Singers Christmas show, 
7p.m. at Ward Center. 

Tuesday, Dec. 19 

Malle Aloha Singers Chrlstmu Show, 6 
p.m. at the Sheraton W aikiki. 

8 a.m.-1 p.m. 

I 

The center is closed during exam week. 
PEN-LRC: 

Monday-Thursday, Dec. 11-14 
8 a.m.-1 p.m. 

No tutoring will be available during exam 
week. 

The Learning Centers will be closed 
during the. semester break! The center opens 
on Jan. 10, 1990, the fmt day of insaruction 
for the spring semester. 

BUSINESS CLUB 
Business Club in coordination with the 

IRS is sponsoring a Volunteer Income Tax 
Assistance (VITA) program at the begin
ning of next semester on Jan. 6, 13, 20, and 
27 in the cafeteria from 8 a.m. - 12 p.m. 

The purpose of the training sessions is to 
enable students to prepare in the community 
of lower incomes and fellow students at no 
charge. It is a perfect opportunity for ac
counting majors and other business students 
to apply the knowledge learned in the class 
room without any risk of penalty in the event 
of any mistakes. 

Also, students should check with Kevin 
Dooley by Dec. 8 for information on the 
Business Oub/Provost 's Scholarships. 

For more information, contact Kevin 
Dooley at 734-9313. 

HAW All VOCATIONAL ASSOCIA
TION SCHOLARSHIPS 

Information and applications are now 

Friday, Dec. 8 
The Fanlastlcks! opens at the Dole 
Cannery Square's new theater at 650 Iwilei Rd. 
For ticket info., call 599-5122 

Honolulu City Lights-join the mayor when 
he turns on the lights on the city's 50-foot 
Christmas tree. Live entertainment featuring 
Henry Kapono and many more at Honolulu 
Hale, 6 p.m., Free. 

~Ht~~~t~Hf~1t~~litt@ftJfhHt~Wtlti~~tHtt~ltfft~~111''j'''' 
Tuesday, Dec. 12 

Saturday, Dec. 16 

I 
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available at the Financial Aid Office for 
Hawaii Vocational Association Scholarships 
for the 1990-91 academic year. Hawaii 
residents enrolled full-time in an accredited 
post-secondary vocational education pro
gram in Hawaii are eligible for this scholar
ship. Awards will be $400. Application 
deadline is Feb. 28, 1990. 

DATES TO REMEMBER 
DECEMBER 22: 
Mail-in-Registration-Window Payment 
Deadline. 
US Postal Service Posunark Payment 
Deadline. 
JANUARY 3, 4, S, & 8: 
Regular Registration 
New, Returning, Transfer 
JANUARY 10, 11, 12, 16: 
Late Registration/Changes in 
Registration 
Concurrent Registration 

Help Wanted 
$6.50 an hour. Gardners Assoc. 

P.T. 3 minutes from KCC 
734-8401 M-F 8-4:30 p.m. 

Two one way tickets HNL to LAX 
Dec. 22 (can be changed) 
S 140 o.r best offer 
Call Lynda 949-1882 
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