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College Board to Revise 
SAT and ACT 

The College Board of Education is in the 
process of reevaluating the Scholastic Apti
tude Test and Achievement Test to make the 
examination more useful for students, 
schools. and colleges. 

Beginning in 1994, the SAT will place 
more emphasis on reading. For instance, the 
reading passages will be longer. The test 
time will be increased to as much as 90 
minutes. 

Critical reading is also emphasized on 
the mathematical section of the SAT which 
requires test takers to. calculate and write in 
their answers, rather than selecting the cor
rect answers through multiple choices. 

Calculators will be allowed, but will not 
be required to reach the solution to the 
question. The test time will be-increased 
from 60 minutes to as much as 75 minutes. 

The Board will also revise the content 
and format of the current Achievement Test. 
New subjects will be added which include a 
20 minute essay. 

Parts of the Achievement Test will also 
cover Asian languages, starting with J apa
nese and Chinese. A new test for non-native 
English speakers will be added to place 
immigrants in their correct college entry 
level. 

The changes drew criticisms. Some 
believed that the changes would draw more 
attention on students' critical thinking 
skills. Others, however, believed that the 
SAT is biased against women and minor
ity groups. According to the Representa
tives of the National Center for Fair and 
Open Testing, the Center for Women 
Policy Studies and the Mexican American 
Legal Defense, "the changes did not ad
dress the 'tests' real flaws-its inaccu
rac;y, misuses and lack of relevance to 
sound college administrations practices." 

However, the College Board did not 
think the test .is biased. Mr. Bok, the 
president of Harvard University, hoped 
the. new test would improve nation's high 
schools. 

The written section of · the Achieve
ment Test emphasizes the importance of 
communication, and the mathematics 
section of the SAT emphasizes the im
portance of problem-solving skills. 

The new SAT will still be scored on a 
scale of 400 to 1600points. However, the 
cost will be $16. Among other changes, 
the PSAT (Preliminary Scholastic Apti
tude Test) has been revised and will be 
offered in the fall of 1993. 

Give something of yourself 
this Christmas 

The Blood Bank of Hawaii is asking 
blood donors to put donating on the top of 
their gift lists this holiday season. "Hawaii's 
need is always greater than usual during this 
(the holiday) period ... " said Blood Bank 
President Julia Frohlich, M.D. 

Frohlich said a blood shortage is an an
mial occurrence during the holiday season, 
but this year is especially acute for several 
reasons. 

"A measles outbreak in November af
fected many people--including some of our 
most loyal and consistent blood donors," she 
said. "And then there's the traditional winter 
flu outbreaks. As a result, those donors had 

to be temporarily deferred." 
The basic requirements to become a 

blood donor are easy to meet. All healthy 
adults 18 years or older and weigh at least 
110 lbs. qualify to give blood. 

The Blood Bank collects blood from 
two fixed sites--a donor center on 
Dillingham Boulevard and one in down
town Honolulu--and at blood drives 
throughout the state. 

For information or to make an ap
pointment~ call the Blood Bank today at 
845-9966. or call your Lifesaver/Friends 
for life blood program coordinator, Don 
Fujimoto .at 734-9578. 

So you can·t find that perfect gift? 
By Eleanor Mesa 

If you have not found the perfect gift for 
that person on your Christmas list who is 
hard to shop for, don'tdespair. There will 
be a Christmas Crafts Fair held on Dec. 3 
from 10-3p.m. in front and inside the Ohia 
cafeteria. 

Approximately 40 venders will be set 
up selling everything from clothes and 
jewelry to Christmas hand-made orna
ments. 

Many of the campus clubs will also 
be present selling food just in case you 
get hungry searching for that perfect 
gift. 

The Art Department will be partici
pating by displaying the works students 
have done during this semester. Ce
ramic and other art pieces will be on 
sale. 

Crafts fairs are great places to go and 
find unique gifts for everyone, espe
cially if you are on a tight budgeL 
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KIKU (JULIE IEZZI), A FEMALE gangster, comes to the aid of Shizuka (Sherryl Ray, 
above), a virtuous samurai maiden pursued by a renegade samurai villain; two bumbling 
merchants, Yaji and Kita (Stuart Smith and Kevin Wesley, right), get in the way while trying 
to help. These characters and more are featured in Kennedy Theatre's Kabuki comedy, "The 
Road to Tokyo." 

The. Road To Tokyo 
By Francisco Acoba 

"Murder On the Orient Express," and "Star 
Trek: The Movie" are based on the idea that 
the most interesting things happen when one 
travels. "The Road to Tokyo," Kennedy 
Theatre's original comedy acted in the Kabuki 
tradition, is no exception. · 

The original comedy, written by Brian 
Shaughnessy and published Kabuki expert 
James R. Brandon, is the sequel to the 1977 

. production "The Road to Kyoto!" 
The story follows the misadventures of 

Yaji and Kita as they return to their home city 
of Edo--or Tokycr-from Kyoto. In this 
original comedy done in authentic Kabuki 
style in English, the two meet with feuding 
samurai, gangsters, a troupe qf bad Kabuki 
actors, and more. Among the characters they 
encounter during their travels include a duti
ful Samurai maiden 

Kabuki, a traditional Japanese theatrical 
art which literally means "song, dance, skill" 
, lives up to its name. Chanting and dancing 
for a full day, and a very stylized and exagger
ated acting technique that includes mime, are 
all part of traditional Kabuki. Along with 

spectacular costuming, staging and make~up, 
Kabuki is a colorful theatrical experience. 

Structurally, Kabuki is composed of two or 
more themes in a complex plot that develops 
through intermingled episodes and ends in a 
dramatic climax. But, unlike Western drama, 
Kabuki allows the stories 'to stand on their 
own, without a unifying theme. 

Since its 17th century inception, the art 
form has gone through many modernizing 
changes. Kennedy Theatre's production of 
"The Road to Tokyo!" offers up English lan
guage Kabuki as well as a co-ed cast. 

Brandon directs with the help from local 
Kabuki teachers: Onoe Kikunobu, choreogra
pher; Yamada Chie and Ric Trimillos, music 
directors; and David Ftirumoto, vocal coach. 

"The Road To Tokyo" will premiere on 
Nov. 30 and continue through Dec. 1, 5, 6, 7, 
8, 13, 14, and 15 at 8 p.m. and Dec. 9 and 16 at 
2 p.m. A performance on Dec. 13 will be 
interpreted for the hearing impaired. 

Tickets are $9 for adults; $7 for students 
seniors, military, UH faculty and staff; and $1 
for UH-Manoa students w/valid photo I.D. 
For more information call the Kennedy The
atre Box Office at 956-76~5. 



Exhibit features work of art faculty 
Celebration of the Twenty-fifthAnniversary 

Frank Sheriff 
"Circumambulating Cowbell," 1990 
$2500 

An exhibition of art by the faculty 
in the University ofHawaii Commu
nity College system is being pre
sented at The Contemporary 
Museum's Honolulu Advertiser Gal
lery from now until Jan. 16, 1991. 
All pieces will be on sale. 

Here are the entries from the KCC 
Faculty. Not pictured is Jan 
Me Williams piece "Triptych" done 
on computer and printed using an ink 
jet printer. 

Noreen Naughton 
"Traveler's Palm • Ho'omaluhla VI," 1990 
$500 

"Untitled," 1990, Pastel $1500 

Kauka De Silva 
"Through art, students should begin to 

expand their awareness of the human condi
tion and their awareness of human needs. 
values and achievements." 

Practice is Over. 
Every 90 minutes, the Coast Guard saves a life. 

An impressive statistic from a small group of people 
who also stop drug smugglers, protect the 
environment and more. As a member of the 
Coast Guard, these opportunities become your 
opportunities-right away. The day you join, 
practice is over and you're on! 

So if you want action and you're looking for a 
chance to do something important, take a look at 

Amerka's smallest armed force. 
The U.S. Coast Guard. 

Be Part of the Action! 

Call 1-800-424-8883, 
Ext. 1016 

"TI_!e Last Stand," 1979, Aloha Monogatari 
Series, $700 · 

Shuzo Uemoto 
"My primary concern in teaching pho

tography is to promote the unique possibili
ties of this medium in order to make visible 
thoughts and emotions in a more poetic 
fonn. I am also committed to alternative 
methods of photography to realize these 
concerns." 

"Ha'uke'uke," 1990, Raku Ceramic 
$1500 

Sara Frankel 
"One of my main goals in teaching is to 

get the student to respect and respond to the 
process of making an image-how one pro
ceeds to perceptualize, interpret and con
struct a drawing or painting from beginning 
to end." 

4303 Diamond Head Rd. 
Honolulu, Hawaii 96816 

Ph. 734-9120 
Protable B-2 

Kepio is publi~hed every Tuesday by the 
Board of Student Publications of Kapiolani 
Community College. It is funded by student 
fees and advertising and reflects the views of 
its editors and writers who are solely respon
sible for its contenL Circulation is 2000. 

Kapio welcomes contributions to the paper. 
Editors reserve the right to edit all submissions 
for length, grammar and libel. Publication is 
not guaranteed. 

Editors ...... Darryl Chinen, Susan Garrard 
Page Editors .. Lynn Peralta, Henry King, 
.................. Fran Acoba, Angela Sisneros 

Photographer ................... Debbie Y amao 
Staff ......... Catherine Chang, Lee Takata, 
.............. Kirk Covington, Lynn Freeman 
........................................... Eleanor Mesa 
Advisor ...................................... Wini Au 
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Letter From .. DJ-Ed .. 
When people ask what the Diamond 

Journal club is and does, I am hard pressed to 
fmd a suitable answer. However this·ques
tion does deserve an answer, so I put my 
creative juices to work and finally came up 
with what I think is the essence of the Dia
mond Journal. 

Way back when the construction on 
campus was no more then a parking lot, and 
the cafeteria had new tables and chairs, I 
started my quest for knowledge at KCC. 
Having been out of school for 25 years I was 
a bit apprehensive, to say the least. I would 
sneak into the cafeteria, grab whatever edibles 
were near by and unobtrusively offer my 
meager money to the cashier. At times not 
even waiting for my change, I would then 
, vacate the premises to fmd a friendly tree 
worth sharing my food and conversation 
with. I passed "Eat-101," so I decided to sign 
up for Eng 22. 

My only intention was to hide in the back 
of the room and turn in my assignments by 
campus mail. My first assignment was to 
write about my experience of college life. 
Well, I knew how to write my name, I 
figured that was a good place to start. I went 
home, bought a six-pack of Budwizer, and 
proceeded to loosen my creative juices with 
a little "hair of the dog." Within a few hours 
I had managed to produce, what I thought to 
be at the time, a work of art. When I woke 

up the next morning amidst the empty beer 
cans and read the beer stained scribble, I 
thought to myself that this paper would be a 
good excuse for the teacher to politely ask 
me to withdraw from school. I went to dass, 
turned in my assignment and justifie4 my 
actions by convincing myself that I was 
going senile. 

A few days later, as I was doing my best 
to look like part of the classroom, my teacher 
approached me. "Brock, I like your essay on 
campus life and I would like you to subnit it 
to the Diamond Journal." My teacher was 
young and pretty. If I had met her in a bar I 
would have spent at least $5 trying to pick 
her up. This coupled with the fact that she.· 
wasn't expelling me from her class for mus
ing the English language was quite unrerv
ing. 

"Sure. Whatever you say!" I repli«l. I 
knew not what the Diamond Journal was, but 
at this point I would have agreed to anytl1ing. 

After class, one of my classmates con
gratulated me. ''The Diamond Journal pays 
$100 for the best paper. Good luck." When 
I went to eat lunch that day I stayed in the 
cafeteria and sat at a table. 

A few weeks later my teacher told me my 
essay had been picked as one of the top ttree. 
I decided to sit in an empty seat near the front 
of the class. A student sitting next to me 
asked if I would rear' '· "':C paper and give her 

some ideas. I was amazed! I started coming 
to class early so I could talk to my class
mates. I was able to do my assignments 
without a six pack to aid me. 

A ·few days later my teacher entered the 
classroom and. said, "Brock, you won first 
prize in the Diamond Journal writing con
test." What I had really won was the confi
dence and security to enjoy college. At the 
end of the semester my teacher asked me to 
tutor in her class the following semester. 
This lead to a job working in the LAC as a 
paid English tutor. I started enjoying school 
and learning. I was even asked to join the 
Honor Society. 

Sometimes a little confidence goes a long 
way. I encourage all KCC students to gain a 
little confidence by writing. If anyone would 
like more information or would like to hear 
more about my enlightening experience, feel 
free to talk to me. You can fmd me in the 
Learning Assistance Center. 

Brock Pemberton 

The Kapiolani Community College l2iA::. 
mood Journal staff would like to thank all 
those students who submitted papers for the 
contest. Please do not be discouraged if your 
submission did not win a prize. There were 
just too many good papers to choose from. 
The staff ofKCC DiamondJoumal would like 
to see all of you continue writing and to 
continue taking the opportunity, when pre
sented, to turn your writing in for publica
tion. Writing is a good way of communicat
ing personal feelings, thoughts, and ideas, 
and to remind ourselves who we are. All too 
often it is easy to get lost in the hectic pace of 
the world around us. Writing provides the 
chance to step back, look at where we are and 
where we have been, and to express our 
experiences and ideas creatively. For those 
of you who did not submit any papers, the 
Diamond Journal staff hopes that in the fu
ture, you will submit your writing for review. 
Each individual has within them unique ideas 
and the ability to be creative. Take the writing 
opportunity when presented to you. There is 
nothing to lose and much to gain. 

The Diamond Journal staff and win
ners wish to thank the following for all 
their help and support throughout this 
semester. 

Hakuyosha Hawaiian Inc. 
Granny's Gourmet Muffins 
Linka Corbin-Mullikin, our faculty 

adviser and "Big Sister" whose assis
tance and guidance gave us the will and 
stamina to succeed. 

Wini Au and her Journalism staff, 
including Lynn Freeman, and members 
of the Desk Top Publishing 197 class: 
Barbara Ritchie, Chad Crosier, Mae 
Higa, and Debbie Y amao. 

All the students who supported us by 
submitting a part of themselves. 

Dianond Journal Staff 

Senior Editor ......... .Brock Pemberton 

Editor ................................. Kafl Naito 

Assistant Editor ...... Bryan Sekiguchi 

Staff .............................. Angela Kretz 

Staff.. ................... Brenda Lea Valdez 

Staff.. ...................... Sachiko Bratakos 

Staff ...................... Bartola Pacampara 

Staff .................................. Cayton Y ee 

Staff ............................. Lani Cabanilla 

Staff ............................... Dawn Rivera 

Financial Adviser ....... .Regina Chang 

A · · '(~f .......... .Linka Corbin-Mullikin 
..._.,_.,..,. 



Q:a1 Open Fisrt Place Winner: Susan Garrard 
By Brock Pemberton First Place Winner 
Susan Garrard left Louisiana three years ago in hopes of seeing the world. 
Hawaii, her first stop, has been her home ever since. Susan is in her third 
semester at KCC and plans to transfer to UHM and enroll in a liberal 
studies program including political science and creative writing. Mar
ried, with a nine year old son, Susan still has dreams of traveling the 
world, but will wait until she graduates from college before embarking on 
her journeys. "Most people live in the same place all of their lives. I want 
to be different. There is a world of knowledge out there just waiting to 

Born Again 
be explored and absorbed. 

By Susan Ga"ard 
Instructor: Jim Shimabukuro 
The sun pours into the walled courtyard; my bare breasts point to the sky. Beyond these 

walls transvestites and gays parade themselves as if Mardi Gras has no end. My wrist dangles 
lightly over the side of the pool; submerged just enough to cover my pulse; this keeps me cool. 
My husband's rich honeyed voice vibrates in the still air as he reads L2lliil aloud. At any 
moment I feel I could evaporate into the clouds, become one with nature, experience nirvana. 
On this day I know these things are possible. Lingering not far in the back of my mind is the 
memory oflast night's heated debate over politics and patriarchy. "You're such a militant 
feminist," Tim said 

''Thank you," I replied, "but that is a contradiction in terms. A feminist can't be militant 
since militancy is a patriarchal invention." Then the evening degenerated into the silliness 
that only outlaws understand. I love this man, I think, because he loves my defiance. I tum 
onto my stomach, and the sun spreads down the length of my backside. The warmth of the 
sun, the freedom from clothing, and the sound of my husband's voice bring a contentment 
so deep that my mind travels further back. As I lie here in a blissful stupor, I can hardly fathom 
how I came this far. 

Before my life exploded I was a girl escaping. I was overprotected by my parents, yet there 
was no one to protect me from them. But that is another story. Consequently, I did not know 
how to experience life, to tease it, to play with it Given the choice, I always chose to escape. 

Enter Bruce, a man who doggedly pursued me until I became infatuated with his 

lllhat more did I want? This was the question 

that dominated the next five years of my life .... 

Bruce, and he lifted his hand to strike Jesse. Something inside of me snapped. I whisked Jesse 
upstairs. Bruce was so close behind me I could feel the force of his breath. When I stopped 
and wheeled around, with Jesse in my arms, trembling, Bruce grabbed my shoulders and 
shook me. 

"Don't you ever do anything like that again!" he yelled. 
"Don'tyou ever do anything like that again!" I replied in a frantic whisper. 
His complexion went from red to black. I could see that he wanted to hit me. I wanted him 

to hit me. I wanted him to cross that line. I said, "Go ahead, hit me-do it!" Instead, he turned 
and walked away. I sat on the edge of the bed, my chest heaving and Jesse in my arms. 
Louisiana felt like another country, but propelled by anger, I contemplated walking there. 

Life is filled with subtle ironies; this is what I like about it Seven months after "the 
vacation," another opportunity to" get away from it all" presented itself. During these months 
of each of us trying to cope with the impending end of our relationship, something strange 
happened to Bruce. It started around Easter, the Patriarchal time of new beginnings, rebirth, 
regeneration. He got religious. It just so happened that his new clan was having a convention 
at the Days Inn in southern Mississippi, and "Would I come?'' At that moment I realized that 
our marriage was the sheep that strayed from the flock, the one that would be eaten by a wolf, 
the lamb that would be devoured in front of my eyes like those on a PBS nature show. Deep 
inside I know it's nature's way, but still I have to cover my eyes. 

"No thank you," I replied. 
"It's the only vacation you're going to get," he shot back. 
"Again, no thanks." 
In retrospect, something Bruce used to say to me comes to mind: "If you don't like it, 

leave!" It was his favorite way to end an argument 
The third scene is a direct result of the second What better time to leave than when my 

husband is in southern Mississippi praying for a better marriage? There would be no shouting, 
no reprimands or recriminations, no adults regressing to children, or worse- beasts. Subtle 
irony: he leaves the pick-up truck. With my partner in crime since third grade, Diane, we 
packed my things and loaded them into the truck. That was the kind of night when I would 
contemplate Karma, the law of nature, of cause and effect, and the notion that everything that 
you do will come back to you. The moon was full of promise. Silver lined the night. As I 
turned to leave the house, I touched the wall that I used to face each night when I would ask 

persistence. My marriage to him was like a classroom without doors or windows. The myself, "What went wrong?" or just contemplate the meaning oflife. Before I locked the door 
kindergarten of my life. I could no longer avoid painful situations. Things that were something Bruce asked me came to mind: " You have a roof over your head and food to eat 
impossible for me to deal with were put in a place for safekeeping, which, at a later time I What more do you want?" 
would string together and make into a beautiful necklace. What more did I want? This was the question that dominated the next five years of my 

When I think back to this time with Bruce, three scenes unfold in my memory: a girl of life. I took a trip on the roller coaster of extremes. I was a born-again pagan. I recognized 
twenty looking jn the mirror at five o'clock in the evening, still in her nightgown; a girl of no boundaries; everything was open to exploration. And then the roller coaster sped 
twenty snatching her young son from the angry grasp of his father; two girls, aged twenty, downwards and at the bottom stood Alan. It was a plunge into sensuality. He was rebellious 
giggling with nervousness as they pack the belongings of the one who is making her escape. and married. I was a rebellious groupie. Alan introduced me to Sylvia Plath. But our 

When I looked at my reflection in the mirror I was shocked. "What are you doing?" I asked relationship was more than just books. He was an adept tutor in the art of sex, drugs and rock 
aloud. I was trembling as a tear escaped my left eye. When I think back to this time, androll. Myexperienceswithhimwerelikearazor'sedge;overwhelmingandaddictive. The 
something Bruce would say to me (in jest, I thought) comes to mind: "I married you for spine tingling suspense of sneaking around only added to the attraction. He referred to the 
cooker, for washer, till divorce do us part." middle class as "sheep." He would always ask me who "they" were when I started a sentence 

The second scene took place on vacation. We went to visit Bruce's grandmother in Ohio. with, "They say .... " He thought Reagan was the Antichrist. He was stimulating, and I thought 
I ended up doing what I did everyday, except I did it in a different part of the country. One he was the smartest person alive. 
day we were in the kitchen with his grandmother; Bruce poured himself a Coke in front of My life was on fire. I exploded like a volcano, hot lava reaching for the sky, and then falling 
Jesse, our thirteen-month-old son: Jesse could not yet articulate his desires, but he indicated back to earth, building myself layer upon layer, destroying parts of myself in the process. I 
by pointing that he wanted some of his father's Coke. Bruce obliged initially, but Jesse grew harder and stronger. I began to emQ.late Alan. I realized that hate and anger were a part 
wanted more than a sip. When he ~d not get what he wanted, he began to cry. ~ered of me. I started to look people in the eye. I abhorred people's way of asswning that because 
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Pagan 
I was female I was less than intelligent. I began to shun these people. I was rude to them, and 
I liked it. I liked it because nice girls didn't, and I did. Eventually, however, my newly 
developed critical eye turned on him. I saw that he was more heat than light. Alan had no 
torch to light the path to the future. And even though it was my idea, the break-up threw me 
into the worst depression of my life. 

A broken heart is like death without the luxury of dying; every moment is a struggle against 
gravity. 

I rebounded from this time of chaos to a time of asceticism. Every motion that it took to 
get through the day was slow and deliberate. There were no thoughts of past or future. I saw 
no one save the people who were necessary in my day to day existence. Silence was therapy. 
Slowly it ate away my sadness. My life began to stand up straighter. But part of me had 
become bitter. In the depths of my mind I knew that I was terrified of becoming involved in 
another relationship. 

I decided to change my environment. I moved to New Orleans. I saw things that I had 
only read about. I didn't mind the sexual smorgasbord of the French Quarter, but the sight of 
homeless people sleeping on the sidewalk took some getting used to. To be a "normal" in the 
French Quarter is to call attention to yourself. So I began to cultivate a "style." 

I lit a cigar. 
Tim did not flinch. He motioned for me to give him a drag. "Very good," he commented. 

~ 
Second Place Winner 

"Where did you get these?'" 
"A little shop a block from my apartment; somehow they smuggle them in from Cuba." 

The bubbles rose from the bottom of my glass to merge with the "one," the air. Ants began 
to excavat~ what remained in a tin of caviar. We lay on the ground talking about everything 
for hours. The smoke curled and mingled with the bubbles that had merged with the air. They 
were all one. 

That was three years ago. My ex-husband, Bruce, has just been deserted by his third wife. 
I mention this not because I like the way it fits the story, but because he thinks he is still going 
to heaven. I am a pagan, it's true, but I am thankful to the moon goddess (back by popular 
demand by feminists everywhere) that I have been able to learn from my life. In the meantime 
Bruce waits for Armageddon. 

Life is nothing and everything . We are here in the universe. We know we are- animals 
do not This is part of the curse. Cats don't know where they are, and they don't know that 
they are going to die. I know I will die. The trick, I think, is to become comfortable with the 
idea that we have an end. I am learning to be on friendly terms with my death because Tim 
and time have helped me to be on friendly terms with my life. 

The sun's electromagnetic field has this effect on me. Or is it my husband's voice: "Lolita, 
Lolita you have been contemplating the universe again," he says, "Do you want to go get some 
sushi?" 

Life Evader 
By: Jennifer Whybra 
Instructor: Jim Shimabukuro 

The sun entered through my bedroom window, dappled the carpet beneath my feet, and 
warmed the large black cat that lay on my bed. I watched the dust filter through the light and 
settle on the green and orange afghan. It was three-thirty in the afternoon. 

I had run all the way home from school. Mr Brown, my favorite teacher in high school, 
had looked me straight in the eyes and screamed that I could do better. I just slumped in my 
seat, trying to sink into my sweater, hoping it would catch onto the back of my chair so I could 
turtle my head inside and disappear. The rest of the class was silent, except for some gasps 
from the startled few who had not been paying attention. 

Yes, Mr. Brown, my beloved English teacher. The same teacher who had printed 
copies of stories he had thought I would like for me exclusively. The same 
Mr. Brown who had understood when my homework was late or 
incomplete. The same Mr. Brown who had given me a birthday 
cake. How could he do this to me? 

I felt my lips quiver and my eyes start to fill with tears 
as he yelled, "No more, Miss Whybra, I've had quite 
enough of excuses and the like! My God, you are 
wasting your life here and just taking up space in my 
class. Your potential as a writer will never be 
captured in a paper as handicapped by neglect as 
the one I have just received from you!" 

And then something snapped in me. It was part 
pain, part humiliation, mostly rage. I stood up, 
knocking over my desk and chair, grabbed my bag, • 

but she just blankly stared back at me. 
I reasoned with her. I asked. "Hadn't I tried?" 
But she wouldn't answer. 
I told her that it wasn't my fault I told her that none of it was. I pleaded with her, "You 

must agree. I've told you· everything. You know it's the truth." 
But mirrors don't talk--she never answered. 
Changing my attention, I walked to my bag, reached in and pulled out a cigarette. I lit it 

and took a deep drag. I felt better with the cool, bitter smoke creeping toward my lungs, 
dizzying me slightly. 

I convinced myself that Mr Brown was probably going 
senile. I told myself how hard I had worked. I 

repeated these lies to myself over and over 
again, until I believed them. I had also 

managed to convince myself that I should 
have some ice cream and a big piece of 

chocolate cake. 
I then reached for my journal. I 

opened the cool cover and began 
to write. A few tears continued to 
trickle from my eyes, but I brushed 

, them away and kept writing .... 
Dogs barking. My eyes open. 

and dashed for the door. I didn't stop until I got k.. 
home. I had never run so fast I remember passing ~\! =~5~tl.:;~ ... ~ ...... ;;:~::;:;:~~ 
houses and people. Occasionally I looked down to see 

The cat has moved and now sits on 
my face. A strip of sun across the 

top of my wall. It must be around six 
o'clock. A car door slams shut. My 

father must have just driven up. I can hear 
him talking to someone outside. I peel my 

journal page off my tear-stained cheeks. I can 
barely see the words on the page as I strain to read 

them, I feel the pain all over again-the frustration. 

the pavement blur beneath me. I saw my house grow ~~~ij~~~~lj~~9~~~~~'flr 
bigger as I ran closer. It grew big enough to hide inside. And 
the branches of the trees and bushes that grew around it seemed 
to reach out like arms to welcome me home from another day at 
school. Reaching the fence, I tore at the latch on the gate. I ran up the steps 
to the door. I struggled with the key and the lock, my hands shaking. Frustrated, I 
hurled the keys across the porch. An old lady stared at me from behind her drapes in her living 
room window across the street. I stood on the steps, my fists clenched. Angry tears zig-zagged 
down my hot, red cheeks. Sweat beaded on my forehead and rolled pa.~t my furrowed brow. 
My breath quickened into gasps and sobs. Adrenaline raced as I fought to keep from 
exploding. I felt the tension build up in me like boiling water filling a cup. When it reached 
my throat, I could no longer control myself, and a roar like the bellow of a wounded animal 
bouncing off the thick cliffs of a canyon came bolting from my mouth. The lady across the 
street turned to leave the window and almost fell over herself in her haste. 

I looked up at the clock, daydreaming had stolen half an hour from me. It was four o'clock 
and the sun was warming my knees and the tips of my eat's ears and tail. 

I looked to face reality. There to the left of the door hung a diamond-shaped mirror. I 
turned my head slowly to stare at the face looking back. I asked the girl in the mirror, "Why?" 

The truth was that I had most surely deserved it. And the truth 
hurt more than Mr. Brown's cruel words. I waited to write my paper for weeks. I waited until 
the last moment. Two hours before class, I began rushing and pounding the walls, as if to 
blame them for my being late, incomplete, and ashamed. 

I was a failure, not because I had tried and not succeeded, but because I had accepted defeat 
long before r d even gotten the assignment. Success was a fear that I had to learn to overcome. 
I had gone out of my way to ignore and neglect my responsibilities. I was quite secure in 
believing that I was not at fault for what was happening in my life. I was used to comforting 
myself for not succeeding. I was just plain afraid that I'd actually get what I was reaching for. 

But I've learned that the things that one regrets the most are usually not the things one did, 
but rather the things one didn't do. So now when I'm faced with a goal and want to evade it 
with sugar-coated lies designed to keep me from reaching it, I remember that day back in high 
school. 



Open 
Third Place Winner 

Letting Go 
By Traci Jacob 
Instructor: Jim Shimabukuro 

I was once a strong, hard working, and independent young woman. I held two jobs; I labored 
on the assembly line at a cosmetic factory, and I was a dance instructor. I also participated in many 
athletics, and following a successful volleyball tournament on July 3rd, 1984, everything I had 
worked r J hard to achieve was abruptly taken away!. I was involved in an automobile accident 
that changed my life forever. Due to the severity of my injuries, I had to spend the next eleven 
months in a hospital. In the hospital, many things were done for and to me without regard for my 
wishes. Eventually, I was released from the hospital into the care of my over-protective mother. 
She continued to do all the things which were hard for me, and to make all the important decisions 
on her own. In conversations with friends, my mother would often finish my response because 
she knew that it was difficult for me to communicate. My life was simple; I did not have to do 
anything that was difficult for me, and I was sinkitlg into, a deeper depression day by day. I 
continued with therapy and learned exercises that would give me better control of my body. but 
I still had no control of my life. 

In addition, I had lost control of my life; however, I never stopped hoping that I would have 
control again someday. In the meantime, I continued doing the exercises I learned in therapy, and 
I was becoming stronger. I knew in my heart that someday my hard work would pay off. Exercise 
is also a great way to relieve stress, and the hostilities were building between myself and my 
mother. We fought about everything from my choice of friends to wearing too much make-up. 
I felt as if I was at a breaking point, and in need of some counseling. Shortly thereafter, I contacted 
a social worker at the Rehab hospital and expressed an urgent need to have my own apartment 
She then told me that she would put me on the waiting list; however, that they screen people on 
their physical ability to care for themselves. 

Then, one January afternoon, about six months later, I received a telephone call from the 
manager of an apartment complex on Pauahi Street She informed me that there would be a 
vacancy at the beginning of the month, and that mine was the name at the top of the waiting list. 
There was a brief silence before I could respond; as suddenly, I was over-come· with fear at the 
thought ofbeing on my own, but reality did not elude me for long. I told the manager that I would 
take the apartment, and continued to discuss the details. This was my dream come true, and now 
I have control of my life and the responsibilities that go with it! 

First of all, the paper work was pushed along quickly, and it was time to make a big step. 
February 3rd, 1990, was the day of my big move. I did my own interior decorating, and a friend 
gave me a caL That night was the first time I had slept in an empty house, and I was a bit uneasy. 
My mother called every hour to make sure that everything was alright; she was more nervous than 
I was. I was concerned about the big chores, such as: laundry, shopping, and shaving. I contacted 
the Welfare Office and they assured me that they would finance someone to be my chore-person, 
but that I would have to conduct my own interviews. After several interViews, I was still not 
satisfied with anyone I had seen. After much persuasion, my mother got the job! She comes once 
a week and stays all day, but now I am telling her what to do. 

Secondly. there are many positive considerations to living alone. The most crucial being that 
I make the house rules. and rules are made to be broken if I wish. I have nobody to argue with 
or complain about the television or stereo volumes or stations. I also have nobody to give me any 

Honorable Mention 

Paradise ... Lost 
By Ofelia Carag 
Instructor: Barry Nakamura 

The environment of the Hawaiian islands before the early migrations of the Polynesians 
(300 A.D.) was very limited in inhabitants and very peaceful. During these early years, the 
only inhabitants were plants, insects, land snails, and two mammals: Hawaiian bats and monk 
seals. The islands were also isolated from the rest of the world. To give a clearer picture of 
this, the closest island is 2300 miles away. 

Because there were only two mam.mals and no immediate danger to the inhabitants, the 
plants, birds, inSects, and land snails were able to adapt to their environment, known as 
adaptive radiation. Through adaptive radiation the many living organisms on the islands were 
able to evolve into thousands of new species endemic to the islands, due to their ecological 
environment. 

They ate the things that had never 
been to.uched by humans before. 

The characteristics of these endemic species, which are found in particular parts of 
Hawaii and no where else in the world, are unlilce many of the species found in other places. 
For example, the native plants in Hawaii have no thorns or poison in them, since there were 
relatively no mammals on the island that endanger their survival. The birds also had no 

.· ,· ~ ~ , , •' .· .. 
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static about the cussing and complaining I sometimes do. I have nobody to challenge my 
decisions on where to put furniture. or what to buy at the grocery store. I have nobody to tell 
me that it is too late for company, and I have no chaperone· when I do have a date. Although 
the euphoric state is wearing off, I do love my freedom! 

In additio!l, there are some negative aspects of living alone. The most difficult change for 
me is not having anyone to talk with or exchange ideas with. In order to compensate for this 
difference, I sometimes carry on intelligent conversations with my caL He does not give me any 
feed-back, but just putting my thoughts into words helps me to beuerunderstand them. Another 
difficultaspectofliving by myself is not having help with the chores. I do like a clean apartment 
and I work real hard to keep it that way. I do find it difficult to juggle homework and housework 
simultaneously; however, I have to keep my priorities in mind and take one day at a 
time.Furthermore, I get a great deal of satisfaction out of handling my own affairs. I enjoy 
having a private life again and I am functioning as if I do not have a handicap at all. I am doing 

- things that I never thought I could do again; things such as preparing meals, cleaning house, 
and paying bills. I never knew what I was capable of with other people around to do things for 
me, but when it came to sink or swim, I kept my head above water. 

In closing. I am happier and more satisfied than I have ever been! Living alone is a whole 
lot of work, but it has given me my self-respect back, and I take pride in my hard work. The 
personal satisfaction I receive is its own reward! Letting go of the security provided by my 
mother resulted in my mother letting me grow up. I think back to my months in the hospital and 
I am amazed at the progress I have made. and how sweet life is now. I am that same strong, hard
working, and independent woman who I once was! 

predators. therefore they became flightless. However, there were some closely related species 
that had both, one that flew and one that didn't. 

However, when the Polynesians arrived on the islands the environment began to change. 
At farstit was a slow gradual change, but when the Hawaiian population increased rapidly so 
did the changes in the environment 

When the Polynesians arrived they brought with them their hunger from their long voyage 
and a variety of plants: taro, yams, bananas, and weeds. They also brought animals: dogs, 
pigs, and Polynesian rats. Because of their hunger and their introduction of these new living 
things to the islands, the environment began to change dramatically. 

The Polynesians' hunger from the long voyage they underwent had an effect on the 
environment because when the Polynesians arrived they ate what was on the islands. They ate 
the things that had never been touched by humans before. In a sense they disturbed the 
equilibrium of the islands. 

The introduction of new plants had an overwhelming affect on the environment as well. 
With the new plants came the idea of cultivation and the altering of the natural environment 
of the islands. Because the plants were the Polynesians • staple food and an invaluable resource 
to them, the modification of the islands was necessary in order to grow them. 

The animals' arid the Polynesians' very presence in the islands also had side effects. The 
introduction of animals brought pestering bugs: fleas and ticks, etc. The presence of the 
Polynesians endangered the lives of the endemic birds and plants, not only because of the 
diseases they brought with them, but also because they began to hunt them for food and 
ornamentation. 

As one can see, the Polynesians had a "negative" affect on the environment of the islands. 
Due to their presence, the once peaceful and serene islands are no more. The equilibrium the 
islands once had are also lost forever, never to be seen or experienced again by anyone. 
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Absc:>l u .Tic:>n 
By Alexander Martin 
Instructor: Gail Harada 

The night winds blow the red dust into my 
eyes as I make my way down the steep cliff. 
A fme salty mist anoints my face and mingles 
with the dust as I carefully approach the 
water•s edge. 

I close my eyes and focus on the sound of 
the sea gently sliding back and forth against 
the smooth rock. I feel the ocean's cool 
touch upon my feet and awaken from its 
hypnotic trance. Tiny caplets of white light 
reflect back to me the half-guarded glaze of 
the moon. I gaze further into the distance, 
wanting to join the dark pools beyond the 
reef in their fathomless calm depths. I per-

. cei ve fmely knit lines of color perpendicular 
to the shore: first light blue, then grey, then 
a deeper blue set as if in a gel, responsive 

Open 

only to the moon's gentle pull. I know it is 
only one of an infinite variety of patterns that 
envelop this tip of the island. 

As the waves begin to caress my thighs, I 
realize I have walked out beyond my normal 
boundaries of safety. No harm will come to 
me. This constant nurturer of life here can
not help but buoy me towards shore. I lay 
back and slowly inhale the salt air into my 
lungs and allow the ocean to lift me so my 
head and chest reflect the new clear gaze of 
the moon. Each rolling pulse moves me 
closer to shore until I once again feel sand 
beneath me. I rise to return to my steady rock 
upon the shore. I need not turn back to look 
for I know the lines of color have shifted 
once more to accomodate the movement of 
the moon across the sky. I will return again, 
when the moon is full. 

Honorable Mention 

Ho\1\/ the Others Live 
By Joanne Ramos 
Instructor: Jim Shimabukuro 

I was only four years old when I left the 
Philippines. Although I was young, I still 
can recall the happy times. Twenty-one 
years have passed since, but five years ago 
my family and I returned to my homeland to 
attend the funeral of my late grandfather and 
to see how much the Philippines had changed. 
I didn't realize how fortunate I was until I 
took that trip. 

My sisters and I had not been back since 
1969. We were very excited and yet scared. 
The flight to the Philippines seemed to take 
forever. I couldn't wait until the plane landed. 
When we finally did land, I experienced for 
the first time the long process of customs. 
We stood in line for at least an hour. My 
father, who left a couple of days earlier with 
my two older sisters, met my mother, my 
sister Jackie, and me at the airport gate. As 
soon as we stepped out onto the streets, I 
could not believe my eyes. Hundreds of 
people were gathered outside the airport 
gate, waving and shouting. It looked as 
though they were waiting for a celebrity to 
arrive. 

I asked my father, "What is everyone 
doing here?" 

He replied, ''They have no jobs and noth
ing else to do." 

I remember holding onto his ann for 
safety, feeling as if someone was about to 
snatch me away. I said to him, "I want to go 
home." 

He looked at me and laughed. As I looked 
around, I noticed there were children selling 
leis with flowers that looked as though they 
had been picked two days ago. However, the 
fragrance was good. One kid came up to me 
to sell a photograph of me coming out of the 
plane. I had my father buy it for me. I was 
not about to have my picture in the posses
sion of a stranger in a strange country. 

That night, we left Manila and flew to the 
province where my grandfather lived. We 
were frightened and unsure of what to ex
pect We landed at an airport no bigger than 
a gyrn and were met by my relatives we had 

never known. Maybe it was the way we were 
dressed, but the children stared at us as 
though we were beings from another planet 
People were hugging us and crying, saying, 
"You have gotten so big!" and "I'm so and 
so, you remember me?" This is going to be 
some trip, I thought We rode the unlit 
streets to my grandfather's house. I remem
ber my sisters and I holding each other's 
hands for comfort. For some strange reason, 
we knew that what was about to happen 
would be out of the ordinary. We arrived at 
the house I grew up in and where my 
grandfather's body had been lying in a coffin 
for a week, waiting for our arrival. Accord
ing to my mother, it is a tradition in the 
Filipino culture that after someone dies the 
body remains in the house until the. day of the 
burial. The body is guarded twenty-four 
hours a day, usually by an elderly woman. 

Something like this in the United States 
would be out of the ordinary. 

I got up the next morning and could 
hardly believe that I was actually in my 
hometown, in the house where we had all 
lived once and heard so much about. The 
house was not as big as I had remembered it 
to be. I guess when you're young, every
thing looks so much bigger. The house was 
located in the country where a stream used to 
run in the backyard. Now, it was covered by 
acres and acres of farm land. It was such a 
beautiful sight Everything was so different 
it seemed untouched by the technology of 
man. We had to get used to it; after a couple 
of days, though, using the bathroom outside 
the house remained a task. Compared to the 
other homes in the Philippines, however, we 
were lucky. What I took for granted in 
Hawaii was luxury: running water in the 

kitchen, a bathroom, a stove, a refrigerator, 
and hot running water. Some of the houses 
I'd visited had very little in the way of 
comfort. I recall going to a particular house 
where the floors were dirt. Only an olrl dish 
and blankets were scattered about M the 
lady of the house told my sister and me the 
story o( how the flood had destroym ev
erything, my heart dropped. The look on her 
face showed a lot of pain and struggle, a type 
of pain and struggle that I will neva en
counter. 

After the funeral we left for Manila, il city 
of pure poverty. We'd be riding in Ollf car 
and people actually came to our witdow 
begging for money. It's true what peope say 
about social status in the Philippines. You're 
either rich or poor; there is no such thing as 
middle class. I saw people living on side 
streets in cardboard structures. I was also 
surprised to see people actually sweeping. 
the freeways. Most of them were women. I 
had never seen anything like it in my lfe. I 
felt like helping them and saying to bern 
everything is going to be all right I could not 
believe this was the country I was born in, 
that the helpless people were my peop!e. I 
felt very angry with the government for 
neglecting the people, and with myser'for 
taking everything for granted. 

We flew back to Hawaii after a weekand 
a half. I was very happy to be home, but 
scenes of the Philippines still lingered in my 
mind. My friends and co-workers would ask 
me about the trip, and I'd tell them llow 
lucky they were to be living in a country that 
provides so many different opportunities 
and comforts. I kept saying tom yself, I • m so 
lucky to be living in the United States. I now 
understand what my parents meant by life 
not being easy. I came to realize that I ,,.,as 
home and that America is my home. I JtOW 

make an effort to help needy people. E\ery 
year I go through my belongings for items 
that I no longer need and send them to the 
Philippines or give them to the Salvation 
Army. By doing this I feel better alDut 
myself. After going to the Philippineg, I 
know how the other half lives. 



English 700 English 100 First Place Winner: 

First Place Winner Pamela Heritage 
By Bryan A. Seldguchi 

Romancing the Cornflake 
The English 100 first place winner is 

Pamela Heritage. Heritage left Los An
geles in 1988 seeking a new career in 
Hawaii. She is currently enrolled in 
Liberal Arts but has plans to pursue a 
Doctorate Degree in Psychology. "Gary 
Pak, my English instructor, has inspired 
me to write. Twenty years has past since 
I took my last English, class and Eng 100 
gave me a chance to fme tune my writing 
skills," Pam said. "My writing has im
proved although I still commit occa
sional crimes of the comma." 

Cereal, or Surreal? 
By Pamela Heritage 
Instructor: Gary Pale 

TV commercials. Enter a world of illusion pretending to represent real life. A tiny bottle 
of fragrance becomes a lover's walk on a moonlit beach. A bottle of dry beer promises an 
exotic, erotic, night in the city. The right laundry detergent saves the life of a beguiling but 
messy child from the homicidal wrath of a clean freak mother. Buy the right car and you will . 
live longer,look better and--a~ participating dealers--2,000 one-dollar bills will rain down on 
your head at the moment of purchase. It's wonderful, isn't it? Watching TV comme~eials 
makes us feel so good. 

But what's going on here? What are these wondrous 30 second snippets on celluloid that 
invade our living roOm every night during television time? What are they doing to us? What 
is their effect--short or long term? Will they alter our personalities? Change our behavior? 

Sometimes I suspect that something subliminal is at work here. Just last Tuesday I 
wandered down the cereal aisle of the grocery store, surrounded by brightly colored packages, 
trying to make a breakfast-product decision. I found myself irresistibly drawn to a particular 
box with the smiling face of an impish child. I love that face! I love that comme~eial! I laugh 
to myself remembering how clever and fun the commercial was, how amusing and endearing 
the actor. I don't know if the cereal was corn or wheat, flakes or chex, sugared or oat bran, 
but I bought the box. 

Commercials: do they inform or inflame? Educate or entice? Communicate or con? 
Impart information or inspire desire? Is it really hurting anybody, or is it just good clean high
tech fun? 

The purpose of a television commercial is to sell a product--not to entertain and amuse. 
But what is the best way for a television commercial to sell a product? By amusing and 
entertaining. Let's be honest: when a commercial interrupts our favorite program, that's the 
time to go to the bathroom, and then get a beer. We will always get up and leave the room 
during commercials unless, during the firSt few seconds of a commercial, SO!Dething grabs US

-through sight or sound--and compels us to watch and remember. 
Commercials become art using advanced technology in creative ways to capture our 

attention. Artists experiment with exciting visual elements--bright colors, appealing vistas. 
Musicians add arousing sound tracks. Commercials are a creative challenge for writers to use 
words quickly to impart both an emotion and a ·message. And marketing people keep 

English 700 
Second Plac(3 Winn~r 

By Crystal Lavalai 
Instructor : Jim Shimabukwo 

I am sitting on my couch watching Eric, my husband, across from me. His am1s are folded 
tightly, and his face holds a blank expression. He does not look at me. Instead, his eyes are 
focused dimly on the painting just above my head. 

For a moment I wish that he would look at me. Maybe if he'would, he'd be able to see the 
frustration in my eyes, or the way. I am nervously shaking my foot. I'm so angry right now. 
I have spent the last two ·hours explaining my feelings and trying to get to the root of our 
problem. He has hurt me, and I want him to know. 

When I started to go over my problem with him, I was relaxed and calm. I was genuinely · 
interested in coming to an agreeable solution. However, as time went on and Eric grew more 
and more silent, my calmness turned into anger. I started to yell. I started to cry. All the while, 
he sat there, staring at the painting above my head. 

As I sit on the couch, I cannot help but wonder why he doesn't talk to me. I wonder why 
it is so hard for him to open up, to communicate. 

I seem to remember it always being this way. He tries so hard to have the problem at hand 
just go away, but it never does. Perhaps he thinks that his silence will make the problem less 
real. 

I begin to talk again. I know this is silly because I am only saying the same things over and 
over again, but I cannot help myself. I am desperate for him to acknowledge me, to feel my 
feelings. 

I am listening to myself talk and Jl?alize that I am almost out of control. My words are biting 
hard. 

Then suddenly I see a spark in his eyes. I continue with my words, even though they sound 
hurtful and harsh. As each word comes out of my mouth, I can see Eric cringe. It's sad, but 
this brings me satisfaction. His anger and hurt mean that he is actually hearing me. He is 
actually listening. 

Eric sighs loudly. His eyes meet mine. He asks me how long we will have to fight. I laugh 
and say that we will fight as long~ he continues with his silent treatment. . 

All of a sudden he jumps up. His face is red, and his brown eyes are bulging. I can see the 
vein in lifs neck pop out and the muscles in his jaw throb. 

lam scared. 

I found myself irresistibly 
drawn to a particular box 
with the smiling face of an 
impish child •.. I love that 
face! 

reminding the creative team to sell the product! Sell the product! If the commercial doesn't 
sell the product the client will cut the budget, fire the agency, and we '11 all be looking for work 
next month. 

What is the best way to sell the product? Skateboarding dogs in sunglasses sell more beer. 
Budweiser's sales have increased dramatically since the creation of Spuds Mackensie. Let's 
face it, entertaining commercials sell products. 

Should we be concerned? Are we being manipulated, coerced or misled? Will our delicate 
minds be irreparably harmed in some way? Shouldn't a television commeiCial simply inform 
us? Educate us as to product merits and availability, prices and special deals? 

Or should we just be amused by the electronic wizardry, the illusions and the fun? Perhaps 
we should simply sit back and enjoy ourselves. I love and appreciate the entertainment value 
of a well designed commercial. After all, I'm a clear thinking adult--able to assess a situation 
and make a competent decision. based upon facts, not fiction. I won't be mislead or misguided 
by exposure to flash and glamour! I won't do anything I don't really want to do; I can make 
up my mind in an intelligent manner. 

But you know that box of cereal I bought? I tried it yesterday morning for breakfast. That 
smiling kid on the box felt like an old friend. We satdowQ together, and I poured out a bowlful. 
And you know what? I don't like the cereal very much. It consists of weird colored flakes 
with these little nut things in the middle that are too hard, and the flakes get soggy in milk. 
There are twigs and branches floating around in the bowl; I didn't know the cereal was like 
this when I bought it. For some reason I don't remember anything about the cereal in the 
commercial. 

I took another look at the smiling kid and realized this kid is really what I bought. I never 
really wanted to buy the cereal. I found myself irresistibly drawn to a particular box with the 
smiling face of an impish child ... I love that face! I love that commercial! 

With unexpected vehemence, Eric begins to yeO so loudly and irrationally that it stuns me. 
He paces back and forth across our living roo.m.floor, yelling and fuming. 

I cannot say anything. I don't understand he has:had enough. With a wave of his hand and . 
. a sigh of fmality, he walks out of qur house and slams the door. .. 

I sit, dumbfounded. 
I cannot help but analyze his behavior to try and come up with an explanatiQn. I remember 

that as he sat across from me, he reminded me of a little child try~g to block· out the voice of 
his mother. Even as I had been speaking I knew that his mind was somewhere else, somewhere 
peaceful and quiet and simple. 

I remember that he had told me.once of a time when his father had forbidden him ·to go to 
dance clubs. He had tried to reason with his father ~d explain why he enjoyed dancing so 
much. Instead, his father would not listen or try to understand. I remember Eric had said that 
he ran away from home for that very reason. He wa~ only fifteen years old. 

I then remember another incident. Eric was six years old when he had gotten into some 
trouble with a few children on his block. His mother was so angry with him that she had 
spanked him and put him in a closet for hours. Eric sat in the closet crying and screaming and 
·banging his head against the wall in hopes that someone would hear him and let him out. But 
his mother hadn't been listening and did not let him out for quite some time. 

I feel my anger subside. Remembering these stories Eric told me sheds new light on my 
feelings. Perhaps it wasn't that my anger and hurt did not concern him. Maybe it wasn't that 
at all. 

. Maybe it had something to do with his past, his childhood. He had tried so many times to 
communicate with his family, but rarely had they listened. Instead, they yelled at him for 
explaining. They walked away when he was trying to' reason with them. 

At this very moment I know how Eric felt, all those years ago. He felt alone. He felt like 
his opinion and his ideas meant nothing. 

I think Eric wanted to talk to me and work the problem. I think that he just couldn't He 
dido 't know how to. Instead of dealing with the situation calmly, Eric needed to reven, to be 
silent He didn't know the words to say. 

My anger is gone. I think I understand. He does want to talk; he does want to explain. He, 
just does not have the skills to do it. 

As I sit on the couch, staring across to where he was, I wonder where he is now. I will wait 
for him to come home. And when he does, I wiD understand. 
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English 100 Third Place Winner 

Grip on Life 
By Shanetta Shore 
Instructor: Meena Sachdeva 

The sun shown through the palm· trees, 
casting stripes across my tanned face, as I sat 
comfortably on the warm sand. "Hey, let's 
go in the water!" my older sister invited. She 
stood over me with one hand shading her 
excited eyes as the other pointed towards the 
welcoming, blue-coolness of the ocean. 

"Naah, I wanna stay here in the shade," I · 
replied, as I too shaded my eyes to peer up at 
Lena, the tall, slender and dominant figure 
before me. 

"Aww, come on Netta, you're such a 
chicken!" 

"I am not! It'sjust that I can'tswim, and 

"You are too a chicken, and so what you 
can't swim; it's o.k. Just come in the water 
with me, I won't ·let anything happen to 
you:· 

Lena awaited my response, becoming 
restless as she stood in the hot sun. 

"Oh, alright;• I sighed, "but only for a 
little while." 

"Okay. great!" Lena exclaimed, trying to 
keep her "big sister" composure. "You can 
push me on the raft," she continued as she 
handed me the blue, inflated, floating cush
ion. 

Once in the water, the two of us took turns 

pushing and towing each other around. It 
was now Lena • s turn to ride while I pushed. 

"Let • s go out further," Lena yelled over 
the sounds of ·the rumbling ocean while 

. hand-paddling for speed. 
I looked in fear towards the waves that 

came crashing against the reef and cried, 
"Hey! Wait a minute, let's go back!" But 
Lena could not hear me. Instead, she kept 
paddling to-
wards the 

beneath her and was carried away from us. 
Lena got a slight hold of me and lifted my 

head above the water. Her eyes met mine 
just in time to see them widen with fear as the 
current pulled me from Lena's slippery grip 
and through a small crevice in the reef. 

Soon I went under again, noticing a sharp 
pain as my foot scraped across the reef. I 
managed to lift my head just in time to see a 

small hand 
reaching out to 

reef. I tried 
unsuccess
fully to pull 
the raft back 
from whence 
we came, 

Losing my grip· on the raft, I went 
under, fighting furiously to rise again to 
the surface. I came up coughing and 

gasping for breath. 

help me climb 
onto the reef 
before I was 
swept away, 
out into the vast 

and soon no-
ticed that the 
beach seemed awfully far away. 

Sudqenly I could no longer feel my feet 
touch the soft ocean floor and before I knew 
it, I was being pulled by a strong current in 
the direction of the reef. 

Losing my grip on the raft, I went under, 
fighting furiously to rise again to the surface. 
I came up coughing and gasping for breath. 
I tried calling for my sister, but only small 
salty breaths seemed to escape my mouth. 
Again I went under, this time Lena noticed 
my head bobbing in the waterandshereached 
for me. As she did so, the raft slipped from 

ocean. 
I strained to 

grasp the small 
hand and noticed another more familiar hand 
also reaching to assist me. Finally, taking a 
tight hold on my now limp and tired arm, my 
sister and a younger boy pulled me above the 
water and onto the reef. 

Gasping and coughing, I sat on the slip
pery reef and thought, "Phew, it's over. I'm 
fmally out of the water." I had spoken too 
soon. Suddenly a powerful wave came 
crashing over the reef and sent me sliding off 
the slippery wall only to land back into the 
water . 

Fortunately, I landed in the shallower 

side and my sister jumped in to rescue me. 
Lena then carried my exhausted, limp. body 
back to the beach. 

"Oh, Netta, I'm so sorry. I'll never ask 
you to get in the water again. You 
could've ... We could've lost you! Oh, don't 
tell mom, she'll be so mad at me." My sister · 
rattled on hysterically. 

I was too exhausted to comment; but 
oddly I let out a slight laugh. I was happy 
enough being back on the shore. 

We then retrieved our things from the 
beach and started to walk home. 

On the way, we discussed the previous 
experience. My sister came to the conclu
sion that no matter how inviting the ocean 
seemed, it wasn't a safe idea to venture into 
the water when one did not know how to 
swim. 

I had gained a considerable appreciation 
for life through that experience. For. when I 
went under, I could see imageS of people I 
cared about, hear their voices and their 
laughter. The experience left me with a 
sense of confidence of who I was and what I 
wanted. I returned home feeling as though I 
had just been lifted by a certain spirit Fro~ 

· that point on, I vowed to stand up for myself 
and never to give in to what I did not want. I 

· had a new sense of myself. I suppose that, 
irOnicap.y, losing my grip on the raft left me 
with a stronger grip on life. 

Would Someone Please Water 
~ ·~ 

the Alien ·at TabJe Number Three 
By Duane Phipps some of our northern Asian customers. Some had many years of practice in smiling could in piles scattered everywhere interspersed 
Instructor : Jim Shimabukuro visibly jerk at the realization that the haole · display age in such a positive matter. If I · with sodden wads of tattered napkins. There 

who brought the water glasses to their table could be assured of such a distinguished face was also a sttange glowing. yellowish liquid. 
In Honolulu's Chinatown there are a is also their waiter. We have found that ·at seventy years, I ~y won't mind the age. pooling on one corner of the table and then 

number of strange sights, not to mention sending a waiter that speaks their native If. there was such a thing as a poster person dripping. onto the floor. Upon looking at the 
s·mells. Among the seven differendanguages tongue sets them at ease. So in deference to for grandmothers this woman would be the floor to see how far the yellowish liquid had 
one. might hear being spoken, there is also our more sensitive customers we try and model. run, I realized that the destruction had not 

one of every kind of character imaginable. read our patrons needs and send the waiter As I approached this family party to greet been confined to the table top. 
Just last week, while standing at my bus stop with the appropriate skills. We have waiters them and show··them to their table. I was The destruction of the table looked as 
waiting for that allusive number one bus, I who speak most of the seven different Ian- impressed at how these people treated their · though a group of animals had engaged in a 
spoke to a woman for five minutes before I guages of Chinatown. grandmother with respect and great affec- feeding frenzy, so I thought back to ·when I 
realized she was a he. What really troubled Becoming sensitive to my customers' tion. I couldn't help notice that the family had seated the family, trying to remember if 
me was that I thought that he had great needs has required developing the ability to spoke flawless English without even a ttace perhaps I had missed their pets, but I couldn't 
looking legs. This is just an example that read my customers quickly. I thought that I of an accent recall any telltale bulges or muffled critter 
serves to' remind me that in Chinatown ap- was doing well until a couple of weeks ago Everything went well with this family sounds. Just an all-American family enjoy-
pearances are not always what they seem. when a family of six came into the restau- party from the time I seated them through ing an evening out with their poster-model 

The center of Chinatown is marked by a rant The family consisted of two well dressed taking their order. The family talked ami- grandmother. 
street called Maunakea that runs from Vine- and articulate parents who looked both pro- ably among themselves and looked for all As I helped clear the table, I thought how 
yard Boulevard to Honolulu Harbor. Along fessional and secure in their adult personali- the world as a family that enjoyed being deceptive appearances can be in Chinatown. 
Maunakea Street is to be seen the diversity ties. The children, two of college age and together. It was then that I noticed the water glasses. 
that makes Chinatown unique and exotic. two of high school age, were well groomed, It was quite easy for me to serve this All of the water glasses were bone dry. That 
There are jade merchants and acupunctur- well dressed, and well mannered. This fash- family, and I enjoyed the experience. After was it! The destruction was my own fault I 
ists, alongside Chinese herbalists, saloons ionable family stood around an elderly I had served the entree, I was called away to had let the water glasses run dry and these 
and art galleries. Also on Maunakea is a woman who was dressed in a well cut, pow- serve a private party and could not finish my people, being aquamarine aliens under the 
Vietnamese restaurant called "A Little Bit of der blue, print dress. The older children were service of this family. But, later .I noticed the stress of dehydration, had lapsed into a feed-
Saigon," where I work as a waiter. Only addressing the woman affectionately as busboy standing at their table with his head ing frenzy lead by their ringleader, the one in 
open seven months, the restaurant has been grandma. Their grandmother was well into bowed as if in prayer. I went over to see what the grandmother suit 
featured in Honolulu magazine and given a h« eighties judging from the wrinkles on her was troubling him and to assist him in clear- It was while I stood at the table with the 
four star rating by the Star Bulletin's res- face. The woman • s wrinkles did an interest- ing the table. When I reached the table I unknown, glowing, yellowish liquid that I 
taurant columnist. As a result, the restaurant ing thing when she smiled; they all seemed paused with my mouth open in disbelief at realized I had learned three valuable lessons. 
is very popular among tourists and locals to fonn up around her smile to accentuate it. the disaster that laid spread out across the First, never let the water glass run dry, the 
alike. .making the smile radiant and beautiful. The table. There were bean spouts dangling from life I save might be the busboy's. Second. 

The fact that I am a Caucasian working in effect was to turn her face into one large, the condiment jars. pools of hosine sauce Aliens tip well. Lastly. in Chinatown ap-
a Vietnamese restaurant seems to unnerve friendly, glowing smile. Only a face that had around the table top, half chewed bits of food pearan~es are not always what they seem. 

(. 
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By Larry Lieberman 
Instructor: Jim Shimabukuro 

Jamie, Jerry ,Johnne, and Larry were the 
names printed in small white letters at the 
bottom of the black business card. Above 
them, in big, bold capitals was the name of 
the band. "TilE NEED," the card plainly 
stated. No further explanation was given. 
More than just a band, the four of us were 
best of friends. As a group, we were an 
entity with a life of its own. 

Jamie played bass, Johnne was a lead 
guitarist, and Jerry used keyboards, guitar, 
trumpet, and anything else he needed to get 
the right sound for any song. I kept time on 
the drums. All of us sang. Together, we 
formed a young band brimming with ambi
tion and raw energy. 

Something we always strove for was to 
be exciting visually as well as musically. 
Most of the other bands on Maui were 
content to stand there and play, keeping 
their eyes on the clock and taking home 
their paychecks just as if they were working 
any other job. "THE NEED," however, 
played every gig as if we were playing to a 
stadium ·crowd. It d,idn't matter if there 
were ten people{)r two hundred; we put on 
a show every time. 

. Jilffiie was a· powerful lead vocalist. 
When he belted out the bass line and sang 
with a passionate voice, the audience would 

, react with admiration (although his 
windsurfer image_ and boyish good looks 

English ltio 
· Honorable MentiOn 

By Gail McCracken 
~ Instructor: Paull'inkosh 

Last year: .. as .J sat glued to the tv. set, 
watching the famous collapse of the Berlin 
Wall, a strange. feeling came over me. I 
realized my experiences in Berlin just two 
months prior were: a part of history; things 
would never be quite the same. I wished I 
could have been tllere experiencing the jubi
·lation of this historic event fll'Sthand, instead 
of sitting on my couch and watching it on tv. 
It gaye me goose b'!JlllpS to think that new 
visitOrs. to Berlin could· never have the same 
experiences I had just a short time before. 

· It was about a five hour trip by train from 
Hamburg, and I was· getting restless towards 
the end. In order to get into Berlin one must 

, travel through East Germany, as Berlin is 
·sort of an island. within East Germany and 
no.t actually connected to any part of West 

, Germany. Green . fi~lds and pastures kept 
rolling on past the-windows. I really could 
not tell the difference between East and 
West Germany until we came to a stop. 

As I popped my head outside the train 
window, I noticed tall watchtowers and the 
fences with barbed wire on top. I knew this 
was not an ordinary train station but a check 
point. We were about to enter Berlin and 
were leaving East Germany. The guards 
boarded our train very routinely, collected 
our passports, made the appropriate stamps, 
and moved on to the next car. It seemed very 
ordinary for them. "Just checking to make 
sure no East Germans were jumping ship 
today," I thought to myself. In fact, it had 
been very uneventful up to this point If not 
for the watch towers, and the guards with 
large German Shepherds patrolling the length 
<'fthe train, it would have been like the usual 

Th•, 
often meant more than the music to some of 
our female fans). On stage, Jamie usually 
called the shots. Just from his body language 
and the look in his eyes, he could tell us to 
play slower or faster, or to extend or shorten 
a song. A glance from Jamie could have 
everyone checking their strings, making sure 
that they were in tune. 

Johnne had an intense presence. While 
cranking out blazing solos, he was con
stantly thrashing around; occasionally 
damaging himself or his equipment in the 
process. His low, breathy voice boomed out 
from the sound system when he sang. Most 
of the time, though, he stood near my drums 
and we laughed together at the other two 
whenever they made a mistake. 

Jerry, with his shockingly wild hair, 
seemed always full of antics. Whether he 
was playing keys with elbows or twirling his 
trumpet, he was always smiling and fun to 
watch. When he sang the high notes, he 
sounded more like Prince or Terrance Trent 
D'ArbythanalocalJapaneseboyfromHapili. 

Behind the drums, I was in perpetual 
motion. I would spin and toss my sticks at 
every opportunity, and when one broke I 
would throw it out into the audience or at one 
of the guys. My mop of red hair would shake 
vigorously as my head rocked back and forth 
like a metronome. 

During a performance, we usually had as 
much fun as the crowd There was a kind of 
symbiosis that existed between us and our . · 
audience. The more they enjoyed it, the 
more we would. Sometimes we played jokes 

on each other, sometimes on the audience. 
Once, a club owner who was particularly 
concerned about punctuality insisted that we 
play exact forty-five minute sets and take 
fifteen minute breaks. We planned our set 
out, then stopped right in the middle of the 
last song and announced that it was break 
time. Exactly fifteen minutes later, we started 
right from where we'd left off and fmished 
the song, leaving attentive members of the 
crowd in stitches and everyone else dumb
founded. 

We pulled pranks on each other as well. I 
remember reaching into my stick bag and 
pulling out a Groucho Marx nose and mus
tache once. Slipping it on with one hand 
while I kept the beat with the other, I man
aged to don my disguise without being no
ticed. When the guys turned around and saw 
me, it was all they could do to finish the song 
with a straight face. None of us were without 
our little escapades, always designed to make 
the rest laugh or entertain the onlookers. 
Sometimes Jerry looked over at me and 
played a few notes from a different song or 
changed the phrasing of his part, just to see 
if I would catch it. I'd acknowledge with a 
crash and boom. Johnne and I would make 
funny faces at each other--he did a great 
impression of a lizard, with his eyes shifting 
from side to side and tongue darting in and 
out Jamie would turn to us smiling, with 
eyebrows raised, to point out a beautiful girl 
on the dance floor. We had a stage rapport 
that implied our friendship, and though we 
were all full of humor, we took our music 

seriously. 
All of our good natured goofing off was 

nothing compared to the fun we had actually 
playing together. The intensity, volume and 
energy of the music gave rise to the anticipa
tion of each beat as we played. Our mutual 
admiration or each other's talents helped to 
make us feel tight as a band. As we estab
lished eye contact with each other while 
ripping through a song, we all felt an over
whelming sense of unity. It was like a rocket 
ship taking off. In the peak of performance 
the four of us would completely integrate, 
combining sweat and rhythm in the act of 
musical creation. 

Our group lasted for about two years. We 
had started off on Maui as four young friends 
who loved to play music together, gone as far 
as Alaska to play a six week gig in Anchorage, 
and eventually moved to Oahu together. It 
seems as though we played everywhere there 
was to play in Hawaii, from Longhi's on 
Maui to K-POI block parties and the Wave 
Waikiki. We had a great time, and perma
nently influenced each other's lives. Ulti
mately, outside circumstances forced us to 
part ways. Johnne leaving for Los Angeles 
and Jamie going to San Francisco left Jerry 
and I here to form a ·new group, but it has 
never been quite the same. We all still keep 
in touch with each other and talk about the 
fun we had, and I'll always remember our 
adventures together as some of the greatest 
times of my life. Truly, we were a band even 
when we were not performing, and the four 
of us will always be ''THE NEED." 

My Trip to East Berlin 
passport inspection procedures upon enter
ing a new country. I started to feel that these 
East Germans were not as bad as they were 
made out to be, so as the train started to roll, 
I couldn 'tresist smiling and waving at one of 
the guards. He didn't even tell me to have a 
nice day. I suppose that wasn't part of his 
job. 

I was relieved to be staying with some 
relatives in the British sector of West Berlin. 
It felt safe being around people who spoke 
the same language. 

Mter settling in and seeing some ofW est _ 
Berlin, there was still that apprehensive 
feeling. I knew I wanted to go "through the 
wall" as they call it and venture into East 
Berlin. Visions of spies, terrorists, and hos
tage situations haunted me. Looking over 
the wall at the Brandenburg Gate was intimi
dating. Here was history staring me in the 
face. Colorful graffiti on the west side of the 
wall did not make up for the grimness and 
grayness of the other side. There were the 
familiar watch towers along with huge spot
lights and guards who now had guns, instead 
of dogs. This time, I didn't wave. 

Coincidentally, I met a girl from Maui. 
We decided to go into East Berlin together 
the next day. Suddenly it didn't seem so 
scary anymore. I had a travelling partner 
who also spoke English. What more could I 
ask for? 

We met the following morning near the 
main train station. "Going through the wall" 
turned into going under the wall, as we 
arrived via subway. The subway ride was 
like any other subway ride, except that some 
of the stations were dark, deserted and passed 
by without a stop. We arrived in East Berlin 
after a short time, went through Passport 
Control and changed money. The East Ber-

lin marks were very lightweight, tin coins. 
There wasn't a whole lot to spend them on 
over there anyway. 

We spent a busy day in East Berlin ex
ploring historic sights and several museums. 
At lunch time we sat down at a sidewalk 
cafe, only to find that their delicacy, a cheese 
·sandwich, cost about $10. We found a side
walk vendor instead and had a slab of ham
burger meat on very stale bread. As we were 
very hungry and tired from walking around, 
it did the trick. We then headed over to see 
the changing of the guard and saw the 
Deutsche Volkspolizei (East German po
lice) goose-stepping around a monument 
like something out of an old war movie. 
There were many people watching and pho
tographing this event Mter spending a basi
cally carefree day in East Berlin, I started to 
feel like it was just another tourist attraction; 
another country to visit No one seemed to 
mind the cameras and all the outsiders mill
ing about 

Then it happened. As my new friend and 
I were crossing the street, almost out of 
nowhere .a member of the Deutsche 
Volkspolizei arrived on motorbike. Not hav
ing a full command of the German language, 
I had no idea what this young officer was 
shouting at me for in a forceful, foreign 
tongue. All my earlier fears of terrorists and 
kidnappings came flooding back to me. 
Whatever it was we did, I knew that this 
German was not happy about it one bit 
Finally, he spoke a word of English. He 
shoved his palms out and shouted "Pass
ports" in a very demanding tone. At this 
point, I was wondering if we'd be allowed 
our one phone call, and who the heck I could 
possibly call, given the opportunity. My 
knees felt weak, my stomach was queasy, 

and my heart pumped wildly. Yet I still 
couldn't figure out what we did wrong. Fi
nally he asked for ten marks (about five 
American dollars), and explained in perfect 
English that we were jay-walking. It's funny 
how they can switch languages like that 
when they want to. We paid the man on the 
spot; he rewarded us with a summons and a 
receipt, and drove off on his motorbike. I 
guess they didn't accept mail in payments. A 
flood of relief washed over me as I realized 
we were not being arrested, taken in, and 
interrogated under bright lights for hours. I 
couldn'tbelievemyfriendactuallysuggested 
repeating the offense so we could have two 
summons, one for each of us, as· souvenirs. 
Was I the only one that was intimidated by 
this event? 

After the excitement of this little drama 
wore off, I realized it was 7 p.m., and my 
relatives might be wondering where I was. I 
found a telephone booth close to the train 
station and tried to call them. After several 
attempts I realized phone calls just aren't 
made from East Berlin to West Berlin. I then 
left the phone booth, hoping no one saw me 
or would think I was a spy. 

On the trip back to West Berlin we 
managed to stay out of trouble; however, we 
did smuggle some of the forbidden coins in 
our pockets out of East Berlin. 

It has been almost a year since the Berlin 
Wall came down. It was very exciting wit
nessing the end of an era in Berlin on t.v. As 
I look at my jay walking ticket now, I wonder 
if I'm not holding a piece of history in my 
hands. I think about the phone booths, and 
wonder if phone calls are now made more 
easily. And I remember the guards, and 
wonder if they can now wave back at the 
people. 
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English 22 First Place Winner: 
Kongchanh Boungnarith 
By Angela Kretz 

Kongchanh Boungnarith left Laos, her 
home country, on November 16,1979. This 
is her second semester at K.C.C. 

Boungnarith is currently enrolled in the 
Liberal Arts program, but she plans to be
come an R.N., as she was in Laos. Currently, 
she is working at Kapiolani Medical Center 
as a Ward Clerk. 

When asked why she entered the D.J. 
contest, Boungnarith replied: "After Mrs. 
Crow read my English paper, she asked my 
permission to submit it to the contest." 
Boungnarith went on to say that her ideas for 
the paper came from a life experience that she 
will never forget. 

English 22 First Place 

Escape To Freedom 
By Kongchanh Boungnarith 
Instructor: Linda Crow 

Unless you've tasted tyranny or political slavery, you will never truly know the joy of 
freedom. Before recent events and the tum in the cold war, communism meant tyranny and 
political slavery. In the year 1975, the communists invaded the country of my origin, Laos. 
Of all the unforgettable stages I have been through in my life, nothing was harder than to leave 
my own country. 

November 1, 1978, was the most dreadful day in my life. My husband, Kham, my one year 
old daughter, Ketsana, and I decided to set forth for freedom. For our safety, our plans had 
to be kept secret. For example, if someone knew about our plan to leave the country, he or 
she might have informed the government, and we would have been placed in jail. 

At 7 p.m. that night, without packing our clothes or saying goodbye to our family, we drove 
our car to the edge of the forest. We abandoned our car and continued our escape by walking 
through the forest to the Mekong River. It took an hour. When we arrived, we noticed that 
there were many military soldiers on guard to protect the border and to prevent people from 
escaping. At that point, we had to disguise ourselves by dressing in black clothing. I had given 
my one year old daughter a sleeping pill, so she wouldn'talert the guards we suspected would 
be on duty. 

It was a cold and silent night. I felt shivers going through my body. I had many thoughts 
going through my head. It was so spooky and scary in the dark forest I said to my husband 
with a low, shaky voice, "I think I am going to cry." I was so afraid of being killed or getting 
caught during the escape. My baby was tied onto my chest, and I kissed her gently on her head. 
As the tears were rolling down my cheeks, I prayed to God: "Dear God, please take care of 
us and help us to escape to freedom; you kOOw that we don't want the communists to rule us." 
I kept on praying to God again and again. 

We waited in the forest until we found a chance to move on· without being seen. My 
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husband and I had our last conversation, and we made a commitment-whoever survived had 
to move on. I reached into my pocket and gave him his share of our money in case one of us 
were killed. The more I thought of being killed, the more tears kept rolling down my cheeks. 
My husband put his arms around me and the baby, and he gave us a tight hug and said in a sad 
voice, "Everything will be all right God will take care of us." I took a deep breath, wiped 
my damp eyes, and tried to pull myself together. 

Around 8:30p.m. on that same night, there was a full moon which guided us down into the 
Mekong River. As we were going down the slope, we inadvertently made loud noises that 
caught the attention of the guards. With their flashlights, they searched the area nearby where 
my husband and I were hiding under the bushes. I was very shaky, and my heart was 
palpitating. I thought that it was going to be the end of our lives. 

Thank God, they didn' t see us. When the guards left, we moved on until we found a raft 
that was left by a fisherman at the edge of the river. We jumped on it as fast as we could. My 
husband began paddling the raft all the way across the river, which was several miles wide. 
There were many obstacles that we had to go through; not only were there strong water 
currents, but crocodiles and rattlesnakes lived in the murky and dirty river. I knew our chance 
of reaching the Thai border was very slim, but still I didn't give up hope. I kept praying to 
God for His guidance and protection. 

At 11:30 p.m. , we fmally reached Nong Khai, the Thailand border. This place wasn ' t safe 
either. I felt very strange because I was not familiar with this new country and was afraid we 
might get killed or robbed by Thai people because we had entered their countrY illegally. And 
then I saw a Thai woman with her husband who walked toward us and asked if we needed help. 
I was so relieved to meet Thai people who were so kind to help us and let us sleep over in their 
house. · 

That night, I felt mixed_ emotions of sadness and happiness-sadness because I would 
probably never seem y family or friends again or my country with its beautiful places that hold 
special meanings for me. At the same time, I felt happiness because we were safe, alive, and 
we had found freedom. 

How I learned Not to take Life for Granted 
By Cynthia Wong 
Instructor: Linda Crow 

Slowly, I made my way down the hallway. I could hear the soft mutter of voices becoming 
louder and louder. I also could sense a feeling of uneasiness as I walked in the door; the nurses 
of the Pediatric Intensive Care Unit (PICU) were busy preparing for an incoming admission. 

"Hi Cynthia," Lynne sighed. "I'm glad you're here. " Lynne was the charge nurse for the 
PICU on that day. "We're expecting a post-operative cardiac patient any moment now," 
explained Lynne. 

Anne whispered to Lynne, "I hope he pulls through!" 
"This is going to be a very difficult patient. But I'm going to do my utmost best to help 

this patient survive," stressed Lynne. From that moment on, I knew that it wasn't going to be 
an easy night. 

I sat down at my desk breathing slowly and deeply, saying to myself softly, "My gosh! Why 
did I ever become a wardclerk? Why do I put myself through all this stress?" Before I could 
daydream any longer, the phone rang and I answered, "PICU, this is Cynthia." 

A voice on the other side blurted out, "This is the recovery room; we are coming up with 
the post-op!" 

I immediately turned to Lynne. "Recovery room is bringing up the patient," I exclaimed. 
Suddenly, the doors to the unit were flung open as if a bomb had exploded. In came about 

a dozen people escorting the guemey that the patient was on. 
"Call a code! Call a code!" shouted one of the doctors. 
"Call Dr. Westlock to PICU!" yelled another doctor. 
As I picked up the phone to call the code 500 and to page Dr. Westlock, I could hear them 

doing compressions. 
"One-one thousand, two-two thousand, three-three thousand," counted Dr. Au. 
"Code 500 in PICU! Dr. Westlock to PICU! X-ray to PICU, please!" I cried to the 

operator. The phones were ringing constantly, one after another. Before I knew it, the PICU 
was filled with just about every cardiac specialist in the hospital. -

"I need five units of blood!" shouted Dr. Long. 
I ran to the laboratory as fast as I could, saying to myself quietly, "Oh God, please let him 

live." I soon obtained the blood and ran back to the PICU. 
"We're losing him! Come on, come on!" pleaded Dr. Long. Immediately the doctors tOOk 

the blood and transfused the patient. 
After about an hour and a half of chaos, the situation finally started to calm down. The 

mother and father of the patient walked in. 
"Is he going to make it?" asked the mother. 
"Come with me and we'll talk," replied Dr. Au. "We have your son on a life support 

system, and as of right now he isn't breathing on his own. Apparently his heart is not 
responding to the medications. He will have to be hooked up to the life support system for 
the rest of his life. He won't be able to resond to anyone at all; he is totally incapacitated." 

"What do you suggest we do?" asked the mother with tears dropping from her eyes. 
"I suggest you let him go," replied Dr. Au. 
"When shall we do it?" cried the mother. The father put his arms around his wife and pulled 

her close to him. 
Softly Dr. Au said, "We can do it now." 
After a long pause, both the mother and the father said, "Okay." 
A few hours later, they turned off the life support system. I found the situation hard to take. 

This was the frrst death situation I had ever had to face at work. Even though I never knew 
the patient, I still felt sick to my stomach as if I had eaten somethi""ng rotten. I felt sorry for 
him. After all, he was still very young, only 15 years old. I didn't want to be there. I wanted 
to go to a place where no one could find me. I repeated over and over to myself, "Why do 
people have to die?" 
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Learning to Let Go 
By N gocquynh Nguyen 
Instructor: Meena Sachdeva 

Even today, Ha • s death still impresses me. Sometimes I try to forget the story, yet it's still 
a vivid picture whenever I recall my childhood. How can I forget that feeling ofbeing helpless, 
fearful and sorrowful when witnessing a person's death? 

It happened six years ago, when I was still in junior high school. It was a beautiful sunny 
summer weekend when my group of friends and I decided to go camping. We stopped at Tri 
An Falls, a most beautiful but dangerous place because of its swift current and its rocky 
bottom. At first, we stayed at the bank, taking pictures and enjoying the beauty of the falls. 
Soon, we started climbing rocks along the bank, and some of us went swimming. I really 
didn 'tknow how long we stayed, chatting, swimming and enjoying ourselves. The water was 
smooth, without turbulence, and some of my friends started swimming across the river. 

Suddenly, as we were at the middle of the river, a strong current of water gushed past us. 
It made the river swifter, and I had to struggle to swim. When I was very close to the bank, 
I began to get cramps in my leg. My leg became stiff and sore, and I couldn't move it anymore. 
The swift water began flowing over me, and I felt I was being pushed down to the bottom. 
While I was struggling to stay above the surface, Ha approached me from behind and pushed 
a log which floated nearby towards me. 

"Swim Quynh! For your sake!" he yelled. 
"How about you?" I shouted back. 
"I got cramps too. But that's alright I know how to ease them. Go!" he replied. 
And Ha dived under the surface. Because he was a very good swimmer, I believed his 
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words, so I continued struggling, one hand clinging onto the log, stroking with the other hand 
and kicking with my free leg, and heading back to the bank. Most of my friends had made it 
to the river bank, too. 

ButnotHa. 
Almost unable to breath, I reached !he bank and looked back to see how Ha was doing. I 

could see his head bobbing up and down on the surface of the water. He had been diving so 
many times, trying to ease his legs from the cramps, but it seemed he was getting weaker. The 
current had swept him farther and farther away from the bank. The last time he came up, all 
of us could hear or sense his cries for help. Then he disappeared 

Too pained to react, I stood stone-still and stared at the water, while my friends started 
screaming for help. 

"Oh no! You can't do it, Ha!" I begged, "Please, don't drown!" Soaking with water, I 
found my eyes blurred with tears and water. 

Ha never came up again. People found him a week later, thirty miles away. His head had 
a deep cut, probably caused by the rocky bottom when he was swept away. 

"Good bye, Ha. Good bye, my dear friend. I'm so sorry for what happened to you. You 
are alright now. God be with you." I whispered to Ha when I stood in front of his coffin to 
pay my last respects to him. 

Yet, my memories of him will never fade away. More than two years passed before I was 
even able to go swimming again. Sometimes I thought, "Let go of Ha and the memory. His 
death occurred years ago; I should be able to put it aside already." However, I cannot ever 
forget Ha, forget the time we had shared , forget the feeling of witnessing the event that day, 
forget the feelings of hopelessness, helplessness, fear and guilt for being so useless. 

A Nest That Welcomed Me 
By Yo/co Savino 
Instructor: Meena Sachdeva 

It is not located at the center of the K.C.C. campus, nor is it a modem building which gives 
students perfect facilities for studying. As I saw that building on the first day of the summer 
session, I was even discouraged to take the chemistry class, since the building was extremely 
old and nearly abandoned. Compared to other neatly color-coordinated buildings at K.C.C. 
campus, it was totally out of place, as if it belonged to another organization. I was reluctant 
to go there for a couple of weeks. Then, later, I realized that I was wrong. I just didn't know 
about it. Yes! Buildin~ 933 is verv charm in~ and welcomes every student with a warm 
abnosphere. · 

Building 933 is a two-story wooden building located at the edge of the campus. Its paint 
is remarkably worn out and coarse. However, if you pay closer attention to this old building, 
you would discover many interesting chamcteri~tics. Among them, the frrst thi~;tg that you 
notice at its lanai is an article on a rusty bulletin board. The article is from a paper dated in 1973. 
It must have been there for almost two decades. The paper has burned yellow. Having a sort 
of sentimental feeling, I open the door of the classroom. There are eight poles that support the 
ceiling right in front of the blackboards. Those unusual poles hinder seeing or copying from 
the board all the time. Also both outside and inside of building 933 is very dusty. Almost 
everything, such as windows, stairways, a TV set, and a video deck, is wearing a coat made 
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of dust Although many things build up the negative impression, even those chamcteristics of 
. the building remind me of tens of thousands of students who studied there before me. 

Since I started taking the class at building 933, I have encountered unexpected, small 
incidents there. One day, a friendly dog from the neighborhood hung around and observed the 
class. The dog got the students' attention more than the instructor's; then it found a comfortable 
spot by a student and fell asleep. Insects sometimes snuck into and hovered around in the room. 
Especially a big bee was scary. The wind always came into and played in the room by itself. 
It was like a child, trying to show off its power by blowing papers. The wind also brought its 
best friend, dirt, and left it behind on the desks and chairs. Building 933 welcomes not only 
students but everything. 

The best part of Building 933 is its spectacular view. Around Building 933, plumeria and 
bougainvillea enjoy the summer breeze. Diamond Head looks down on the campus and knows 
everything going on at the campus. A little farther down , the ocean lies beyond the peaceful 
neighborhood and tall palm trees. The ocean is like a chameleon, always changing colors, 
from gray to purple to silver as well as blue. The sky and the ocean meet and make a straight, 
endless line far away. 

It is merely an old building, but you could see a lot of discoveries, histories, and the natural 
beauty there. There is an old saying that every bird likes its own nest best If I were a bird, 
Building 933 might be my nest 

I'V1Cllo Bc:>nc:::iing 
ByChrisTai 
Instructor: Linda Crow 

I remember being a naive, young child looking up at my father for advice and direction. 
At this age he seemed to have infmite wisdom. He knew everything about'life. I asked him 
about growing old and he replied, "With age comes wisdom." I did not fully understand what 
this statement meant, but as I matured, I came to understand its meaning. My father's most 
dominant traits are his wisdom and his understanding. 

The relationship that a boy and his father share is very special to both individuals. It is an 
indescribable bond. All I can say is that you can't touch it; you can only feel it in the bottom 
of your heart. Also, it is a bond which lasts forever. 

At a young age, I asked my father many questions. He always knew the answers. For 
example, I remember asking him, "Where do people go when they die?" He replied, ''They 
. either go to a great and wonderful place or to a scary and dark place." He also stated that it 
all depended on your actions while you are alive, so you had better be good all your life if you 
want to go to the wonderful place. He always knew the right things to say to me. 

As I grew older, my father and I began to have a stronger bond. We began to do many things 
together such as fishing, playing basketball, and other fun activities. I still remember him 
teaching me how to ride my bike. It was a scary ordeal for me, but he helped me overcome 
this fear by running alongside of me until I felt comfortable on my own. I must have been 
about seven years old at this time. I always remember him having time for me and my 
problems. He was never too busy to help me with my concerns. It was like he was my teacher 
and my best friend. This is when our bond became as strong as iron. 

Only once did I doubt my father. He came home one day and explained that he had another 

job and that we would have to move. This really upset me. The prospect ofbeing 
forced to leave my friends and the only place I had ever lived caused a scary 
feeling which shook my body. For the frrst time, I could not understand why he 
was doing this to me. I resented him at first, but after we moved, I became 
adjusted to the new environment. In a way, I thank him for the experience of 
living in two different geographical areas. It has given me a good perspective 
of how the world really is. It was a good learning experience. 

As I entered my teenage years, my father and I became more friends than 
teacher and student. I could tell him just about everything. He would always 
understand my point. He wouldn't just tell me what to do; he would always 
explain the options and let me choose. It was expected of me to do my best at 
school and work hard. He was very much against the use of drugs, yet he never 
told me not to use them. It was my choice. He would just give me his opinions 
on the drug usage and how dangerous they were. He would always try to lead 
me in the right direction, but never told me what to do. 

Now our relationship is one of mutual admiration. My father respects me as 
an adult My decision is my choice, but I still look to him for some advice. I still 
respect his wisdom. I really respect him for letting me do what I want in regards 
to career plans and social activities. He is letting me become my own person and 
not trying to mold me into a mirror image of himself or forcing me to do what 
he wants me to do. Someday I hope I can become as wise and as understanding 
as my father. In a way, it is a goal of mine to become as great as he is. I hope 
if I have a son, we can have the same bond as my father and I have now. 
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English JOV First Place: Xiao Tang Gao 
By Bryan Seldguchi 

Superstition Costing Life 
English 1 OV ftrst place winner is Xiao 

Tang Gao. Gao, originally from Canton, 
China, spent two years in the U.S. Anny 
in Germany before moving to Hawaii in 
1982. 

By Xiao Tang Gao 
Instructor: Guy Nishimoto 

Ling Ling Pond is located at the foot of 
the Chi Lit Mountains and is surrounded by 
beautiful bamboo trees. Because the pond is 
very deep, the water is deep green. 

During the summer, a lot of school chil
dren and young adults hang out there. This 
summer is no different from other summers. 
We all know accidents will occur. 

A few of my classmates and I go to that 
pond to get relief from the heat. By the time 
we get there, a hundred people have arrived 
before us. We can't resist the cool water, so 
we race to take off our T -shirts. As soon as 
we get ready to jump in, we hear a young girl 
screaming for help in the middle of the pond. 
The people in the pond are rushing to get out 
of the water. 
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The 
Dragon·s 
Eyeball 

By Cheng-Man Sun 
Instructor: Martine Aceves-Foster 

Macao was a beautiful place. Although 
it has changed a great deal over the past 
twenty years, my sweet childhood memo
ries have never been broken. I lived with 
my large family in an old house. When my 
brother and I were in kindergarten, my 
father and uncles would take us to the 
fields every weekend. 

Inthefields,myfatherandunclesfarmed 
vegetables and fruit. We loved to go with 
them, because it was very fun and interest
ing to play in the fields. We ran in wide 
pathways and played a lot of new games. 
Our youngest uncle held us as we sat on the 
boughs of the trees and ate dragon's eye 
balls (a type of fruit). At one time, when my 
father walked under the tree, we threw 
peels on his head, but he did not notice. 
While we were laughing on the bough, my 
uncle forgot to hold me tight. As a result, 
I fell down from the bough. Even though I 
was only bruised a little, my uncle was 
punished severely for his carelessness. I 
cannot remember how painful it was; nev
ertheless, I have never forgotten my uncle's 
grimace. Oh! My poor little uncle! 

When we grew tired from play, the 
boughs became our beds. My uncJe shook 
a fan gently to make sure that no insect 
bothered us. If we did not want to take a 
nap, we would talk about what the clouds 
looked like, where the sun went after sun
set, or why the dragon's eye balls tasted so 
sweet. 

A few years ago, a restaurant was built 
on this field. We sat in the restaurant and 
once again ate dragon's eye balls. How
ever, I believed that the fruit was much 
tastier when we picked them from the 
bough,') ourselves. 

Soon, the girl is the only one in the 
water. She is trying to grab ... grab some
thing to hold on to. ~he frantically turns her 
head left to right, right to left, looking for 
help. She struggles for about four or five 
seconds, then she sinks into the water. 

Some of the bystanders are crying and 
screaming, and some are in shock. One 
little girl goes to the oldest boy and says, 
"Please, please help her. She is drowning. 
She will die." He is about eighteen. 

He replies with fear, "I can't; there is a 
ghost looking for a substitute. If I help her, 
the ghost will drown me, too." 

Suddenly the girl is pushing her power
ful arms out of the water, splashing water 
everywhere and creating small waves. She 
is screaming for help with a gargling voice; 
her face is white as a sheet. Three or four 
seconds later, she sinks into the water. 
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IJuddenly the girl is pushing her 

powerful arms out of the water, 
splashing water everywhere and 
creating small waves. She is 
screaming for help with a gargling 
voice; her face is white as a sheet. 

I'm getting worried for her safety, so I 
run to the edge of the pond and get ready to 
jump in to save her. A young adult, about 
seventeen years old, grabs my two hands 
with his one hand and says, "Please don't, 
you will die. I have been told by my grand
parents that there is a ghost in that pond 
looking for a person to replace her." 

Gao, in his ftrst semester at KCC, is in 
the Liberal Arts program and is thinking 
of majoring in business. He enjoys col
lege and says of his English Instructor, 
Guy Nishimoto, "He has been a real 
inspiration in helping me to become a 
stronger writer and is a very patient and 
sincere person with a sense of humor." 

Gao says that in his paper he is trying 
to express his philosophical point of view 
on how people should wake up and be 
aware of others in need. 

Finally, the girl comes to the surface for 
the last time. She looks around slowly. Her 
eyes look tired and disappointed. One or two 
seconds later, she sinks into the water. 

The last time I see her again is at her 
funeral. This tragedy that happened in Hing 
Mie village in China, I will remember as long 
as I live. 

A Magnificent Encounter 
By Rose Marie Ellis 
Instructor: Virginia Woo 

Have you ever come face-to-face with 
one of the largest mammals put on this 
earth? I have. It was a magnificent hump
back whale; and it was one of the most 
wonderful experiences I have ever had. 

The morning sun was coming up over 
Halekala. The warm rays of the sun felt 
good on our backs as we led out the canoes 
in the blue water of Maui. We must have 
paddled out abo.ut two miles before we 
stopped for a few minutes to get our wind 
and to splash the cold but refreshing salt 
water on each other. 

The water was unusually smooth that 
morning. A fe\·! minutes had passed when 

all of a sudden the water began to circle 
around us like water going down a drain. I 
could see that everyone was getting a little 
frightened, including myself. And then we 
saw it. I couldn't believe my eyes; there it 
was, the biggest whale I had ever seen. The 
whale was about 15 to 20 feet from the 
canoe, circling around us so gracefully--up 
and down--every so often blowing air out 
of its blowhole like a locomotive blowing 
smoke out of its chimney. 

At that brief moment it seemed like time 
stood still. I just sat there, still and silent, in 
awe of this magnificent creature. 

I'm not sure how much time went by, but 
suddenly from out of nowhere appeared 
another whale, this one three times the size 
of the one that was still circling us. At that 
point I realized that this had to be the 
mother whale and she had come for her calf. 

The mother also slowly circled us, moving 
in great beauty. I knew that with one small 
flick of her fm the canoe could be broken 
into pieces. I sat very still. Then, just as the 
whales had appeared, they suddenly disap
peared . . 

We didn't finish practice that morning. 
We turned and paddled back to shore. The 
morning air was ftlled with the sweet smell 
of Hawaiian flowers. The waves sounded 
so loud, like crashing cymbals being played 
in an orchestra. I had never felt so alive. As 
I looked back out into the Maui water, the 
shades of blues and greens took my breath 
away. It was as if I was seeing it for the first 
time. That experience with the great and 
mighty humpback whales is something I 
will always remember. Whenever -1 think 
about that great experience, I feel so alive. 
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The Greatest 'Gift of All 
By Albert R. Tuvera 
Instructor: Gail Harada 

During my younger years, my head was 
abused ·like a wrecking car, taking a lot of 
beatings every week. This was especially 
ttue when I was into boxing. My head felt 
like a punching bag after each match. My 
coach told me that I must get used to the pain 
because that is what boxing is all about 
Although my family and my friends pleaded 
with me to quit boxing, I was too young and 
too naive about how the beatings would 
affect me later in life. Even some of the 
boxers that I had dealings with advised me to 
get smarter and get into other worthwhile 
sports such as basketball, baseball, or foot
ball. I am glad I took their advice. 

Although the punches were not the main 
cause, my doctor tells me that the punches 
may have triggered what I am nursing today. 
On Christmas Eve, I was diagnosed as hav
ing an aneurysm. "A blood vessel ruptured 
nearby your brain, we must operate now!" 
said the doctor. After talking to me about my 
chances of living or coming back paralyzed 
after the operation, I then began to realize 
how precious our heads are (life too). The 
head contains the brain which im>cesses 
information like a computer. This part of our 
body is as precious as a piece of property that 
cannot be bought. 

I was operated on twice; the fU'St was on 
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Christmas Eve, and the second was on 
Chrisunas Day. After my operation I was 
placed in the Intensive Care Unit (ICU) for a 
week. During my stay in ICU, nurses aids, 
nurses, specialists, and doctors kept harass
ing me (I took it as harassment at fU'St, but I 
was later informed that they were checking 
for my reflexes) by asking me questions 
such as "What is your name?," "Who is the 
president?," "Do you know where you're 
at?;" and so forth. Also, they kept asking me 
to squeeze their fingers and to lift my leg 
while they were pushing down on it. I was 
transferred to the ward after my one week 
stay at the ICU. 

Although hospital wards smell like a 
medicine factory, waking up after my opera
tion felt like the weekend I visited with my 
relatives in the country. The air was as fresh 
as the aroma of fresh roses and pine trees. To 
be given this second chance, to wake up 
knowing the world is in front of you is very 
difficult to say in words. My heart just wanted 
to burst with words that my mind can't even 
put together. 

I am doing well right now although I still 
get headaches and neck pains occasionally. 
I am very happy to be alive today. I am 
overwhelmed to receive this gift of life from 
our Lord up above. This is indeed the greatest 
gift anyone can ask for or receive. 

Life is so precious ... Let's live it to the 
fullest 

A Terrifying 
>Experience 

. By Masol#i Sazesh · 
lnstriu:tor: Gail Harada 

.. :i .. ~ 

·I have never-been sure .Zhether I believe 
in ·some phenomena that inspire us or not; 
·however, I had a feeling about that flight 
Something was telling me not to get into 

_' the airplane. But I have always believed 
that no one can change certain things in his 
or· her destiny, and one of these things is 
deaJ}l. I thought, if the plane crashes to the 
ground, my body. will not be found Too 
many thoughts came to my mind. I was 
even thinking about the underworld. I have 
always wanted· to know what will happe; 
after death. So I said to myself, "If I die, I 
will get my answer." I really thought that I 
was going to die on that flight But I could 
not stop myself from checking in. 

After I checked in, I called my parents 
to say good-bye to them once again. I got 
into the plane and found my seat. The 
airplane took off and we were in the air. 
Everything wasalrightduring the fU'Sthour, 
but after a while the captain announced that 
there was a storm ahead. There was no 
doubt in my mind that something was go
ing to happen to us. Small vibrations started 
to shake the plane. I was just trying to be 
calm and wait tf> see how destiny was going 

to play with us. Now the plane was not in 
the hands of the pilots; it was the wind and 
clouds which were taking the airplane to 
wherever they wanted. 

The plane was going down for thou
sands of feet aiid then going up again. I 
could see all the passengers were scared to. 
death. Some were screaming as the plane 
was going down. I looked out from the 
window. I do not know why, maybe I was 
hoping to see any sign of improvement in 
the weather. I wanted to know if we were 
over the ocean or the countryside or a city. 
Suddenly the plane was going down and it 
seemed it never wanted to come back to its 
position. I could hardly keep myself seated. 
The plane kept going down and it seemed 
to me it hit the ground and smashed into 
pieces. 

I fell on the ground I could not see 
anything and could not move either. I was 
trying to get up but I could not Then I felt 
someone shaking me and calling my name. 
It was my mom who was trying to wake me 
up because I had fallen down from my bed. 
Then I realized I had been dreaming. You 
can not imagine how happy I was to be in 
my bed again. I do not know why I had 
such a dream, maybe because I ate too 
much the night before. 
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In Memoriam 
By Narumi Sumada 
Instructor: Virginia Woo 

The most heart-breaking experience I 
ever had was when my pet dog died. It was 
the ftrst time I ever experienced real death, 
and it was also the day I began to carry a 
load in my heart. 

My dog was fourteen years old then. My 
family and I knew somewhere in our minds 
that her life would not last much longer; 
however, it never occurred to us that the day 
would come so quickly. One night, it began 
most suddenly and unexpectedly. Around 
midnight, she started yelping. The cry was 
most unusual. It was a series of yelpings 
followed by whining. Right away, we knew 
it was very different from a cry of the pain. 
It sounded as if she was afraid of something. 
The veterinarian was sent for, only to diag
nose that she was dying of old age and there 
was nothing we could do to stop it. When I 
called her name, she turned her head to me 
just like she used to, but her half-blinded 
eyes did not look at me. They were staring 
at something else beyond me, as if something 
was gradually creeping towards her and 
trying to crush her last resistance for life. 

At tU'St we all stayed up through the 
night, worrying and encouraging her to · 
hang on. But after several, sleepless nights, 
everyone was getting very. tired. Someone, 
again, brought up the subjectof"putting her 
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to sleep." It had been voted down a few days 
before, but now it sounded fair, so we de
cided that we should let her go by an injec
tion. Then we went to bed early for the first 
time in several days. That very night, while 
we were nicely tucked in our beds and un
awareofhow she might be suffering, my dog 
died all by herself. Without one stro~ of 
assurance on her back that there would be 
nothing to be afmid of, without one pat of 
appreciation for years of companionship on 
her head, and without one kiss of good-bye, 
my dog departed all alone. 

I touched her. The body was already stiff 
and cold like clay which was left out over
night. The fur had lost its shine, and looked 
as that of a well-handled and worn out stuffed 
animal. I tried to take off her collar and, 
somehow, its metal part scratched my fm
gertip. It bled. I asked myself if this was what 
she deserved for being a good pet to the 
family and a faithful friend to me for more 
than fourteen years. Being left alone at the 
very end of her life; was this what my beloved 
pet deserved? Then I wished the wound on 
my fmger would be much bigger to take even 
a slight weight off of my question. 

To this day, after fifteen years, my regret 
weighs heavily in my heart This load surfaces 
from time to time, breaking my heart with 
the memory of the color of the blood on my 
fmgertip. 

Jonathan 
By Juliana CQ\Jiles 
Instructor: Virginia Woo 

My nephew Jonathan is a good example 
of someone who is learning to live with two 
handicaps. He is only 5 years old, but he is 
both mute and epileptic. 

Jonathan was born mute; he is unable to 
speak. But he is able to communicate by 
tapping a person to get attention and leading 
the person to what he wants. For example, he 
will lead the person to the refrigerator if he is 
hungry. Remarkably, now he is learning to 
vocalize a few words such as "auntie," 
"mama, ""hi" and "bye. "Hopefully ,Jonathan 
will be able to speak normally. 

,(v:. ~"n has a nervous <f, order in the 

body which causes muscle spasms. His epi
leptic attacks can come at any time. At such 
times, he is immediately sent to the hospital, 
but he is usually released after just a day of 
treatment When he comes home, Jonathan 
continues to be cheerful. His condition never 
stops him from helping his little brother and 
sister by giving them a bath. Jonathan doesn't 
let epilepsy darken his life. He continues to 
participate in regular activities. 

Jonathan does not let these physical 
limitations affect his willingness to live a 
normal life. He continues to be cheerful and 
high spirited. Life will not be easy for him, 
but his inner strength and his perseverance 
will pull h'm through. 
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New Club on Campus has . 
Join the Ranks of 

"Special Effect(s)" 
Ka nani 

(The Beautiful) The newest club on campus, called "Spe
cial Effect(s)", was fonned in 1990 by a 
group of students who saw a need for a new 
and different kind of club. The People and 
the club are indeed "special" for a number of 
reasons. 

The Special Student Services Project 
began atKCC about ten years ago. A federally 
funded program, designed to primarily assist 
the disadvantaged and physically challenged 
student Approximately 150 disabled stu
dents are currently served by the SSSO at 
KCC. 

The students of SSSO banded together to 
fonn a new club, "Special Effects" to reach 
out even further to all students on campus. 
The club is dedicated to: 

Kumu Kahua present 
comedy double bill 

Kumu Kahua will offer two satirical 
comedies which examine the postercolor 
visitor stereotype of Hawaii as fixated in the 
minds of tourists, ESTers, and people who 
want to re-make their lives and start again: 
Paradise Tours by RobertJ. Morris, and Biff 
Finds Himself in Hawaii by John W. White. 
The season of three weekends will includeS 
p.m. perfonnancesonNov. 29-30, Dec. 1, 7, 
8, 13, 14, 15;and6:30p.m.performanceson 
Dec.9 & 16. Admission is $6 for adults, $5 
for seniors, military and groups of ten or 
more reserving in advance, and $3 for stu
dents. For more ~nfonnation call 737-4161. 

Need a little 
extra dough? 
The Cookie Corner 

has Christmas counter 
positions available at 

$6/hr. 
Cashiering experience 

· preferred. 

Call Margie at 734-7557. 

WANT TO BECOME AN 
EMERGENCY MEDICAL 

TECHNICAN? 

Interested in attending evening 
classes? 

The Department of Emergency 
Medical SeNices will be offering a 

spring EMT class April - August. 
1991 during evening hours. 

Deadlines: 
Dec. 3 - KCC common applica

tion or change of major. 
Dec. 28 - EMS supplemental 

documents 

Applications are available at II 
Emergency Medical Services 

Building E-2 Cl?ortables) ~ I 

'I 
I 

• Promoting friendship and support among 
members. 

• Developing campus consciousness to 
ward disabled students. 
• Eliminating misconceptions regard

ing the abilities of the disabled. 
• Interact with other clubs on campus. 

The club kicked off the year with a social 
activity - a picnic at Magic Island, in Octo
ber. The first major fund-raiser, the sale of 
discount coupon books, made its debut in the 
school cafeteria on Halloween. The clubs 
first campus activity will be a presentation, 
"How not to be a Victim", conducted by the 
Honolulu Police Department on Dec. 3, 1990 
at Iliahi 104 at 12-1:00. This is a great 
beginning, and they've only just begun! 

The Special Effects Club is open to all 
KCC students, and welcomes everyone. The 
club meets every Monday at noon, Iliahi 104. 

KCC's literary magazine 
is accepting 

art, poetry, fiction & essays 
for the 1991 edition. 

Submission forms are available at 
Koa Gallery, the LAC & Kapio office, Bl. 

For information, call 734-9120 

There aren't any you can see. The truth is, there is absolutely no way to 
tell from outward appearance who is infected with HIV, the virus that causes 
AIDS. So.don't fool yourself. 

In Hawaii, AIDS is already the third leading cause of death between the ages 
of 25 - 44. KNOW HOW TO DETERMINE YOUR RISK! 

Call the local STD/AIDS Hotline at 922-1313 for free and anonymous 
information. 

. . 

. 
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T~=:~:~~ ~:~~.~:o p.m. sJ 
AndrewsCathedral If 
Impressionist Art lecture, 10 a.m. Hono- Im 
lulu Academy of Arts Theatre ~:~:t 

!IWWffii£1@ft"~W0Y4b2l!l¥#J 
SN~~~~:.~ ~~~~ 2 pm. Ho-~ 
nolulu Academy of Arts Theatre ~H: 
16th Annual Crafts fair, 9 a.m. Thomas Ht 
Square Park It 
CPR, Course A, 1-5 p.m., Kauila 216. ::H: 
$30. 734-9211 ff 
Technology in Education Exhibition, !I::: 

.::;:;;:ru!ii&ii'J1\Will®WJ 

OFFICE OF COMMUNITY SER
VICES For information and reservatiOns 
for the following classes and tours, call 
734-9211. . 

The Pearl Harbor Attack: The survi
vors' Story 

On the eve of the 49th anniversary of the 
attack, the Pearl Harbor Survivors Assoc., 
will recall how their lives were changed. 
Dec. 6, 7-8 p.m. 

Walking Tours 
A Stroll Through Kaimuki 
Dec. 8, 9-11 a.m. Meet at Pavilion, 

Kaimuki Recreation Center. 
Mysteries of Moiliili 
Nov. 30, 9-11 a.m. Meet at Stadium 

Park, Isenberg & King Streets. 

~~~imMWm1~liiU~111H~mmill~@1®1HifWI[~~ 
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Receptionist (Downtown area) ·· 

(#596) Private fmn looking for a ~~ .. r 
part-time receptionist to answer 

phones, type, do computer work, er- .:..~.~ 
rands and misc. tasks. Qualifications ~ 
needed include typing ability, good ~~ 
phone voice, and to conduct oneself inl .:.:ll.:~·.· 
a business-like manner. Hours are 
flexible, between Mon. and Fri. 8 a.m.- ·;~ 
4:30 p.m. Pay is $5 an hour. ~~ 
~~~r~::-~~·~~ ! 

company has various part-time open- ![ 
ings to fill. Duties for the loader/ 
unloader include working in hub or 
preloading operation. Work entails 
loading packages onto conveyer sys
tem. Qualifications are that an indi
vidual must be able to lift up to 70 lbs. 
Pay is $8 an hour. 

Sales (Honolulu area) 

sal
(#589)

1 
R;tail stor~ is loo.kink' g for li 

espeop e 101' part-bme wor . Re
sponsibilities include customer ser-
vice, stock, inventory, and selling. No 
qualifications are needed, will train. 
Day shifts are from 12 - 5 p.m., night 
shifts are from 5 - 9 p.m. Pay starts lf; 

~~:~ :.:o(::::)on ~ 
(#568) A state department is 

looking for a student help to type, file, 
xerox, and distribute mail. Hours are 

, flexible. Pay is $5.75 and hour. 

Wednesday, Nov. 28 ~~f~· 

I 
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Sunday, Dec. 2 
-"ChristmasinthePhUippines" festival, 
1 p.m. Honolulu Academy of Arts 
16th Annual Cra~ fair see Dec. 1 
Technology in Education Exhibition, 
NBC, 10 a.m. - 5 p.m. 

T-~~~~~:.~~~~ ~~;,~nds hhn- ~~ 
self in Hawaii" by Kumu Kahua, 8 p.m. ~r:~: 
·Central Intermediate School 
Bring our men and women home silent 
vigil to end Persian Gulf crisis, 4 p.m. 
Internal Flame monument 
Hawaiian Street Names with Rich 
Budnick, Diamond Head Chapel, 7 p.m., 
Beretania St across State Capitol. 

Monday, Dec. 3 
"Going Places", a French film, 7:30p.m. 
Honolulu Academy of Arts Theatre 

SpeclalEfJectsCiubmeeting,noon,Iliahi 

' 104 

~;;~;:~~~~p~Kmn~y~- 1 
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Tuesday, Dec. 4 

I 
"Going Places" see Dec. 3 

!©iii~#iru!h~W!8?~4!£iii#iiil 
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HONOLULU ACADEMY OF ARTS 
For infonnation call538-3693 ext. 24 7. 
Murray Turnbull presents a lecture on 

early to mid-twentieth-century art on Dec. 
4, at 10 a.m. Works by MatisSe, Picasso, 
Braque and de Chirico, will be discussed. ' 
$4/general, $3.50/members, $3/students. 

"Going Places," the French film that 
restores previously censored footage never 
before seen in the U.S. will be shown on Dec 
3-4. The story is about two thrill seeking 
drifters. Plays at 7:30p.m. $3. 

Enjoy the color and excitement of 
Christmas in the Philippines at a free fes
tival featuring food, music, dance, and 
handicrafts. Dec. 2, 1-5 p.m. 

Art Exhibition 
Artists of Hawaii 1990, will be Nov. 29-

Jan. 6, 1991. The exhibit will include such 
artistsasFrankBeaver,HughJenkins,Mealii 
Kalaama. 

LYON ARBORETUM 
Lean Cooking For The Holidays 
Let Chef Cooray show you an assort

ment of starters and entrees for the holiday. 
Dec 1,9:30-11:45a.m. $17.50(LAA$14) 

Coconut Frond Wreath 
Celebrate the holidays island style by 

making a bright green coconut frond wreath 
decoration. Coconut fronds will be sup
plied. Bring own scissors and a small sharp 
knife. Dec. 3, 9:30 a.m.-12:30 p.m. $12.50 
(LAA$8) 

RESTAURANT ROW 
Information: 737-6488 or 538-1441 
Jingle Bail, a benefit for the March of 

Dimes will be on Dec.4-5,11:30a.m.-1:30 
p.m. Festivities include "kidnapped" celeb
rities and entertainment For more infor
mation call 536-1045 or 538-1441. 

Christmas Tree Lighting Ceremony 
This event features a special fundraiser 

for the USO, the public is asked to donate 
$10 for a light on the tree. The lights will 
honor our U.S servicemen spending in the 
Middle East Dec 9, Christmas carols at 
6:30p.m.; ceremony and entertainment from 

PACIFIC HANDCRAFfERS FAIR 

Arts and crafts galorewill be on sale at the 
Pacific Handcrafters Guild's 16th Annual 
Christmas Craft Fair at Thomas Square, Dec. 
1-2 from 9 a.m.-4 p.m. Over 200 top 
craftspeople will offer their handcrafts for 
sale or viewing. 

TECHNOLOGY IN EDUCATION EXHIBITION 

The Technology in Education Confer
ence and Exhibition to be held at the NBC 
Nov. 30 - Dec. 1 will offer more than a 
hundred exhibits of hands-on learning labs 
and ' demonstrations of new technologies, 
techniques and products that can make · 
teaching more effective and learning more 
interesting. 

A portable planetarium with programs on 
next year's solar eclipse is among the offer
ings. 

The exhibits will be open from 10 a.m. to 
9 p.m. Friday and Saturday, and from 10 a.m. 
to 5.p.m. Sunday. There is no admission. 

For information, call521-5440. 

J{ouse of 'J' J{u{a .9Lcatiemy 
Instructors Leimomi I MaUanado 
CCasses for girfs, boys, teens & adu[ts 
Instruction in !](aliif(p and .9l.uwana 

Located at o/ariety Scfwo{ 6elow t!U sfopes of tJJiammu{ :Head 

j'or Information, ca{{ 395- 4568 

HYourCareer Is On Hold 
Ans\verThis Challenge . . 

Let us help you get on-line to success through our Degree 
Completion Program for working adults. This is a~ exciting evening 
and weekend 18 month-program that leads, with 60 transferable 
college credits, to a Bachelor of Science degree in . 
Organizational Management. Addit.ionalJy, if you qualify, prior 
learning experience may be applicable for credit. · 

You 'II be challenged to develop management skills and tools 
that will enhance your career in semmar style classes of communica
tion, computer literacy, human resources and more. 
T~e your career off hold and pick up the phone and call today or 

. send m coupon. 

------235-3641-------
: DPiease can me about your program I 
I Name I 
1 Address I 

I City I 
I St.alc Zip I 
I Phone (home) Office I 
I I 
L---------------~1 

Hawaii Loa Collel!e 
The Future Generation of KnoWledge 

45-045 Kamehameha Highway 
Kaneohe, Hawaii 96744-5297 

Accredited by the Western Association of Schools and Colleges 
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