
Richard's statue has already become a favorite photo site for 
internaaonal students who say it exudes the samurai spirit. 

New statue unveiled 
John Bored 
Staff Writer 

This past Monday, March 29, 
members of KCC dedicated a new 
sculpture on our beautiful campus: 
a life-size, bronze statue of Dr. Leon 
Richards, Dean of Instruction. The 
dedication took place at the statue's 
permanent resting place in the 'Ilima 
courtyard in front of the Registra
tion and Records office. 

The statue depicts Dean Richards 
in a warrior standing pose wearing 
samurai armor. Unbeknownst to 
many, Dean Richards spent his early 
twenties studying ancient Shogun 
practices in a mountain temple out
side of Kyoto, Japan. It was here that 
he learned the sacred arts of goban 
o taku, zen archery, Japanese tea, 
origami, and karaoke and came to 
the apparent power of the samurai 
code. 

The symbolism found within the 
statue is very significant, for while 
in a deep self-induced trance, Dean 
Richards had a vision of Florence 
Nightingale who told him to return 
to America and study Post-second
ary Education Administration so 
that he could use his acquired skills 
to benefit society"That incident 
changed the entire course of my 
life," said Dean Richards. 

The statue was commissioned by 
the State Foundation for the Arts and 
was granted to KCC at the dedica
tion ceremony by Governor Ben 
Cayetano. Provost John Morton gra
ciously accepted the gift. 

"It is my honor to accept this pre
cwus work of art on behalf of 

Kapi'olani Community College," 
said Provost Morton. "It will forever 
remain in this courtyard as a symbol 
of one man's unending pursuit of 
stuff." 

Local singer/ musician-turned
sculptor Charo was given the task of 
creating the masterpiece. 

"I was, like, so excited to 
rrreceive the commission!" 
screamed Charo, who was also 
present at the dedication. "1 have al
ways been a big fan of Dean 
Rnichards!" 

In closing the ceremony, Charo 
stined up the crowd with a 15 minute 
rendition of "The Girl from 
Ipenena," which left everyone 
sweaty and begging for more. 

In addition, this Thursday is Dean 
Richards' 40th birthday, so everyone 
is encouraged t bn ng ei to drape 
around the statue. At noon , Food 
Service will prov1de cake am! punch, 
and Admini. trative Services wtll 
provide party hats and notse makers 
to help celebrate the event. 

KCC Bookstore needs 
your books - badly! 

Between now and the end of the 
semester, bring down your used text
books for cash back at full cover 
price. That's right- FULL COVER 
PRICE! Never before has this won
derful opportunity risen for students 
to ''earn" extra cash for summer. Be 
sure to take advantage of this won
derful offer, as it will most likely not 
happen again. For more details, ask 
for Fred Takahashi in the"Ohi'a 
bookstore. 
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Finals cancelled by Dean Richards 
Charles Bohannan 

Editor 

In a stunning decision made by 
Dean Leon Richards, the week of 
May 6 through May 12, otherwise 
known as finals week, has officially 
been canceled at KCC. The policy 
went into effect last week Wedne s
day, March 24 over Spring Break 
during a Faculty Senate meeting 111 

' !lima 205 at 12 p.m. This will be 
the first time in the University of 
Hawaii ·s history that such a drastic 
approach to education is undertaken. 
The new bill, under KCC Senate 

Policy Section XII, paragraph Ill, 
states that "end of semester ex ams 
to assess student aptitude and class 
material retention will not be admin
istered." The bill also states that stu
dents will, however, have the oppor
tunity to take voluntary exams be
fore May 6 if they feel that the exam 
could improve their grade. 

Dean Richards called the meet
ing last Monday, describing it to fac 
ulty and administration as "urgent, 
yet a relief for all." After half an hour 
of deliberation on Wednesday, he 
signed the motion to pass the bill. 

"Let this day pass as a milestone 
in the history of education," he said. 
"Finals are now over." 

Richards explained that in the 23 
years that he has been at KCC, he 
has noticed that students who study 

hard during the semester are almost 
always too exhausted to take final 
exams. Furthermore, he said, they 
deserve the academic security they 
have earned from work already suc
cessfully completed. 

"I see students - good students -
all the time at the semester ·send who 
know they deserve As. I really don· t 
see the need to add additwnal stress 
to their lives with a final test- some
thing that when taken could be a 
physical , mental and academic bur
den, " he sa1d. 

Richards also created a "loop
hole" for those student whose grades 
are in peril. He added the option of 
a supplementary exam to be taken 
i f needed to improve a stand1ng 
grade. He stated that the exam must 
be arranged three weeks in advance 
and also must be taken on the 
student"s own time in the presence 
of the instructor. 

"I know that outside of school, 
many KCC' ers have more stress and 
work than I could ever conceive of," 
said Dean Richards. "Sometimes 
that mayhem interferes with class 
and study time and is reflected on 
the report card. I've created this ad
ditional stipulation for those people." 

Faculty response ranged from 
glee to downright disappointment. 
Upon Richards initial proposal at the 
faculty senate meeting, many gasps 
of disbelief were emitted from the 

attendees. After his explanation of 
terms and reasoning, however, many 
of the gasps turned to clapping and 
cheers. 

"I don't know why I didn't think 
of this first. I like the concept be
cause it simply make sense," said 
English professor Milo Greene. 

"This is absolutely great," said 
counselor Pua Jenkins, "We all de
serve the extra week of summer va
cation." 

Some remained skeptical and 
booed Richards. 

"This is the most ludicrous thing 
I've ever witnessed," said math in
structor Timothy Hartley. "Do you 
really expect something like this to 
promote the learning process" I 
most certainly do not agree with 
what Richards has done. 

In closing, Richards said that he 
hopes for this bill to move students 
away from campus and classroom 
apathy. He said that he wants stu
dents take more initiative in their 
studies and involvement with the 
community. 

"My main intent for this bill is 
not to make school easier, but rather 
to motivate students to become more 
active in their studies and college in
volvement for the course of entire 
semester, and not just at finals time," 
said Richards. 

'Baywatch' auditions at KCC 
jimmy Chow 
Staff Writer 

As most of you know by now, 
NBC ·s hit television series 
"Baywatch" is thinking of relocat
ing to Hawaii. The show, which stars 
David Hasselhoff (originally of 
Knight Rider fame), is also consid
enng Austral ia a. a poss1ble new 
home. Recent news, however, has 
it thatnegottallon. between the show 
reprcs~nta t 1 ves and Australian offi
cials concluded with no posittve re
sults Thi. ml.:ans that the chances 
of I lawaii gettmg the bid arc look
ing better. 

Although it has not been finalized 
that the show is indeed comwg to the 
Islands , some of the Baywatch pro
ducers, directors and cameramen 
have been frequenting Hawai 'i 
beaches in search of a good spot. If 
selected as the show·s new home, 
Hawaii has a lot to gain as far as it's 
tourist industry goes. With interna
tional exposure, one can only hope 
that it will help ptck up the pace in 
the sagging island economy. 

In recent developments, 
Baywatch casting officials have an-

nounced that they are conducting a 
casting call for local talent to be part 
of the show. According to insiders, 
the show is looking to take on two 

new male roles and three female 
roles . Also, they are looking for ex
tras as well. Both female and male 
applicants for the main roles should 
be at least 5 feet, 5 inches tall and 
must be able to swim. English 
speaking skills also a must for speak
ing roles. 

To avoid overly huge turnouts, 
the casting call-coordinators have set 
up two separate dates to accommo
date the anticipated applicants. Since 
they are looking for actors and ac-

tresses preferrably between the ages 
of 23 and 26, the auditions will take 
place on campus at Leeward and 
Kapi'olani Community Colleges. 

The audition at KCC 
has been set for 
Wednesday, April7 at 
l 0 a.m. in front of the 
'0hi'a cafeteria on 
the great lawn. LCC's 
auditiOn will take 
place the following 
morning at the same 
time in front of that 
campus' cafeteria. 

Students with 
classes on those days 
cu·e advised to come to 
school early to ensure 

parking spaces. Applicants are also 
advised to bring their swimming 
trunks or bathing suits. Baywatch 
officials were not shy to say that 
physical appearance will play a role 
in selection. 

If you have been dreaming of 
becoming a star, and you think you 
have got what it takes to be a 
Baywatch- babe or -hunk, grab your 
trunks or bikini and be at school on 
said dates! Good luck, and "break a 
leg" to all the applicants! 
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Learning to live with our worst enemy - procrastination 
Maybe I'd enjoy a physical, with 

expert, masculine, doctor hands hug
ging my maleness, or perhaps I'd 
take more delight from attending a 
cannibal feast as the featured dish . 
These are strange, wild things to be 
involved with, but I would eagerly 
welcome each scenario if only to 
escape this assignment. You see, I 
am suffering, even diseased, from a 
most serious affliction, a devastating, 
paralyzing case of procrastination. 

With all the time I have spent so 
close and cozy with procrastination 
(running away in the ni ght to meet 
and greet this phenomenon, an<.l oth
erwise have a raucous affair with it), 
you would think I owned a degree 
in the subject. I do. I have a mas
ters degree in procrastination, issued 
to me from Waimanalo University, 
where I attended there last fall to 
study the effects of God's Gift to 
Women - me- upon the female spe
cies. And here is what I have 
learned: 

There is a general rule, aptly 
called the Law of Due Dates (so 
powerful, I have to write it in bold
face), also known in scholarly, 
haughtier circles as the Deadline Fi
asco or Do-wah-eh-dee-dee in the 
jungles of the Ivory Coast (where 
unfortunately, homework is also 
rampant). The rule states that Ev
erything in the Goddamn World Sud
denly Interests and Fascinates Just 
Five Hours Before a Paper is Due. 
Nothing is beyond my attention, and 
everything deserves a look . 

This phenomcnom is proven even 
in the face of activities I would nor
mally avoid. I discover how nice it 
is to remove myself from the pres
ence of my evil word processor, give 
life to my knees, energy to my calves 
and begin walking toward the fast 
developing; fascinating world that 
I've been neglecting. 

In other words, I procrastinate 
righteously like any decent college 
student with a special degree in pro-

crastination. What is on television? 
Hey, look at what the cat is doing! 
Maybe, she'd enjoy an extensive, 
full-body massage. Why didn't I 
learn knitting earlier? Taxes can be 
refreshing at three in the morning! 
Hot-dog, I never knew chemistry 
could be so darn exhilarating' Wow, 
the Nashville Network sure doe s 
play some good country! 

I am as skilled as any with the art 
of sta lling, having even practiced the 
demanding trade of tardiness. When 
that clock pushes another hour, and 
morning is about to re ar it's ugly 
head, I begin to wonder the kind of 
wondering given to murderers, poli
ticians, and plumbers. I wonder 
about all the sleep I am missing be
cause of this assignment, and how 
quickly I'm creating dark, wrinkled 
pouches beneath my eyes and what 
tragic consequences my unrested 
appearance will have on all my ador
ing female admirers. 

I think about all the delectable 

foods my stomach hungers for, and 
somehow blame my weakened con
dition on the assignment, too. I de
velop the sort of bitter, miserable 
anger characteristic ofone chained 
to an evil word processor at five in 
the morning for the worst reason 
possible -because I am an idiot. 

But who wants to admit that they 
are teiTific mismanagers of time? I 
have an advanced degree in procras
tination for crying out loud, from the 
acclaimed University of Waimanalo, 
and so as far as I'm concerned, it is 
the general world at fault! And as a 
true representative of my profession, 
there is but two things left for me to 
do: whine and wish. 

Why do I have to do this blasted 
paper? It is not like I'm going to 
use this in real life, damrnit! Aren ' t 
I God's Gift to Women? Who is the 
jerk responsible for the essay any
way? And why, along with the in
ventor of Algebra, did they have to 
create such horrors? What will hap-

pen if I abandon this paper? Hope
fully, my teacher will decide she 
would rather go to the beach today 
instead of going to class. I wonder 
if five dollars is too much to have 
her forget the assignment and move 
to another country for a week. Per
haps the school's been bombed ... !' d 
better leave the radio on just in case. 
That way, if it snowed suddenly, [ 
would be able to hear th at right away, 
too. 

When the minutes begin to drag 
closer to six, however, and nearer to 
the pre-dawn light, the Law of Due 
Dates, the Deadline Fiasco and the 
Do- wah-eh-dee-dee finally relin
quish their paralyzing influence. 
The television is shut off, the maga
zines are shuffled away and the tax 
forms are returned to their appropri
ate places (trash can). The late hour 
leaves but a single choice. After 
adjusting my keyboard, I set off for 
the nearest cannibal tribe. 

-Osler Go 

KCC's first surf contest to be held at 'Kaikos' in Black Point 
OK all you surfers and 

waveriders out there, now is your 
time to shine at KCC's First Annual 
Surf and Bodyboard Contest to be 
held next week from April 4 - 9 at 
"Kaikos" in Black Point. All skill 
levels are welcome and wax will be 
provided. 

To sign up for the contest, en
trants must admit to surfing at least 
three times a week and possess a love 

for the ocean. Once registered, a 
"Class Exclusion" pass will be ad
ministered and allows surfers to 
leave class for the contest. 

Thanks tci the Lama Library, surf 
conditions will be available during 
the holding period via a live "surf
cam" in the Lama library video cor
ner. All are welcome to watch the 
contest over the live ~'ideo feed 
throughout the week. 

Prizes range from a $1,000 first 
place purse, $500 second place and 
$250 for third. If enough women 
enter, there will also be a female di
vision. Surfers will be judged by 
technique, style, attitude, grace and 
courage by a panel of certified fel
low KCC surfers. 

The contest is being sponsored by 
the new athletic department at KCC 
under the direction of former swim-

suit model and fashion consultant 
Hokulani Trussles. Trussels has 
spent her whole life surfing the is
land of Kaua'i and came to O'ahu 
three years ago to pose for various 
calendars and magazines. She was 
chosen from 10 applicants who were 
required to be friendly, outgoing, 
athletic and downright gorgeous. 

For all applicants and friends, a 
party will .be held to congratulate 

winners and distribute prizes on 
Saturday, April 10 at 7 p.m. right 
on Cromwell ' s beach in front of · 
"Kaikos." All are invited to cel
ebrate. Food and kegs of beer will 
be provided. Please bring your surf
boards and bodyboards for a late 
night surf session- the moon will be 
full on this particular night for proper 
lighting. Don't forget your leashes 
and good luck to all! 

Thou shalt not sleep with the First Lady's man 
On March 3,1999 Monica 

Lewinsky appeared on national tele
vision, with ''20/20" host Barbara 
Walters, and gave her personal ac
count of the affair she had with Presi
dent Bill Clinton. In this elaborate 
and informative interview, Lewinsky 
explained how she and the President 
met, "came together" and parted. It 
was, to say the least, a televised mile
stone that will be remembered in the 
years to come. 

Monica Lewinsky, what a char
acter. I must say that after her dar-

David Chan 
Liberal Arts 

Jon Hirakawa so that 
I can eat as many whop
pers in a day as I want. 

ing performance in the two-hour in
terview, I was ashamed to be an 
American. Her corrunents showed 
no remorse for her actions, and her 
behavior seemed extremely naive. I 
felt like I was watching a child talk 
about her first kiss with her adoles
cent crush. This isn't high-school 
anymore, let's show a little dignjty. 
I mean we're talking about the presi
dency here, we ' re not sharing idle 
fantasies at a slumber party. 

Lewinsky giggled with cheap de
mure at the mention of her physical 

attachments to Clinton, and stated 
that " he was my sexual soul-mate." 
Please! I've heard pathetic reason
ings before, but this is ridiculous. 
They were "sexual soul-mates"
give me a break. Monica's "sexual 
soul-mate" is the purple dinosaur 
that only truly exists in the imagina
tion, and I highly doubt it ' s the 
Nation's CEO. 

Another thing I don't really un
d erstand is the attraction factor. 
Clinton is a funny looking man. He's 
got these troll-like aspects: big nose, 

large forehead, and speech impedi
ments. " I.. .... did not have sexual 
relations with that woman." Nice 
try, bukko, and I.. ... ... did not write 
this article. I believe that Clinton 
also suffers from denial, probably 
because he' s afraid that Hillary will 
beat him with her broomstick . Do
mestic violence is a leading cause of 
death in the United States . 

Well, what do we do as a nation 
to get through this dilemma? Abso
lutely nothing. I really don't give a 
rat's-ass about any of it, but its hard 

If you could be anyone for a day, 
who would it be and why? 

Juliet & Nhelda 
Nursing 

The two-headed monster 
in the Godzilla movies. 

Shaun Yanuaria 
Liberal Arts 

Bill Gates, so that I 
could write a check for 
$1 mil to Shaun Yanuaria. 

Future KCC Student 

A teacher so that I 
could give everybody 
1\s. 

not to have an opinion when an event 
is forced down our throats. Thank 
god, we've got more important is
sues on our front page. 

-Kristina Wright 
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Nominations open for student merit awards 
Nominations are now open for 

the following three KapCC student 
merit awards for the 1999-2000 aca-
demic year. Application forms are 
available at the Office of Student 
Activities, 'Ohia 101. Application 
deadline for all three awards is 4:30 
p.m., April 23. 

Dean Charles K. Nakamura 
Award in honor of former dean of 
students: for a student who has 
made the most significant contribu
tion in student activities at here 
Award includes $100 cash from the 

Board of Student Activities, a recipient's name engraved on a per-
plaque, and the recipient 's name 
engraved on a perpetu.al trophy in 
'Ohia 101. 

A five member selection com
mittee appointed by the Provost 
consists of three students, one fac
ulty member, and Student Activities 
coordinator. 

KapCC Provost's Award: For 
an exemplary student who has ex
hibited meritorious service to the 
KapCC. Award includes $250 cash, 
an individual plaque, and the 

petual trophy. The committee men
tioned above selects this winner. 

ASKCC Student Congress 
President's Award: This award is 
given by the Student Congress 
chairperson to the student who has 
made the most meaningful contri
bution to the KapCC student body 
during the 1998-99 academic year. 
This award consists of a $100 cash 
, an individual plaque, and the 
recipient's name is engraved on a 
perpetual trophy. 

Sleepless Film Festival at KCC 
Shawn Ford 

Throughout the month of April, 
the Office of Student Activities 
brings you KCC's first independent 
film festival featuring the locally 
produced, underground, fictional 
TV series Sleepless, which airs 
twice per week on 'Olelo Commu
nity Access in the middle of the 
night. The festival will include 10 
separate screenings of eight Sleep
less episodes, including the world 
premiere of their latest chapter in the 
series, "Pieces of ... " 

In the Sleepless series, each 
show pretty much stands on its own, 
although certain characters and top
ics can be found in different shows. 
However, there is a central theme 
throughout the series: the characters 

have trouble with insomnia, hence 
the title Sleepless. This sleep disor
der lies at the heart of the many 
problems that plague the characters 
in each episode. 

Episodes range from humorous 
to down-right offensive. Drama, 
mystery, comedy, and controversy 
mesh in the telling of each story. 
Nearly every show is rated R for its 
violence and language; however, no 
more so than most Hollywood mov
ies. 

The Sleepless series is produced 
by Vertov Industries, a collective of 
independent, creative individuals 
who participate in every aspect of 
the show's production, from cos
tumes to special effects. The series 
receives no outside source of fund
ing, and no commercial revenues. 

This first festival at KCC is an 
experiment to see if something like 
this will get enough support from 
the campus and community for a 
repeat. If so, KCC may be able to 
host an annual film fest for local 
film and video makers. 

The Sleepless film festival will 
take place in the ·-hi' a Auditorium 
on select days throughout the month 
of April beginning on April Fool's 
Day (this is NOT a joke!) Every 
screening except the first one will 
be at 6 p.m. The schedule is avail
able on page 8, on the Student Ac
tivities Calendar of Events, fliers on 
campus , or call ext. 576 for screen
ing dates. 

To get a glimpse of Sleepless 
before you view it on the big screen, 
check your TV listing for show 
times. 

Leadership overni eat success 
Shawn Ford 
Staff Writer 

Over the Feb. 27- 28 weekend, 
28 students, faculty and guests par
ticipated in KCC's first Leadership 
Overnight Retreat. The event proved 
to be more successful than anyone 
imagined. 

Saturday's events included two 
informative workshops hosted by 
UH Manoa 's Student Activities Ad
visor, Jan Javinar. Afterwards, the 
more adventurous participants 
hiked to the top of Diamond Head. 

That evening's feast included 
barbequed beef for the carni vors and 
vegi chili and sauteed veggies for 
the herbivores, prepared by Shawn 
Ford. Workshops on club activities, 
hosted by PTK President, Kim 
Karalovich, and time management, 
by faculty member, Sally Pestana, 
concluded the day's formal events. 

BOSA President Roy Onomura 
prepared games and contests for the 
evening designed to educate partici
pants and help build fellowship. The 
first game was a hilarious version 
of musical chairs which relied on 
human chairs. 

ders on top of things, after a climb to the top of 
Diamond Head Crater. 

Then came a rousing game of 
golf using ping-pong balls and base
ball bats, and more fun. 

Sunday, faculty member Linda 
Letta presented a workshop on com
munications skills. Participants then 
had the opportunity to discuss strat
egies and ideas before lunch. 

Leadership retreat participants 
reported that they had a great time 

and recommended that Student Ac
tivities host another retreat again 
next year. The only real complaints 
were regarding sleeping arrange
ments. Many participants were ill 
prepared for their overnight stay. 
After all accounting, the retreat cost 
BOS A under $400, which amounts 
to a little more than $15 per partici
pant for the weekend. 

ASKCC member-at-large . nominations sought 
Nominations for ASKCC mem

bers at large positions are now be
ing accepted. The nomination pe
riod runs Tuesday, April 13. Appli
cations are available in the Office 
of Student Activities in 'Obi' a 101. 

Candidates must have a cumu
lative GPA of 2.0 or higher, be cur
rently enrolled at least half time (6 
credits), and plan to continue their 
studies at KCC during the entire 
academic year that they serve. 
Please see application form for com-

plete list of rules and regulations. 
ASKCC Members-at-Large 

serve as KCC Student Congress rep
resentatives. They meet every two 
weeks to discuss student related is
sues. They represent KCC students 
in the UH Student Caucus and at 
other college and university func
tions. Student Congress representa
tives play a role in helping develop 
school policy, and allocate funds 
from the college's vending account 
which is used to improve the qual-

ity of campus life for students. 
Students seeking careers in edu

cation, government, or law are es
pecially encouraged to consider 
serving as the experience provides 
a good foundation for these fields 
and opens up scholarship opportu
nities. However, students from any 
major may apply for and benefit 
from serving. 

Elections will be held all day on 
April 20. Voters must present a valid 
pink registration slip to vote. 

KAPI'O/Moriso Teraoka 
Kapi 10 wants to identify participants in the Festival held before 
spring break. Go to http://naio.kcc.hawaii.edu!bosplkapiol and 
let us know if you can identify people in any of the photos. 

Tuition waivers one step closer 
Malia Bird 
Staff Writer 

About 30 people attended the 
hearing on tuition waivers for Ha
waiian students March 15 on cam
pus. Fourteen students and faculty 
members submitted testimony sup
porting the measure. 

Provost Morton chaired the 
hearing. Dean of Students Mona 
Lee and Board of Regents member 
AhQuon McElrath were also in at
tendance. 

Morton stressed that the pur
pose of the meeting was to collect 
information in the form of oral and 
written testimonies. He asked that 
the discussions be limited to three 

or four minutes and the focus be 
directed to the specific issue of tu
ition waivers. This was not intended 
to be a debate. 

All testimonies given were in 
support of the bill. Reasons included 
the debt owed by UH because of its 
location on ceded land, native Ha
waiian statistics, personal examples 
and the importance of preserving the 
Hawaiian language and culture. 

McElrath discussed the far 
reaching impact of the bill and said 
that everybody, including non-Ha
waiians, will be affected by the de
cision. Money is an important con
sideration because more students 
would require more teachers and 
facilities and that comes at a cost. 

'Oiwi, Hawaiian journal debuts 
Malia Bird 

Staff Writer 

Join the creators, contributors 
and supporters of 'Oiwi in celebrat
ing the completion of the first jour
nal of its kind to be produced and 
written entirely by native Hawai
ians. The second of two launching 
parties will be held at Halau o 
Haumea, Center for Hawaiian Stud
ies, UH Manoa, on Thursday, April 
1 from 5:30 to 9 p.m. 

'Oiwi literally means " the 
people whose bones are in the land." 
The editor, Mahealani Dudoit, 
stresses two key words in relation 
to the journal: geneaology and 
kuleana. Geneaology refers to the 

ancestors and the history of Hawai
ian perspectives, while kuleana ex
presses the relationship between 
privilege and responsibility. 

The journal is published by 
Kuleana 'Oiwi press . This non 
profit corporation has recently been 
established with the intent of pub
lishing literature and art related to 
Hawaiian and other indigenous cul
tures. 

Readings by the contributors will 
be held at various locations: 
Sat 24 April, 3 p.m.,Barnes and 

Noble Kahala Mall 
Sat 1 May, 1 p.m., Borders at Ward 

Center 
Sat 8 May, 12 noon,Borders at 
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Roots That Helped 
Sledding at 60 Degrees Below Zero 

Dan Shaw 
First Place 

It was sixty degrees below zero 
and the beer was frozen . Not frozen 
in a bad way like when the cans ex
plode in the back seat of a car, but 
frozen in a good way. It was rather 
slushy with a still perfectly liquid 
layer of alcohol floating at the sur
face. While this might sound vile, it 
was the essence of beer, a teen elixir. 

With our butts plunked down in 
dry powdery snow we sat at the top 
of the Sledding Hill, clutching our 
frigid beer cans through thick mit
tens. Propped up next to our heavily 
bundled bodies our plastic toboggans 
stuck out of the snow like day-glow 
tombstones. This seemed somehow 
fitting; last year a woman was killed 
and her boyfriend severely injured 
on this very hill. We, however, had 
no such fears. 

The couple had been " tubing," 
sledding on an over inflated mon
strous tire tube from some giant con
stru c tion vehicle so typical to 
Alaska. Every Alaskan child is 
warned against this practice by con
cerned adults. An overinfl ated inner 
tube is extremely slippery on snow, 
unbelievably bouncy and tends to 
spin. These factors combined with a 
steep hill yield a short, fast and 
wildly fun ride usually terminating 
in a spectacular crash in which rid
ers are thrown helter-skelter, occa
sionally with bone shattering conse
quences. Obviously, tubing is so dan
gerous and discouraged that few 
teenagers can resist the temptation 
to do it. 

We on the hill that night meant 
to count ourselves among those who 
had partaken of this forbidden fruit, 
this rite of teen passage. The hill lay 
under a clear winter sky just after 
midnight. Looking out through air so 
cold that every imperfection is fro
zen out, the great Tanana Valley 
sweeps out below. All the lights of 
Fairbanks twinkle on for miles be
neath our majestic sky. The crescent 

moon sets off to our right beneath a 
mighty ceiling of thousands of stars, 
free from their modern urban bond
age of smog and streetlight to shine 
as they once did all over the world, 
before the Age of Industry. Mighty 
Orion blazes blue-white high over
head. Bright blue Rigel at -his foot 
and burnt orange Betelgeuse at his 
head, the ancient hunter carries on 
his nightly battle with Taurus the 
bull, who glares with his fiery red 
Aldebaran eye. The other fabulous 

. winter constellations watch on, eter
nal spectators of the ancient stage. 
A curtain falls upon the action now. 
A wispy green flickering undulates 
overhead at the limits of vision. 
Little by little the ghostly wriggling 
fabric seems to descend, as if unsure 
of itself. After some initial trepida
tion, the Aurora comes to a decision. 
A great sail of ethereal green unfurls 
across the sky, shimmering and flut
tering in the solar wind. Streaked 

. with red stripes and shot full of yel
low sparks it flies like a cosmic flag 
over our. home. I look up underneath 
the great glowing celestial curtain 
and my vision blurs. 

By staring I have exposed my 
contact lenses long enough to start 
them freezing. I squeeze my eyes 
shut to thaw them and feel the sting
ing cold on my eyeballs. A sharply 
inhaled breath cuts like knives into 
my nose, filling my lungs like cold 
metal. 

As I sit back, now breathing 
warm Hawaiian air, my memory 
cools it down. I close my eyes and 
try to hang on to this vivid image of 
my past, my youth. As I exhale air 
refrigerated in remembrance, I will 
myself back to innocence, back to 
that hill so many years ago. 

"You're gonna break your neck 
you stupid jerk!" hollers Tau. 

"Don' t dictate to me you facist!" 
replies James," I bet you just want 
to go first." 

James is stuffing himself into the 
doughnut hole of our six foot diam
eter inner tube while Erik and Dean 
hold it upright. After much fumbling 
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and laughter James assumes his fe
tal position inside the tube. He gives 
the thumbs up, and Erik starts him 
rolling. The tube accelerates down 
the hill at a frightening pace. James ' 
rebel yell rapidly phases in and out 
as he spins, like an ambulance siren 
speeding away. 

James is bright but an average stu
dent, a punk rocker at heart and al
ways causing trouble. He will grow 
up to become a radical environmen
tal activist and spend six months in 
jail for inciting a Colorado riot. He 
will get married and move to a soy
bean farm in California. He will 
change and become a complex adult. 

But tonight this is all ahead of him 
and he is still an innocent and 
fun-loving boy. The tube is really 
barreling along now and bouncing up 
off the ground. It lands cockeyed and 
starts to flip end over end. James is 
launched out of his perch plowing 
face first into the hard packed snow. 
A glittering fan of sleet is sheared 
up into the air by his rapidly decel
erating body. 

"Moron!" yells Tau from the top. 
"Don't forget to bring the tube up 

for me, mama's boy!" adds Dean. 
"That was great!" replies James, 

still dislodging snow from his face 
as he plods toward the bottom of the 
hill where the tube now lies inert and 
lifeless. 

Uncontrolled laughter erupts to 
the right. My gaze settles on a pair 
of shapes hunched over something 
and giggling maniacally. As I stare 
they resolve into John and Valerie 
indulgently sucking nitrous oxide out 
of a small gas cylinder ensconced 
between them. 

Ronnie plops himself down 
abreast of them, "O.K. freaks, where 
the hell did you get that?" John mut
ters something about a friend that 
works for a dentist. Apparently sat
isfied with the ambiguous reply he 
requests a hit for himself. 

"Fer goo," is the mumbled reply. 
Ronnie imbibes a deep lungfull of 
laughing gas, his eyes glaze over and 
a wide smile envelopes his face. He 
rocks back and forth, eyes closed, 
and then flops over like an uncon
scious fish. 

Ronnie will go on to become a 
great traveler, following the four 
winds hither and yon across North 
America. He'll try to live in more 
places than most people visit. No 
matter where he goes, there he is: the 
story of a wanderer. 

Valerie, who is built like a True 
Alaskan Woman, thrusts her power
ful hands under Ronnie's armpits. In 
one easy motion she sits him up and 
shakes him. 

''Wake up, hippie," she barks. She 
is having fun watching him return to 
our reality. She studies his face in
tently, memorizing his transforma
tion. 

Her eyes are quick and percep
tive, her hands strong and talented. 
Exceptionally gifted, she will grow 
up to become a starving artist. She 
hopes in the great artistic tradition 
that she will attain fame long after 

her death. 
Ronnie comes back to life; 

"Thanks, but man that made me 
cold," mumble his slightly blue lips. 
He shivers through his many winter 
layers. 

" Doesn't make me cold," intone 
John's lips, also blue. 

"Maybe you're just not noticing," 
retorts Ronnie, his eye falling on a 
nearby pile of empty beer cans. 

" I am the Walrus!" burps and bel
lows John in response to the per
ceived challenge. 

He voraciously consumes what is 
left of his beverage, casts his plastic 
sled upon the hardpack and stands 
in it. His intention is clear: Surfing. 

"For luck my love," sings Valerie 
with mock theatrical flourish as she 
hands him the nitrous cylinder. He 
fi lls his lungs to the brim with happy 
gas and passes it back. 

"Don't break your head!" echos 
in from the left. 

Laughing from the right: "Hey, 
look at him!" 

John kicks off, body taut and legs 
like springs. Riding with athletic pre
cision he negotiates dip and bend. 
Headed straightaway for the jump at 
the base of the hill, his body seems 
to slacken. The sled careens wildly 
left, then right. He makes a recov
ery and then right at the moment of 
truth, right at the big jump he keels 
over like a bag of rocks. Now in 
dreamland he hits the jump hard. His 
body turns a floppy_ cartwheel in 
mid-air and smashes into the ground 
in a most unnatural way. The small 
form lays perfectly still. 

"That's got to hurt, 'I say. 
"When he wakes up," says Matt 

from my left. 
An uncomfortable silence fol

lows. 
I try to take a drink. The beer is 

frozen solid and the can flash freezes 
to my lip. I work to dislodge it. 

"I wonder if he's all right." 
Matt and I look each other in the 

eye. Matt and I will share in our lives 
over the years. He will become my 
best friend . I feel like I know him 
already. 

He cracks a mischievous grin, 
"the tube?" it says. 

I am thinking the same thing. 
Rousing ourselves from our icy 
abode we claim the inner tube from 
James, who is just making it back 
up. The tube refuses to remain 
steady, slipping and scooting like a 
thoroughbred straining at the bit. 
Finally we mount up, back to back 
on top and I am facing downhill, fac
ing the gaping maw of the monster. 
Facing uphill Matt does not seem to 
share my sense of impending lunacy, 
or perhaps he does because he gives 
a mighty shove with his legs and we 
are off. 

At first we move slowly with a 
gentile bouncing motion. It reminds 
me of my first ride in my Father's 
pick-up truck. We bob along at Sun
day drive pace, now, but still accel
erating. 

The hill is steeper here ... . 
Suddenly we are going way too 

fast. Cold air blasts my face and our 
cries of joy and terror ring high in 
my ears. Then we reach Tube Warp 
Speed. The bouncing oscillation has 
harmonized and we zip like a skip
ping stone down towards the jump, 
and John. Tremendous stinging 
winds buffet my face; I feel like a 
meteor plummeting to earth and a 
rocket blasting through space, free! 
I feel an airplane taking off with the 
rhythmic thump thump of the ground 
every second or so. I am the 
super-atomic speed machine launch
ing to the moon. 

Our intrepid astronaut checks his 
forward viewscreen. Collision Alert. 

"We don ' t want to hit him! 
"Steer left !" 
"How !?" 
John sits straight up. 
"What?" 
"Left!" 
Everybody dodges to the left. 
With a climactic rubbery boing! 

the tube meets the jump and we go 
flying. 

It's funny, thinking about them 
now. Tau the economist, working at 
his bank; Erik- his unforgettable 
transformation into a mountain man; 
Dean in his VW bus. John has his 
middle class values these days, I saw 
him a few years ago and he seemed 
happy, whatever that means. I 
phoned Matt a few weeks ago, and 
it's still cold in Alaska. The hill is 
still there, I hear, and sometimes I 
wonder if it still looks the same, but 
I never ask. I like to remember it the 
way it was. 

When I indulge myself in this 
memory I am reminded that life is 
like sledding. When embarking on 
the journey, we think we know what 
lies along the way. Maybe we do and 
maybe we don't but it goes by so fast 
that we' re not even sure. I just enjoy 
the ride while it lasts-and try not 
to crash. 

Keepingl 
lama Kihoi 
2nd Place 

It was a typical Saturday, when 
my family and I would take a long 
journey to the country, to visit my 
grandparents, aunts, uncles, and 
cousins. Approaching our destina
tion, my sister and I could hear the 
laughter from the neighborhood 
kids. My sister and I eagerly ran to 
ring the doorbell, as my grand
mother, with her up-sweep hairdo of 
brown and black and a smile from 
corner to corner, greeted us at the 
door. I never understood why we 
would make our way out to Kahuku 
every Saturday. I thought it was so 
we could visit all my relatives at least 
once a week. But, for some reason, 
this Saturday brought out a realiza
tion of my ignorance of not being 
aware of my Samoan heritage. 
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Jonathan lsabelo 
First Place 

"Jon! Jon! Smell this!" My sis
ter whispered frantically in my ear. 
I'd struggle to open my eyes, she'd 
exhale in my face, and the rancid 
aroma of stale beer and cigarettes (on 
one or two occasions the smell of 
vomit would overpower the two) 
would invade my nostrils. For some 
reason I always thought it was hi
larious. 

Being nine years older than 1, 
Carla had been an unwilling and 
sometimes unwitting role model. 
With our parents working until five 
or six in the evening, five or six days 
a week, she had no choice but to play 
surrogate mother and father and 
baby-sit me through my intermedi
ate and elementary school years. We 
would never really talk much, but I 
always felt safe with her. She was 
my big sister, who'd lick anyone 
who made trouble for me. When I 
was in kindergarten, Carla was in 
eighth grade at the same school. Al
most every morning, the same group 
of second grade boys would harass 
me. For some reason I had been 
singled out to be terrorized. They 
would ask me how much money I 
had at home, then threaten to beat 
me up the next day if I didn't bring 
it to school. After being repeatedly 
extorted, I told Carla about them. 
The next day she went down to the 
second grade classrooms with her 
boyfriend and they scared the shit 
out of my pesterers, who never both
ered me again. 

Above all the other descriptions 
I can think of, my sister was cool. 
She showed me that it is the indi
vidual and his (or her) view on life 
that makes him unique, and there-

fore special. Never one to knuckle 
under authority, Carla went out of 
her way (or maybe she just went her 
own way) to keep herself and her 
ideas her own. Her taste in music 
reflected that. She would relax and 
strum her ukulele to Kalapana or the 
Makaha Sons, and within the hour 
be cleaning her apartment like a hur
ricane, with a Guns-n-Roses album 
cranked all the way up. That may 
seem schizophrenic, but I saw it as 
total freedom. Why trap yourself into 
hearing a repetitive dirge that has 
been done and redone when you can 
use the music to fuel the feelings in
side of you? The way she treated her 
musical interests proved to me that 
what you listened to would depend 
on how your mood changed from 
moment to moment, from day to day. 

Accepting all types of music as 
various facets of human imagination 
and purpose, Carla could afford to 
have a wider view of things in gen
eral. She knew, and taught me 
through her actions, that it is silly to 
look down on another way of life just 
because it is "different" or "weird." 
It's much easier to have fun when 
you're not busy calling someone 
"stupid" That's something that Carla 
was really good at: having fun. She 
and her friends would go on nigh~ly 
drunken "ghost hunts" around the 
hills of Kaimuki, exploring, aban
doned houses, searching for the un
known, looking for the thrill of 
thrills. 

Rarely would I see my sister sad 
or depressed. She would always have 
some strange, off-the- wall comment 
to make me laugh or give her reason 
to laugh at me. Once, when I was 
with her and her friends at the beach, 
she somehow noticed dirt or some 
kind of lint in my navel. I was prob
ably eight or nine years old, but she 
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After exchanging hugs and kisses 
with everyone in the household, my 
cousins and I were making our way 
out the door to join the neighborhood 
kids in jump rope. But, before we 
reached the door, our grandmother, 
trying to get our attention, yelled 
with her Samoan accent, "Would you 
kids like some papa?" Papa is a Sa
moan dessert that keeps children and 
adults content for days, especially if 
grandma makes it. Like the wind, we 
heard her words speak those magi
cal syllables and we all answered, 
"Yes! Thanks, Grandma!" Then we 
ran out of the house, slamming the 
screen door behind us. 

A few hours in the sun made me 
very exhausted, so I decided to go 
into the house: My parents, aunts, 
and uncles were congregated in the 
living room watching television and 
talking about their children's accom
plishments. My grandmother was 
working in the kitchen gathering the 

essential ingredients needed for this 
delicious treat. I asked her if I could 
help her and without hesitation she 
said, "Of course, don' t forget to wash 
your hands now." I washed my hands 
and said to myself, ''Yes, now I can 
make papa on my own and I don ' t 
have to come all the way to 
Kahuku." 

I watched her carefully as she 
placed the three cups of flour into a 
large bowl. Then she began her in
structing: "See my dear, first you 
place the flour into the bowl. Then 
you add six teaspoons of baking 
powder." Reaching toward the cabi
net and ever so slowly opening the 
cabinet door, she brought down a can 
of Carnation milk. "You see, Lama, 
this is the secret of good papa," she 
cleverly remarked with a grin across 
her face and a wink for secrecy. I 
enthusiastically begged her, 
"Grandma, can I please open it for 
you?" She passed the can to me and 

didn't hesitate . "Why don't you 
clean your piko? What if your girl
friend wants to lick inside?" she 
burst out laughing, leaving me 
self-conscious with a stupid grin on 
my face. 

She'd play with me like that all 
the time, like older siblings always 
will, but she never made me feel 
unloved, even in the middle of our 
most heated shouting matches. Af
ter I grew older and she moved out 
of our parents' house, our relation
ship deepened. We began seeing 
each other more as equals. I was still 
her kid brother, but by that time had 
gained the capacity to carry on 
in-depth conversations with her. 
She'd tell me her "guy problems"
how much of an asshole this guy 
was, or how cute my gymnastics in
structor was, and I'd offer my naive 
advice, which she would always take 
seriously. We could relate so well
as younglings it would be me and her 
against our parents, despite our age 
difference. 

In her early twenties, she was 
beginning to see the futility of a ri
valry between her and our parents, 
while I was still rebelling and hat
ing them for nothing. Our mother 
had whacked us with the belt count
less times as children, and I had al
ways resented that. One day, our 
conversation led to the subject, and 
I said, ''If mom ever hits me again, 
I'm gonna hit back ." 

Carla 's eyebrows scrunched to
gether in anger. She looked straight 
at me with hard eyes. ' 'No. Don ' t you 
ever do that. You respect her. You 
respect our family and forgive, 
'cause when all your friends are 
gone, our family will be all you ' II 
have. Friends say they'll stand by 
you and all that, but in the end, the 
only ones who really vvill is your 

at that moment I felt so honored for 
I held the key that made papa taste 
so good. 

We added the ingredients all to
gether in a large mixing bowl and 
my grandmother immediately began 
to knead the bread. She twisted and 
she mixed and then she turned to me 
and said, "Would you like to try?" I 
answered so quickly, "Yes, please 
grandma." I was no longer a seven 
year old girl; I was a big kid now. 
As I began mixing the dough with 
both hands, the contents of the bat
ter was piling on the floor. My grand
mother let out a chuckle and her for
giving face lit up as she wiped the 
flour off my cheek. 

Lama, you must be gentle," she 
said as she took the dough and folded 
it inwards left to right over and over. 
The mixture of all the ingredients 
began to fuse together as my 
grandma kneaded the dough. Her 
tender wrinkled hands took mine and 

family." 
And all this corning from a girl 

who used to have to go out to the 
backyard and pick the haole koa 
switch she would get lickings with. 
This corning from a girl who had, in 
the past, silently renounced her par
ents by moving out without telling 
them and flying to California to live 
with her friends for three months. 
And when she returned she did so in 
a trench coat and torn jeans, sport
ing four new holes in each ear and a 
haircut that nearly made mom faint. 
Although I considered her one of the 
wisest people I knew, I disagreed 
with Carla when she said that about 
family. I actually thought she had 
been brainwashed by our parents. 

Now that I am at the same age 
that she was when she made that 
point, I can understand where she 
was corning from. She had done it 
all--drugs, drinking, temporary 
abandonment of family; she was a 
classic rebellion case. And in the 
end, she came to a conclusion that 
was hers, one that she had to go and 
find for herself because she was so 
damn stubborn. And she didn't want 
me to have to go through all that 
trouble to realize what took her years 
to discern. She.loved me enough to 
try to spare me from the world, in a 
sense. 

Carla, God rest her soul, was one 
of the people I held the most respect 
for-and still do. She did what she 
wanted, when she wanted, and took 
the consequences with a stiff back 
and a hard head. She didn't take 
bullshit from anyone, and made sure 
to pass that trait down to her daugh
ter, Casey. When Casey was still in 
preschool, Carla took her to a park 
to play with her new ball. After a few 
minutes of playing with the other 
children, Casey came running back, 

directed them, as we folded the 
dough repeatedly inwards, left then 
right. 

The final step was placing equal 
amounts of dough into small pieces 
of aluminum foil. After the last foil 
was filled with dough, my grand
mother placed them into the oven. I 
felt exhausted though, my grandma 
and I could hardly wait for the out
come. The sun began to set and all 
of my cousins were making their 
way back into the house. Their par
ents took them by the hand and led 
them to the shower. The aroma of the 
baking bread began to fill the house 
along with hungry adults and chil
dren. 

I waited patiently with my grand
mother, conversing about nothing in 
particular; then, she leaned over and 
whispered to me, "You know Lama, 
you are the first of my children and 
grandchildren to ever le·arn how to 
make papa." Focusing back on my 

crying because one of the boys had 
taken her ball and wouldn't give it 
back. Carla calmly explained to 
Casey to take it back. So Casey, fed 
up with asking, walked right up to 
the boy, shoved him over, and 
snatched the ball back when he 
dropped it. While that may not have 
been the most peaceful solution, 
Carla didn't want Casey to feel help
less in the face of opposition, and 
was making sure she learned not to. 

Carla taught me much that I am 
grateful for. But she never came 
across to me as a conscious role 
model; she would never have told 
me how to live my life, perhaps be
cause in her own eyes, she wasn't 
the perfect person. But what she did 
and the way she acted were her les
sons to me, whether she was aware 
of it or not. How she treated me as 
her younger brother showed me love 
in action. She was always there 
when I was having a hard time, and 
her advice always seemed to work. 
Fate has set me up to be the role 
model for Casey, and I at least have 
the memory of my own sister to 
guide my actions. 

Carla had a hard side and a soft 
one, bpth backed up with a good 
heart. When I imagine an ideal per
son, I think of the sister that would 
drive my friends and me wherever 
we wanted to go, the sister that 
rented hotel rooms after my high 
school dances. I think of the sister 
who told me , ''If you and your 
friends ever want to drink, don't go 
to a park or nothing, just come to my 
house." I don ' t cry when I remem
ber her death, but something tugs at 
the bottom of my heart when I think 
of her smile and her unbending wilL 
And that something smells vagu . y 
like vomit, stale beer and cigarett ;s_ 

main purpose on learning how to 
make papa, I recognized that mak
ing this bread was a respo~sibility. 
Not just for personal pleasure of be
ing accessible to the making of the 
bread, but for keeping a tradition 
going for generations to come. For I 
now understand that papa is not just 
a delicious treat, rather a part of what 
and who I am, Samoan. 

The bell sounded off and my 
grandmother placed two oven mit
tens on her hands and brought out 
the steaming hot bread. "Don't touch 
them! They're still hot," she said 
with a concerned pitch in her voice 
as she could sense the excitement 
that I was radiating. A few minutes 

·later she opened one up, and we be
gan to share it together. My face fit 
up as I began to understand that com
ing to Kahuku every Saturday was 
my opportunity to keep a tradition 
alive. 
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Sleep on the Roads of Witchery 
stood why he did these things to me . 

Kai Gaspar 
Special Mention 

"The energy will not have a 
voice. It will feet iike cold silk 
against the skin. It will only want to 
find you at night when the world is 
unaware of its presence. Can you 
remember what the air of snow was 
like? Do you remember falling into 
the ice and my arms as they pulled 
you away? That is the way it shall 
be the next time she comes. My fin
gers felt as life didn ' t they? And you 
never cried when you saw this 
strange place of no colors. You only 
smiled at me and watched your 
breath twist away like the spirits that 
watch over you. They're resting in 
the pine needles above you. The 
waters hide their faces when you fall 
into the sea." 

She said these things to me after 
I awoke screaming in that old room. 
My three-year-old heart was more 
afraid of not understanding the na
ture of what was happening than the 
actual images themselves. The 
house, with its tin roof and faded 
wood skins, belonged to my 
mother's friend whose husband had 
left her recently for another woman. 
Loneliness had punctured her heart 
so that everything else could drain 
away. In need of company and some 
spark of life within her horne, she 
had asked us to stay for a short spell. 
Our own house, a sad collection of 
broken items no longer wanted by 

the rest of the world, slept only a 
quick walk up the road . There was 
no electricity, so a kerosene lantern 
was placed alone on a floor that 
could burn the feet with its dark 
morning chill. And the waves out
side carried their angers and flailings 
up the side of the cliff to pour in 
through the open veranda, every 
crash on the rocks eroding my own 
security. The ocean and fiery shad
ows seemed to relish the company 
of one another, creating a low orange 
tide along the walls. I tried to recall 
what had taken place. But it was evil 
bred out of someone's arrogance and 
cowardice. 

I began by telling her how the 
dream smelled. There was a rot that 
began lightly. The deeper I traveled 
in the more I became aware of the 
sour grounds I had been trying to run 
away from. My nostrils stinging in 
the midst of such filth. And then 
there was nothing to see anymore, 
for all directions were sliding back 
and I was left to wander in the dark 
ring that had left nowhere for me to 
go. And I saw death at the bottoms 
of my feet; ancient bones of my an
cestors laid out to be fed upon snakes 
and parasites. The kind of creatures 
that do not make sense. The kind of 
creatures only the wicked would 
want to cast'upon children. I couldn't 
move anymore. And I did not know 
how to escape a place that had wel
comed me in so quietly. No walls. 
No boundaries. Only a lazy horror 

that drowned me beneath it. I could 
only cry and wish for my mother to 
come and pull me away with her 
arms that were life. And I opened my 
eyes. 

She combed her fingers through 
my hair, brushing away the bad 
dreams. It was something that had 
always brought me comfort. I could 
feel the hysteria, that had once been 
choking my breath, begin to lessen 
itself That 's when she would once 
again unravel a story that only 
brought strange pictures into my 
head. I only knew their meanings 
based upon how they felt inside of 
my heart. I could never recite them 
back to anyone with certainty or clar
ity that would make them sound rea
sonable. 

"Remember how the Juning trees 
came to life so that they could watch 
over us and keep us safe when we 're 
in trouble?" I had heard this before 
and I nodded, pretending to under
stand exactly what she was saying. 
"They grew out of the most power
ful and delicate souls that had sweet
ened the earth where they now 
stand." And though I knew what she 
would say, in that poetic voice of 
hers, I asked again what they looked 
liked. "The luning trees are every
where. They're always strong and 
they can see everything inside of 
you. So you must touch them with 
kindness and respect. And if every 
you take a piece of them away, 
whether it's a leaf or a fruit or a 

flower that has fallen from its stem, 
you must leave something behind as 
a gift. And if you have nothing to 
give, then you leave a tiny bit of 
this." She put her palm against my 
chest. 

"Did you see anyone inside of 
your dreams?" 

I shook my head, but I knew 
whom she was thinking of. And she 
was right. It was a man who sought 
pain against my mother by punish
ing me. Every piece of ground has 
within it a breath that is at once 
soothing and destructive. A loss of 
balance of this cryptic strength ei
ther results in the ecstatic meeting 
of peace and melody, or the soured 
workings of those who bring harm 
within the night. The seashores upon 
which my family lived contained a 
great struggle of these forces. And 
the few who sought to gather con
trol of them existed in a state of nei
ther good nor evil, only selfishness. 

So the man who had given me 
these dreams was not made of evil. 
He played victim to the same mis
guiding habits and behaviors that 
spread through us all. Some of us are 
better at drenching their fires than 
others. These fires burned in this 
man of primitive superstition who 
had given me a proper name after my 
original one was found to belong to 
someone else. There existed between 
him and my mother a hatred that was 
as strong as their respect for one an
other. And I have never fully under-

Over the years I have come up 
with my own ideas based upon what 
little my mother has told me about 
him. Perhaps his actions came out 
of a petty spite for the strong willed 
words she would often cast at him. 
Sometimes I think that he was jeal
ous of me and of my spirit. Some
times I wonder if he wanted me for 
himself-capture me in his old 
magic and bend me towards the an
cient ways like my father was sup
posed to do had he not lacked the 
will. When I'm alone at night, I can 
feel this will, harvested by guardian 
energies, seeping through me in 
shapeless forms. The roads of witch
ery are sometimes mistakenly trav
eled by the foolish and trustful. But 
there is a part of me that needs to 
roam their paths with eyes shut and 
heart trembling. 

"Do you know what Mommy 
taught you to do?" There was pur
pose and sincerity in her voice. She 
was no longer telling me a story. And 
to this question I knew the answer 
well. I was supposed to say disgust
ing things to that which is frighten
ing but holds no real strength. For 
there is nothing real and decent that 
rains down upon youth with hurtful 
intent. So I must degrade it and re
flect its own shame with my words. 
My mother would let me curse the 
night, already losing to the fresh 
mountain lights. 

And then she would continue on 
about cold silk and snowy places ... 

YOU'RE AUlOMATICALL Y 
ELIGIBLE! The 1999 Summer Session 

Schedule of Classes is out 
Pick them up at: 

Maida Kamber Center- 'llima 103 
Information Office - 'llima 1 05C 

KCC Bookstore- 'Ohia 116 

or may be viewed on: 
http://leahi.kcc.hawaii.edu/-iso/sched/ 

This summer there are 3 sessions. The first 
six-week session is from May 17 to June 

25, 1999. The second six-week session is 
from June 28 to August 5, 1999. The ten-week 

session is from May 17 through July 26, 1999. 

If you're a current student- you're automatically 
eligible to register for summer classes. No new application 

to complete. 

The registration form is on the back of the schedule 
of classes. So register NOW! 
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Microbrewery set to open next fall in '0'helo building 
Charles Bohannan 

Editor 

Do you love beer? Sure, we all 
do! But do you love great beer? If 
you do, look no further than KCC. 
Beginning with planning and con
struction this summer, KCC's first 
micro brewery is scheduled to open 
this coming fall in a new addition to 
the 'Ohelo building. The department 
overseeing this milestone event will 
be none other than the Cul inary Arts 
Program, who conceived of the idea 
earlier in the fall of 98. 

KCC Faculty Senate and City and 
County of Honolulu Liquor Com
mission for approval. 

"We crossed our fingers and 
waited for the decisions. All of our 
dreams and work were on the line, 
and all we could do was wait," 
Rapoza said. 

After two months of phone calls, 
meetings and application fees, both 
parties gave the go on the micro 
brewery at KCC. 

"I forced myself to not get too 
excited by the approval but instead 
focused on making this actually 
happen," said Rapoza . 

vate contractors, with the winning 
bid won by J. Holt and Associates. 

"We plan to make this brewery 
not only fully functioning by Sep
tember, but also the most beautiful 
one in the state," said a spokes
woman for J. Holt and Associates. 

"I know it sounds outrageous, but 
thi s campus is a wonderful location 
for a microbrewery," said Joseph 
Rapoza, KCC culinary arts student 
and home brewer."We have the 
money, space and knowledge to 
make this happen." 

Installation begins for microbrewery in the 220 Grille. 

Orders for two (mixing) tanks 
and six fermenting tanks have since 
been placed to mainland companies, 
and are scheduled to aiTive in early 
June. Hops and imported malts 
have also been ordered from com
panies in Germany. Floor plans and 
contract bids were released to pri-

The beers, ranging from light 
pilsners to Irish extra stouts, will be 
served fresh on tap in the Ka 'lkena 
Lounge starting in mid-September. 
Rapoza will work as the head brew 
master and will have an assistant, 
who has not yet been chosen. The 
two will be responsible for brewery 
operations , sanitation and seasonal 
beer rotation. Ideas are underway 
for a mini-bar in the 220 Grille, but 
are not yet confirmed. 

"KCC students need a place to 
gather and socialize over great beer. 
It's a tradition of the ages that I feel 
will bring this col.lege closer in years 
to come," said Rapoza. 

Rapoza and friends met last Oc
tober to draw up plans and propos-

als for a split level brewery to be 
attached to the 220 Grille. It will 
include enough brewing tanks to 
brew six featured beers concur-

Slottery offers relief 
Wendy Murwin 

Staff Writer 

If you one of those students who 
think the term "extra cash," refers to 
the change (and whatever else is 
stuck to it) found under the back seat 
of the car, or cab, your days of semi 
starvation could be coming to an end. 

K.C.C has decided to hold a Semi 
Biannual Slattery. What is a slottery 
you ask? A slottery is a sorta -fot
tery. Every six months, or when the 
moon is right, KCC will pick the 
number of some lucky student and 
that fortunate individual will be the 
recipient of a generous cash prize. 

In addition to cash, lesser awards 
will also be handed out as consola-

tion prizes, including: exemption 
from quizzes for one week in the 
class of your choice; five points 
added to your GPA for those of you 
whose GPA is dangling over the 
black hole known as academic pro
bation; one week of free lunches. 

These are just some of the spec
tacular awards being offered in 
KCC's new Semi Biannual 
Slottery! Don't pass up this oppor
tunity to cash in on these prizes! 

If you wish to enter, simply mail 
in your name, address, and a $10 
entry fee to KCC Slottery!, Dia
mond Head Rd., Honolulu 
Hawai'i, or contact the website, 
http : // one-is-born-every
rninute.getagrip.com. 

MTV's 'Real World' 
cast offers workshop 

Aja Kop lege students ... this promises to be 
Staff Writer one of the most interesting seasons 

Everyone knows that MTV is in MTV has ever aired." 

town. Heck, you cannot pick up one The workshop will be held on 

of the several newspapers on the is- May 5, from 10:30 a.m. to 12 p.m. 

land without reading about the cast in Kalia 107 . It will include infor-

or turn on the T.V. without seeing mational lectures given by three 

something about "The Real World." cast members followed by lunch at 

Prepare yourselves, students, for the the 220 Grille. Lecture topics will 

Real World at KCC! The Arts and include: 

Sciences Department is proud to • Self Esteem - How to look good 

present a workshop, "Reality: A and know it. 

Student 's Guide to Survival in the • Academics and You - What ·s the 
big deal? Real World." led by three of the cast 

members of the "Real World." In a • Subcultural boundaries trends and 

joint partnership between KCC and how to follow them (presented 

MTV, cast members will work along by a cast member and the KCC 

side various teachers and staff. marketing slaft) 

The cast members themselves • Hawai' i and it's people- as based 

have agreed to head this workshop on the experiences of cast mem-

as a means of not only supporting bers on their camping trip to 

themselves, but having a more rich Waianae. 

and invigorating learning experience This promises to be a fun and 

in Hawai'i. very exciting workshop that may 

Lauren Price-Fisher, head of op- offer the KCC campus the positive 

erations and public relations affairs television and news exposure it so 

for MTV in Hawai 'i said the cast bad! y needs! Join in and help show 

members found a new desire to teach. your Aloha to MTV and the Real 

"The cast really felt as if they had World cast! If you are interested 

to get more in touch with the people please pick up a sign-up form at the 

as opposed to living in their own re- Information Office in Lama 119. 

ali ties, and I encouraged them to pur- Workshop is free of charge. Hurry, 

sue this goal by meeting local col- because space is limited! 
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rently, a large walk-in refrigerator 
with holding tanks and an all stain
less steel line system for serving. 
Final plans were submitted to the 

I' 0 R t IJ c F D l 1 C: A T I 0 :'..: n 11 d R L S E t\ R C H C 0 i\1 l\1 l 1 :'..: I T Y 

"TIAA-CREF sets the 

standard in the 

financial services industry!' 

-Morningstar* 

AAA 
- S&P and Moody's 

rat ing tor TIAA*~ 

" A • I ··· mencas 
Top Pension Fund.!' 

.. ·-Mon~yMagazine, January 1998 

IDGH MARI<S FROM 
MORNINGSTAR, S&P, MOODY'S, 
MONEY MAGAZINE AND BILL. 

"l'l Te take a lot of pride in gaining operating expenses that are among the 

lowest in the insurance and mutual fund 

industries.*** 

With TIAA-CREF, you'll get the right 

choices- and the dedication- to help you 

achieve a lifetime of financial goals. The 

leading experts agree. So does Bill. 

~ 

V V high marks from the major rating 

services. But the fact is, we're equally 

proud of the ratings we get every day from 

our participants. Because at TIAA-CREF, 

ensuring the financial futures of the educa

tion and research community is something 

that goes beyond stars and numbers. TIAA-CREF can help you build a com

fortable, financiaUy secure tomorrow, with 

tax-deferred annuities, mutual funds, IRAs, 

insurance and more. 
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We became the world's largest retire

ment organization by offering people a 

wide range of sound investments, a 

commitment to superior service, and To find· out more, call us at 1800 842-2776. 

www.tiaa-cref.org 

Ensuring the future 
for those who shape it.'"' 

*Source:: Momingstar,Inc., Principia V1Jri.Jtblt Anru~it;ts/.Ufe 12/31/98 . ... These top r.~tings are based on TIAA's nceprional financialst rc:ngth, claims-paying ability and ovc:raJI operating performance. 
•••Sta~tthnl &PooYs lruw,..nct Ratiy An.Lyris, 1998; Upper Analytical Services~ Inc., Lipper--Dine~ ArUl]tical D.ta, 1998 (Quarterly). TIAA-CREP lrw:lividual and lnaitutional Services, Inc. 

dittributca CREF ~rtifica1c1 and intereall in the TIAA Real E.tate Account. Teacher. PertOnallnveaton Sc-rvitta. Inc. di1tributt1 the TIAA-CREF Mutual Funda. 
For more complete infonnation, indudina charsc• and upe:ntcs, pleax call for proapec:tuaea. Read them carefully bc:f'ore you inve1t or .end money. To requeat proapec.tuaea, call 1 800 &42-2733, ext. 5509. 

lnvatmenta in aecuritics auch u mutual funds and variable annuitie1 arc aubject to certain rialta includins the pouiblc lou of princi~. l/99 

.. 
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JOBS 
For informatwn call the Job 

Placement Office at 734-9514 or go 
to 'llima 103. 

Oftice Help: mcludes light data 
entry, bank reconciliations. Prereq: 
Computer skills, 2 yr accounting 
degree desired, MAS90 accounting 
expenence helpful. M-F 8-5:30 

Clerical help in multi-faceted 
business office. Qualifications: typ
ing 50 Wpm, 10-key adding machine, 
MS Word and Excel, good command 
of English. $6 .25/hr w/ possible in
crease. 

Clerical positions available re
quiring skill with MS Word/Excel , 
general office skills. Pff, Fff. 

The Tamarind Seafood Company: front, Ronald Simon, Yumiko 
l1jima; back rO\IV, Duke Kauinui, Ryan K. Nomura, Frank Vasek, 
Harold Fujita. 

API•nlllA~h; Chun 

The rest of the company gather in the kitchen with Chef Alfredo 
Cabacungan (left): Yoko Takabashi, Vinh Nguyen, Rode/ Asuncion, 
Rex Badua, David Kim, Randall Lee and Ryan T. Nomura. 

City Bank is hiring Pff and F/t 
tellers. Must type 25 wpm, computer 
experience and 6 mo. cash handling, 
customer service exp. preferred. 

Student open Tamarind Seafood Restaurant 
Dental Assist., 16 hrs/wk, $7.50/ 

hr, Koko Marina Shopping Center. 
Waialae School part-time jobs: 

Technology assist. to repair/main
tain computers. Background in Mac 
and Windows. Paraprofessional tu
tor, 8:15- 11:15 a.m., max. 15 hrs/ 
wk, $9.82/hr. Able to work with chil
dren with special needs, K-6. 

Sushi Prep Assist., wknd shift, 
6-10 p .m. Be able to handle knife, 
cut fish, sashimi. $5.25/hr. 

Computer networking tech, PT. 
Req: experience with connectivity in 
dial-up environments, experience 
with Windows NT Workstation, 
Windows '98, ' 95, 3.11 and DOS. 1 
yr hands-on experience or training. 

A seafood restaurant in the Tama
ri nd room of the ' Ohelo building 
opens this week entirely operated by 
a student-run Tamarind Seafood 
Company. 

The 13 students are in their last 
semester in the Culinarylnstitute of 
the Pacific, and enrolled in a 
practicum class taught by Chef 
Alfredo Cabacungan. the goals of the 
course are to offer students the ex
perience in opening, owning and 
operating a commercial restaurant 
business. 

The students issued 1000 shares 
of common stock on a lottery basis. 
President of the corporation is 

Harold Fujita; vice president is 
Randall Lee, and secretary-treasurer 
is Ryan K. Nomura. The students 
created their own stock certificates, 
developed their own by-laws and 
elected themselves as the board of 
directors . 

Students will do everything from 
baking bread, cooking, and waiting 
on tables to advertising and promo
tion and doing accounting and bud
geting. 

Restaurant hours are 5:30 to 8 
p.m., Tuesday through Friday except 
holidays. Price for complete dinners 
range from $18.95 to 29.95. Forres
ervations call 734-9484. 

Tamarind Menu (a sampling) 
(A ll dinners include appetize1; sa lad, dessert, beverage) 

Appetizers 
Gri /led Oysters 

Grilled Shrimp and Scallop Kun Pao 
Sashimi and Sushi Pairing 

Tamarind Salad 
Pastas 

Linguine, Sauteed Seafood and Spicy Marinara Sauce 
Fresh Catch of the Day 

Tamarind Specials 
Cioppino 

Grilled Tenderloin of Beef 
Char-broiled Twin Lobster Tails 

Tiger Prawns 
Steak and Lobster Combination 

Live Mam Lobster 
Dessert of the week 

Weel<ly Calendar 
Legend: V' Workshops •!• Presentations (ijFilms 

(§.ill. Campus restaurants re-opening this week: 
~ 220 Grille: check the bulletin board 

for daily specials 

The LAC Grammar Workshops are FREE, but students must sign up at the LAC main counter by noon Monday the 
week of the workshop they want to attend. For disability accommodations, students should call Gail Harada at 
734-9342 at least 10 working days before the workshop they want to attend. Kapi'olani Community College is an 

Equal Opportunity/Affirmative Action Institution 

Tuesday. 3/30 
fJl Alani Movie Day in Ohia 118 

at 10-11 a.m .. 
•!• Dick Gregory, comedian , anti
drug crusader, author, will speak at 
UI-1 Manoa Campus Center tonight 
from 5 -6:30p.m. His talk is titled 
"Race, Class and Minority 
Struggles: How They Intersect with 
nonviiolence and Peace." 
•!• League for Innovation in the Com
munity College Art Exhibit. From 
now until May 15 at Kapi'olani 
Corrununity College, The 220 Grill. 

Wednesday. 3/31 
•!• Cafe Act: Solo, 12-1 p.m. 

flj Family Movie Night in Ohia 

118 from 6-8 p.m. 

Thursday. 4/1 
APRIL FOOL' S DAY I 
Easter Celebration. 
Passover. 

flJ" Sleepless" Film Showing in 

'Ohia 118 at noon& 6:15p.m. 

Friday. 4/2 
Holiday: Good Friday. 

flJ Hawai 'i International Film Fes

tival Spring Fling kicks off with 
"God Said 'Ha!'" 2 and 5 p.m. at 
Hawai 'i Theatre Center. Julia 
Sweeney, Saturday Night Live vet 

brings a humorous show dealing 
with life ·s hardships. Admission $6; 
$5 for members. For tickets call528-
0506. 

Saturday. 4/3 
Holiday 

V' First Aid Training: 8:30a.m. (6.5 
hours) in Kauila 108. The course 
number is EM991FA101D, the cost 
of this course is $48.50 (Textbook 
included).Please contact the OtTtcc 
of Continuing Education and Train
ing at 734-9211 to register. Any 
questions, please call the Depart
ment of Emergency Medical Ser
vices at 734-9288. 

fjJ HIFF Spring Fling shows three 

films: "Restless" at noon; "Jose 
Rizal" at 4 p.m. and "Cookie's For
tune" at 8 p.m. See 4/2 entry for 
details."Restless," written and di
rected by a USC and Beijing Film 
Academy graduate, is a bittersweet 
romantic comedy about displaced 
20+ers living in Beijing. 
Rizal" is the most successful Filipino 
ftlm made about Philippine nation
alist and martyr Jose Rizal. 
"Cookie's" is the 1999 Sundance 
Film Festival's opening night film 
about an archetypal southern town. 

Sunday.4/4 
Easter Sunday. 

f.IJ HIFF Spring Fling presents 

"Hard Day's Night," a re-release of 
the classic Beatles ' film, 1:30 p.m. 
"Among Giants," a romance set in 
the Yorkshire Moors at 4:30p.m .. 
"Metro land," a witty film about ado
lescent rebellion and evolution to 
adulthood at 7:30 p.m. For details , 
see 4/2 entry. 

Monday. 4/5 
•!• Music Recital in the Grille .. . l2-l 
p.m. 
V' UI-1- Manoa: Department of Com
mumcation. Learn about the options 
as a corrununications major at UH-. 
M, program requirements, and the 
various career opportunities . 12-1: 15 
p.m. in lllima 202B 
V' HPU Business Programs. Outline 
of HPU programs in Business and 
transfer information. 12-1: 15 p .m. in 
llima 202C. 

Announcement 

The U.S . Postal Service has re
leased its new "Fnd the Cure" stamp 
to help fund breast cancer research. 
It was designed by Ethel Kessler of 
Bethesda, MD. Instead of $.32 per 
stamp, this one costs $.40. The ad
ditional $.08 will go to breast can
cer research. A book costs $6.40. If 
all the stamps are sold, it will raise 
an additional $16,000,000 for can
cer research. 

Ka 'lkena Dining Room, lunch and dinner 
. For reservations at Ka 'lkena call 734-9488. 
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