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International Festival 
opens here Tuesday 

Laura Meyer 
Editor 

KCC's twelfth annual Interna
tional Festival will begin Tuesday 
and run 'through Friday, March 24. 
The festival is KCC's largest event 
of the year and celebrates the cul
tural diversity that has become such 
an important part of KCC and 
Hawai ' i. 

The festival gives students the 
opportunity to learn about and ex
perience cultures they would not 
otherwise be exposed to . 

The festival will kicks off with a 
Hawaiian blessing outside of the 
'Ohi'a at 9 a.m. A parade of cultures 
will take place after the blessing. All 
students are encouraged to dress up 
in clothing that represents their 

country and join the parade. It prom
ises to be both colorful and fun
filled. 

This year's festival is entitled 
"Milestones" and will feature a 
number of experts and entertainers 
representing cultures around the 
world and showcase student writers, 
artists, musicians and dancers. 

Amo~ghts of this 
year ' s festival will be a lectures on 
both Samoan and Polynesian 
tatooing, several martial arts dem
onstrations, speakers on Hawaiian 
issues. Women navigators from the 
H6kii1e'a, which returned to 
Hawai'i March 12, will discuss their 
recent accomplishments. 

For a complete listing of festi
val events see page 4 and 5 of this 
week's Kapi'o. 

Last chance to speak u·p 
on tuition increase 

Laura Meyer 
Editor 

Students are invited to voice any 
questions, concerns or information 
regarding the proposed tuition in
crease at an open forum from 12-
1:15 p.m. in the 'Ohi'a auditorium 
on March 15. 

A sleep-in rally to protest the the 
proposed tuition increase is sched
uled for March 15 at UH Manoa. 
The rally was organized by the 
ASUH, the Graduate Students Or
ganization and the Student Caucus. 
More than 14 student organizations 
are taking part in the rally. On 
March 3, Ka Leo, the UH Manoa 

student paper also reported that 
Native Hawaiian activists and their 
supporters are joining the rally to 
protest the Rice v. Cayetano deci
sion by the Supreme Court, devel
opment on Mauna Kea Scientific 
Reserve and tuition waivers for Ha
waiian students. 

The Board of Regents meets on 
March 16 so the sleep-in rally and 
student forum are your last chances 
to express any concerns you may 
have regarding the tuition increase. 
Students are also urged to fill out 
petition below to oppose the in
crease. If you have any questions 
you can call Hannah Bingham at 
384-1441 or 524-1274. 

Petition 
We the undersigned students of the Univer
sity of Hawai'i System oppose the Univer
sity of Hawai'i tuition proposal increase.J. 
2000-2001 through 2004-2005. 

Print Name Signature 

If any student would like to sign this petition, do so 
in the designated area and deposit in folder on the 
door of the ASKCC office in 'Ohia 104 (down the 
hall from the bookstore) by 12:30 p.m. on Thursday 
March 16. 

' 
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Festival offers dances from many cultures 

The Phoenix Dance Chamber will bring their dances of China, Tibet and Mongolian dancing to this year's 
International Festival. 

KCC campus to -....ndergo construction 
to give access to physically-challenged 

Laura Meyer 
Editor 

Work began this week on gradual 
meandering pathway through the 
cactus garden that will help serve 
those in wheelchairs. The pathway 
is part of a year-long project entitled 
"Modifications for the Physically 
Challenged" to make KCC conform 
to current standards for the physi
cally challenged. 

The cost of the project is 
$7 42,512. It is being funded by The 

Department of Accounting and Gen
eral Services. Allied Builders has 
been contracted to do the work. 

One of the main purposes of the 
project, according to Auxiliary Ser
vices Officer, John Messina, is to 
have a continuous path through 
campus that would give those in 
wheelchairs the ability to get any
where on campus they need to be. 
The cactus garden will serve as the 
path from the parking lots and bus 
stops to campus. 

While the cactus garden has be-

photo by Samantha Pekar 

Tony Obatay, grounds supervisor, digs out one of the succulents from 
the cactus garden in preparation for walkway construction. 

come one of the highlights of KCC's 
landscaping, it was, according to 
architect Thomas Lim;· the most 
practical and cost effective site of 
all those ronsidered. Other sites 
were rejected because of costs and 
site suitability. However under
standing the importance of the cac
tus garden, Lim said he took great 
pains to develop a plan that would 
preserve the garden while also serv
ing the needs. of the handicapped. 
And, in the end, the pathway will 
be integrated into the cactus garden, 
preserving the area's landscape. 

Other work to be done on cam
pus includes modifications to the 
'lliahi, 'Ohi 'a and Lama buildings. 
Work on the central courtyard is set 
to begin on March 27 and, if all goes 
well, should be finished by April 21. 

Since the work on the walkway 
will be done during school, students 
will have to take an alternate route. 

However, the work to be done on 
the Lama, Ili'ahi and 'Ohi'a build
ings will not start until summer. 
Renovations on those buildings will 
include modifications to the 
restroorns and fire alarms. While 
there was a need for more improve
ments, planners were under budget 
constraints and decided to modify 
the most utilized buildings on cam
pus. The entire project should take 
no more than a year. 
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Mongoose on the loose ... 
TylarUmeno 
Mongoose Lady 

Around a large rock half way up 
th~ path between Lot B and 'llima 
a group of mongooses congregate. 
Two mongooses step onto t'he rock; 
it is the famous Kapi' olani Kimo 
and his friend Moku Mongoose. 

Moku Mongoose along with 
Kimo are the Hawai'i chapter heads 
of Mongooses for a Safer World, an 
international organization commit
ted to keeping the world's endan
gered species safe. The current is
sue that MSW is focused on is the 
brown tree snake that is threatening 
the rufous fantail, bridled white-eye, 
Guam rail, and Micronesian king
fisher in Guam. The reason they are 
targeting the brown tree snake in 
particular is its blatant disregard for 

the lives of known endangered spe
cies. 

The strategy is simple: mon
goose agents go into the lairs of the 
brown tree snakes and either secret 
away the eggs for disposal or smash 
them in the nest. 

This approach of dealing with 
the snakes may seem cruel and in
humane but it has been found to be 
the most successful mode of con
trolling the population. A brown tree 

· snake can lay between 10 to 15 eggs 
at a time. If the mongooses were to 
fight each of these snakes one-on
one, the death rate would be much 
higher than it currently is and the 
likelihood of the survival of the en-
dangered birds that the mongooses 
strive to protect would be greatly 
lowered. 

"Although we try to stress paci-

fism and the different species coex
isting in harmony, sometimes we 
need to have militarist views to en
sure the safety of others," said 
Kimo. 

At present the strategy for 
Hawai'i is controlling the illegal 
immigration of brown tree snakes. 
The Hawaii chapter of MSW have 
agents working at the Honolulu In
ternational Airport who sniff incom
ing baggage and parcels for snakes. 
Should a snake be detected attempt
ing to enter the state customs offi 
cials are alerted and a report is filed 
with the organization. 

The organization is trying to 
trace the movements of the brown 
tree snake in order to better under-
stand its thought processes so that 
they can better know how to deal 
with confrontations in the future. 

Maximillion Mongoose and his 
wife Alexis, whose children were 
stolen from their nest by a brown 
tree snake, founded the organiza
tion. Their goal, simple, to keep the 
world safe for their children and 
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their children's children. This goal 
has broadened to include the chil
dren of other species. 

"I just want my kids to be able 
to enjoy the world the way I was 
able to when I was their age," said 
Moku. 

Free internet classes are jam packed. Help needed 
RoyOnomura 

Special to the Kapi 'o 

NtM is a free basic computer 
class on learning to use e-mail and 
to surf the Internet. The Saturday 
class is being offered to the com
munity and students for free. An
other class will be held in Kalia ll 0 
on Saturday, March 18 from lO a.m. 
- 1 p.m., and again for five weeks 
in April. 

Five weeks ago, the class started 
with a dozen people. Now the class 
is overtlowing the computer lab, 
which has 23 computer stations. It 
is hoped we will be able to expand 
into Kalia 109 also. 

Together, three of us, Keahi 
Chun, Daniel Ling and I passed out 
flyers at KCC, and went into the sur
rounding community to convince 
neighbors how user-friendly com
puters really are. The most common 
response we got was, "You know 
how old I am? I cannot do comput
ers." Many who took the class were 
retired seniors who wanted to know 
what the Internet was all about. 

Daniel Ling helps Edith Kimura navigate the Internet. 

By the end of each class, all par
ticipants were capable of doing 
searches of various topics and ac
cessing or sending messages from 
their e-mail account. We discovered 
that teaching this computer class 
was personally rewarding. 

In this day and age, it is helpful 
for people to have basic computer 
skills. College students need to 

learn how to word process, E-mail, 
and search for information on the 
Internet. I remembered the first time 
I used a computer. I felt insecure and 
intimidated because I didn't know 
anything about computers. I even 
felt embarrassed because I didn't 
even know how to tum the computer 
on. I disclosed these frrst-time feel
ings to my fellow students, Keahi 
and Daniel. I told them that there 

must be many students and people 
· in the community who have no com
puter skills, but would like to learn 
if they had the chance. "Let's teach 
free computer classes for the stu
dents and the community," I said, 
and Networking the Millennium 
(NtM) was born. 

Keahi Chun: Teaching the com
puter class is very rewarding for me, 
and it's a good idea. Where else can 
beginners go to learn basic com
puter skills for free. It gives me such 
a good feeling inside to be helping 
a neighbor in our corrununity take 
their first step into new possibilities 
and opportunities. It's all starting 
here .. . at KCC's Networking the 
Millennium! 

Daniel Ling: The Networking 
the Millennium project is something 
that gives me, Keahi and Roy, as 
students, a glimpse of what it is like 
to switch from the role of students 
to teachers. After the first class ses
sion, it is definitely a good feeling 
to get emails from students in the 
class that they got a lot out of it. 

Roy: People who took the class 
had a great time and were amazed 

Speak Out! Questions & photos by Thomas Krown 

here do you see yourself in five years? 

MikeHee 
ICS 
Cruising on vacation. 

Tiare Shiraki 
Smkt 
Career in advertising, 
happy with myself get
ting rich. 

NikSmith 
Business 
I will have my own 
business and also be 
flying for United Airlines. 

Joanna Kim 
Liberal Arts 
I would like to work with 
A team of chemists and 
produce new products 
and sell them in my 
beaut Salon. 

at how easy it was to use the com
puter, and 90 percent of those people 
didn't have a computer. There is a 
definite need in our school and com
munity to teach basic computer 
skills for free. Seeing the students 
smile is awesome. I love it when 
they come up to us after the class to 
thank us for a good time. 

In order to keep these classes 
going, we need your help. Please 
help by volunteering to help teach 
at these sessions. Call 734-9578 
and leave your name and phone 
number. Your help will be greatly 
appreciated! 

Correction 
In last week's article, "Japa

nese therapists visit ... "Miss 
Yokogawa is part of a physical 
therapist faculty that teachers 
students about the physical 
therapy program. She was here 
to learn about Hawaii's physi
cal therapy assistant program, 
and Cardiopulmonary physical 
therapy. 

Kapi'o is published Tuesdays by the 
Board of Student Publications at 
Kapi'olani Community Coll.ege, Uni
versity of Hawai'i. It is funded by stu
dent fees and advertising. Kapi'o 
reflects the views of the editors and 
writers who are responsible for the 
content. Circulation is 3,000. 
Editors 

Laura Meyer 
Cherie Sapp 
Tylar Uemeno 
Tui McBraun 

Staff 
Mina Hemmy 
Michelle Poppler 
Samantha Pakar 
James Kim 

Cartoonist 
Asian Robles 

Kapi'o Online Editor 
Tad Adachi 

Adviser 
WiniAu 

Kapl'o welcomes all submissions. but 
the ed1tors reserve the nght to ed1t for 
length and content. PubliCation ts not 
guaranteed. 
Ne)(l deadline Tuesda . March 14 
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Xnowin!J !JJ(ore Jl£ouf !he Ban!Jua!Jes of !he World 
Cherie' Sopp 

Editor 

Did you know that there are 
seven thousand languages in the 
world? For over half of those 7,000 
there are less than 10,000 speakers. 

. When do you know if a language is 
endangered? 

Wednesday, March 8, Dr. Peter 
Ladefoged, Professor Emeritus at 
UCLA, gavea lecture titled, '' Sav
ing the Sounds of Endangered Lan
guages." Dr.Lagefoged predicted 
that in 100 years, there would only 
be 3,0001 anguages left. It is a safe 
estimate, since neither you or I, will 
bearound to prove me wrong, 
Ladefoged chuckled in his proper 
English accen t. 

Why does he predict that more 

than 4,000 languages will disappear 
in the next hundred years? It is 
simple really; the small languages 
of the world have little chances of 
survival because they are not prof
itable. Unless a society lives in iso
lation and does not need its neigh
bors, it will be exposed to one of 
the more commonly spoken 
tongues, he said. 

The top I 0 spoken languages are 
spoken by 48 percent of people in 
the world. According to Ladefoged, 
those languages are Chinese Man
darin , spoken by 88.5,000,000 
people: English, 322,000,000; 
Spanish, 266,000,000; Bengali, 
189 ,000,000; Hindi, 182,000,000; 
Portuguese,l70,000,000; Russian , 
170,000,000; Arabic (all forms) 
161 ,050 ,000 ; Jap anese , 

Margery Bronster: 
Making legal history 

Cheri~Sapp 

Editor 

In continuing with the celebra
tion of women 's month, Margery 
Bronster visited KCC last Tuesday 
and spoke on "Women and the 
Law." If you don't already know, 
Margery Bronster was the Attorney 
General for the State of Hawai'i. 

Bronster was born and raised in 
New Jersey. When it was time for 
college she chose to study Chinese 
Literature. It was her belief that in 
order to understand another coun
try you must understand their lan
guage. 

"If someone would have said to 
me then, that I would someday be 
the Attorney General of Hawai 'i, I 
would have asked them what they 
were smoking," . Bronster said. 

After a stint in Chinese literature, 
Bronster went_to law school, and af
ter law school she started working 
on Wall Stree~ Bronster was happy 
in New York and public service 
wasn't attractive to her. She was 
making good money exactly where 
she was at1d --did not see her life 

changing mu:ch. 
Then alotjg _cinne love. Bronster 

fell in love· "~ith a Hawaiian. She 
found herself f-Ollowing him back 
here to Hawai'i. Once here she 
started her o\vn law practice, work
ing on lawsuits with big companies 
in disputes with each other. "The 
game was which big company gets 
the money and how much falls to 
the lawyers in between," she ex
plained. 

After six years in law defense, 
Bronster saw the infamous ad in the 
paper. Governor Ben Cayetano was 
looking for people to flll various po
s'itions in his administration. 
Bronster was convinced she 
wouldn't get the j9b. A friend con
vinced her that if she didn't try she 
would never know. So she sent in 
her resume. 

Next thing you know, her secre
tary was telling her she had a call 
on line one, and it was some man 
who said he was the Governor. 

Cayetano asked if she 'd be in
terested in coming down for an in
terview. She had gotten this far but 
the interview was a whole other ball 
game. 

There were 18 people sitting 
across from her, asking her ques-

tions and "judging" her answers. 
About 20 minutes into the interview 
Cayetano asked Bronster, ''How do 
you fee l about being my lawyer?" 

Bronster had researched the po
sition she was applying for prior to 
her interview and was pretty confi
dent in what the job description 
was, according to the Constitution. 

"Governor, excuse me, but I be
lieve that the Attorney General rep
resents all of the departments of the 
legislature. He or she is to be the 
lawyer of the people for the State 
of Hawai 'i." After that reply her in
terview was over and the rest is his
tory. 

In Bronster's four and a half 
years as Attorney General she was 
exposed to thousands of cases . 
There were 530,00 matters pending 
when she took the office. A few of 
the cases she was involved in in
cluded the gasoline litigation, the 
first se ttlement of which was $15 
million, and the tobacco litigation, 
which settled for over $1 billion . 
She also s tarted the controversial 
investigation of the Bishop Estates. 

When asked how she feels about 
not being in goverment anymore, 
Bronster commented that it is nice 
to be out of the system because now 
she can see more clearly what is 
wrong with the system. 

In the time that she has been 
''o ut" she has devised three major 
things that we, as a society, need to 
start demanding from our public 
officials: The first is openness and 
access . "Public officials are sup
posed to serve the public; they need 
to be available to us." 

The second is integrity and eth
ics. "When a contlict of interest oc
curs, we have plenty of other offi
cials who can hear a case." 

Finally, Bronster believes if we 
demand these things that our gov
ernment will work much more ef
ficiently and be run for the people. 

In the end Bronster encouraged 
everyone to get involved. "When 
you see something wrong, pick up 
the phone, send an e-mail. Make a 
difference and let people know how 
you feel." 

An audience member asked her 
when she was going to b~ running 
for public office. She said she was 
flattered and replied, "Not any time 
soon" but she would not rule it out 
for the future. 

125,000,000; and German, 
98,000,000 people. French ranks 
somewhere at number 11 or 12. 

Languages are diminishing so 
quickly because children no longer 
speak in their mother tongue. Chil
dren go to. school where they learn 
one of the major languages. Even
tually the mother picks up on the 
common language and stops speak
ing to her children in her native dia
lect. Employers offer rewards to 
people who speak one of these ma
jor languages. Television, radio, 
and films also encourage the use of 
these;} languages. It is too expensive 
to produce them for small crowds. 

Ladefoged is concerned for the 

traveled the world in search of those 
sounds. He has spoken to different 
peoples across six continents . He 
described some of the difficulties in 
his search and how native languages 
are the hardest to obtain. 

linguistically possible. Endangered 
languages may have sounds you 
don't find anywhere else, he re
marked. 

Ladefoged continued his lecture 
by explaining the variety of conso
nants and vowels. There are 600 dif
ferent consonants in the world and 
200 differetit vowels. He also gave 
everyone a sample of the different 
varieties by using taped voices. For 
example he explained there are 83 
different ways to begin a word wi th 
a "click" in Botswana. 

· 4,000 less common languages . 

For many groups of people their 
language is sacred. Ladefoged 
spoke about a tribe he visi ted where 
he spoke to the elders about his 
concerns for preserving their native 
dialect. The elders were just as con
cerned as he was. yet they did not 
want Ladefoged's help . They did 
not want dictionaries and textbooks 
on how to do it. If they accepted his 
help, that would mean the world was 
gett ing too close to the sacred mys
teries of their lives. 

He hinted on the danger of only 
one world language or maybe even 
I 0 world languages. Consider 
Ladefoged's comment,"When alan
guage dies the culture dies ton. " 

I 

When a language dies the culture 
dies to, old sounds disappear, he 
said. It is an ambition of Ladefoged 
to hear and describe all of the dis
tinct sounds of the worlds lan
guages. He described how he has 

Ladefoged admits that his inter
est in preserving these languages is 
a selfis h one. As a linguist he sees. it 
as a loss of a valuable resource for 
study. Ladefoged needs these 
languges to help him find what is 

If you are in terested in finding 
out more about the concept or One 
World, check out the newest issue 
of Colors, which expands on this 
concern. You can find it at your lo
cal bookstore. 

RETIREMENT iNSURANCE MUTUAL FUNOS TRUST SERVICES TUITION FINANCING 

Deferri~g taxes with 
TIAA-CREF tan be so 
rewarding, you'll wonder 
why you didn't do it sooner. 

One of the fastest ways to build a retirement nest egg is 

through tax-deferred Supplemental Retirement Annuities 

(SRAs) from TIAA-CREF. 

With funds automatically deducted from your paycheck, 

you can easily build income to supplement your pension 

and Social Security. 

And your contributions to SRAs grow undiminished by 

taxes until you withdraw the funds.1 Add to that TlAA

CREF's solid investment performance, bolstered by our 

commitment to keeping expenses low, and you have more 

money working for you. 

So why wait? Let us help you build a comfortable retire-

INVEST AS UTTLE AS ment today with tax-deferred 
$25amonth 

through an automatic SRAs. We think you will find it 
payroll plan2 

rewarding in the years to come. 

.. 

IT'S EASY TO SAVE MORE THROUGH 
THE POWER OF TAX DEFERRAL 

$102,068 
- ==:---1 

567,514------~ 

W Tu-delenedsavingsiftertaxes I 
• After·tnsavings 

541,232 
531,933~----- l l 

$13,052 
-------1 

511,609- .. 
10YEARS 20YEARS 

I 

3D YEARS 

In this hypothetical uample. sening aside $100 a month 
in a tax-deferred irmstment with an 8% return in il 
28% ux bracket shaws better grawth thin the sillle 
net am1111nt pit into asmngs iiCrount.J 

1. Under federal tax taw, withdrawals prior to age 59 1/2 are subject to restrictions, and may also be subject to a 10% additional tax. 2. You may be able t,o invest up to th~ IRS m~x
imum of $1 O..SOO per year. To receive a personalized calculation of your maximum contribution, call TIAA-CREF at 1 800 842-2776. 3. The chart ~~e IS presen!ed _for 1llustr~ttVe 
purposes only and does not reflect actual performance, or predict future results, of any TIAA-CREF account, o~ reflect expe_nses. TIAA-CREF lnd1v1dual and lnst1tut1onal Servtces, 
Inc. distributes CREF certiftcates and interests in the TIAA Real Estate Account. Teachers Persona/Investors Servtces,lnc. d1stnbutes the vanable component of the personal annu
ities mutual funds and tuition savings agreements. TIAA and TIAA-CREF Life Insurance Co. issue insurance and annuities. TIAA-CREF Trust Company, FSB provides trust services. 
ln~tment products aN not FDIC insured, may lose value and aN not bank guaranteed. For more complete information on our securities products, including charges and 
expenses. call 1 800 842-2776, ext. 5509, for the prospectuses. Read them carefully before you invest or send money. C> 2000 TIAA-CREF 1/00. 
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Kapi'olani Community College 

Twelfth Annual International Festival 

March 21, Tuesday 
Opening Day 
9:00- 9:30 Hawaiian Blessing 
Outside 'Ohi'a cafeteria Mele by: Kawika Napoleon and the students of Hawaiian 

Language.· 

9:30- 10:15 
Campus wide 

10:30- 11:45 
' Ohi'a auditorium 

10:30- 11:45 
Olona 205 

12:00- 1:00 
'Ohi ' a cafeteria 

12:30- 1:30 
' Ohi' a auditorium 

1:30-2:45 
The Great Lawn 

1:30- 2:45 
1•6hi'a auditorium 

3:00-3:45 
'Ohi'a cafeteria 

5:30- 8:30 
'Ohi'a auditorium 

6:00-7:15 
'!lima 202 B & C 

International Parade of Cultures 
Wear the native clothing of your country and join in the 
colorful parade led by: African drummer Sango and the 
International Students of KCC. 

Keynote Address 
' 'Reconciliation : A Milestone in Hawaiian-U.S. Relations" 
Guest speaker: Lilikala Kame'eleihiwa, UHM, Hawaiian 
Studies. 

The Splendor that was Myanmar 
Slides and stories from the history of Burma. 
Guest speaker: Michael Aung-Thwin, UHM, History. 

Kanikapila: Hawaiian Music Festival 
Don't miss the excellent sounds of the Hawaiian Music 
Festival. Featuring slack key artist Ledward Ka ' apana. 

Culture, Communication and Language 
Interpretations shoot-out at the KCC language corral. 
Featuring students reading in a foreign language, and 
interpretations that will delight you. Hosted by: Yukio 
Kataoka, KCC. 

Where am I? : The Global Positioning System 
Guest speaker: Dennis Nullet, KCC, Geography. 
Learn more about the GPS system, mapping and practice 
finding latitude and longitude with a portable receiver 
communicating with a satellite. 

Through the Eyes of Maori 
Guest speaker: Michele Tupou. Remarkable Maori films 
reveal a great deal about Maori culture. Co-Sponsored by: 
Pacific and Asian Affairs Council 

Milestones in Music: Rhythms and Ethnic 
Songs. KCC keyboard ensemble playing popular ethnic 
songs. Directed by: Anne Craig, KCC, music instructor. 

Japan: Land of the Rising Sun 
Experience-the wonderful blends of Asian cuisine at this 
lecture & demonstration featuring the food of Japan. 

Milestones in Navigation: Closing the Triangle 
Apprentice navigators discuss recent accomplishments of 
Hokiile'a. Guest speaker: Pi'ikea Miller, Moana Doi, & 
Catherine Fuller. 

March 22, Wednesday 
. Milestones in Cultural Experience 

9:00- 10:15 Polynesian Tattoos 
'!lima 202 A & B Ancient art enjoys a modern revival. Guest speaker: 

10:30- 11:45 
'Ohi'a cafeteria 

12:00- 1:00 
'Ohi'a cafeteria 

12:00- 1:00 
Kukui tree near Kalia 

12:00- 1:15 
'Ohi'a auditorium 

12:00-1:15 
Olona 105 

1:30-2:45 
Olona 115 

Keala Losch, KCC, Hawaiian Studies. 

Tatau: What One Must Do 
The Samoan tattoo, or Tatau, is renowned throughout the 
Pacific for its unique marking and remains a unique 
symbol of Samoa. Video introduced by: Annie Moriyasu of 
Pacific Islanders in Communication. 

Capoeira: Brazilian Martial Arts 
Guest speaker: Leonardo Raposo Naito and his students. 

A Milestone in History: Dedication of KCC 
PiJhaku. Kumu Hula John Lake and students dedicate the 
KCC great pohaku & time capsule. 

Intersecting Circles: Reading By Hapa Writers 
Hosted by: Gail Harada, KCC. Reading by writ~rs in 
Bamboo Ridge's exciting new anthology, accompanied by 
Editor Marie Hara. 

Milestones in Local Issues 
Discussions about Hawai 'i by students of Robert Johnson, 
Speech 251. 

Women in India 
Guest lecture: Radhamani Ratnam, East West Center 
Fellow. Discover the issues confronting women in India in 
this most informative lecture. 

Asian and Pacific ·Literature Reading 

1:30- 2:45 
'Ilima 202 B & C 

. 1:45- 2:45 
Maile Dance Room 

3:00- 4:15 
'Ilima 202 B & C 

3:00-5:00 
'Ohi'a auditorium 

4:00- 6:30 
Koa Art Gallery 

6:30-8:30 
'Ohi'a Auditorium 

Languages. Coordinated By: Tom Kodo, Sue Fujitani, 
Renee Arnold, Carol Beresiwsky, Linde Kei1, Soon ah 
Yuen, Ranee Cervania, & Kawika Napoean. 

Wordstone: Making our Experiences Solid with 
Words. Coordinated by: Leigh Dooley and Jill Makagon, 
KCC. A student reading featuring the original creative 
works of emerging student writers. 

Milestones in Movement: A Dance Performance 
Performed by: The students of Dance 131/132 under the 
direction of: Mimi Wisnosky, KCC Dance Instructor. 

Buddhology: Fusion of Buddhism & 
Technology. Gue.st speaker: Adulya Tongtipya, KCC 
student & Thai Buddhist Monk. 

International Film Showing 
Central Station, Brazil. Coordinated by: The 
International Students Club. 

Contemporary Vietnamese Paintings 
Reception for the artist Fong Tran. 

International Film Night 
Sopyonje, Korea. Coordinated by: The International 
Students Club. 

March 23, Thursday 
KCC Student Clubs & Folk Art Activities Day 
9:00- 10:15 
'Ilima 202 B & C 

10:00- 10:45 
'Ohi' a cafeteria 

10:30-11:45 
'Ohi'a auditorium 

10: 30 - 11 : 15 
Olona 205 

11:00- 12:00 
'Ohi'a cafeteria 

12:00- 1:00 
'Ohi'a cafeteria 

1:30-2:00 
'Ohi'a cafeteria 

1:30- 2:45 
'Ohi'a auditorium 

2:00- 3:00 
Koa gallery courtyard 

2:30- 3:00 
'Ohi'a cafeteria 

3:00- 4:15 
'Ohi'a auditorium 

8:00- 10:00 
'Ohi'a cafeteria 

'Ilia 'ulaokalani: A Milestone for the Hawaiian 
Cultural Practitioner. Guest speaker: Victoria Holt 
Takamine, UHM. Discusses important political progress 
made by Hawaiians in the reawakening of their culture. 

Flamenco Dance of Spain 
Guest artists: Vanessa Chong, Aamenco dancer, and her 
students. Witness the passion and the frre of Spanish dance 
and join in for the hand clapping. 

Horizons: A Student Centered Conference 
Student papers, performances, and reading from the 
excellent student BOSA publication "Horizons". Coordi
nated by: Robin Fujikwa, KCC. 

The Ethnic Minority People ofCh{na 
Guest speaker: Dru Gladney, Asian Pacific Center. Co
Sponsored by: Pacific and Asian Affairs Council. 

Great Drums of Africa and the World 
Guest artist: First Circle. Drum, dance, & song. 

The Art of Hawaiian Music 
Guest musician: Recording artist John Cruz & friends . 

Kendo: The Art of Self Defense 
Guest artist: Shigeo Yoshinaga and his friends of Kendo. 
Co-sponsored by: Pacific and Asian Affairs Council. 

Readings by Native Hawaiian Writers in 'Oiwi 
Hosted by: Gail Harada & Lisa Kanae, KCC. Native 
H_awaiian writers read from their publication milestone 
'Oiwi. 

KihiJ' Alu: The Art of Hawaiian Slack Key Guitar 
Guest artist: Recording artist Leward Ka' apana performs 
with students of Music 122D. Directed by: Sheryl Akak.a, 
KCC. 

Filipino Dance and Martial Arts _ 
Guest artist: Bayanihan Club of KCC perform traditional 
Filipino dances. ·· 

Mao, Ping Pong and Me 
Guest speaker: John Roderick, former Associated Press 
news correspondent to China, who chronicled the life and 
times of Mao Tse-Tung. Co-sponsored by: Pacific and 
Asian Affairs Council. 

Latin Salsa Night: Dare to Baile Latino 
Guest instructor: Roberto Vargas, Jr. Join us as our guest 
instructor gives you dance lessons for one hour, including 
the steps and movements of Salsa, Cha Cha Cha, and 
Merengue. Then guest DJ, Jorge Cahalan will spin great 
Latin tunes all the rest of the evening. 

March 24, Friday 
Milestones in Life & Culture 
9:00-9:50 
'Ohi'a cafeteria 

10:00-2:00 
Front of 'Ohi'a cafeteria 

10:30- 11:20 
Koa gallery courtyard 

Milestones in the Deaf Culture 
Dramatic scenes performed by deaf and hard of hearing 
students. Hosted by: The KCC Gallaudet Center. 

Traditional Japanese Mochi Pounding 
Guest: Linda Fujikawa and Moriso Teraoka, KCC. 

Poetry Reading & Coffee Hour 
Hosted by: Keith Kashiwada, KCC. Interpretive poetry 
rP:triino hv lhP <:tniiPntC! nf ~""""h ")'ll Un<"n;t .. l;t .. '"'" 
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11:30- 12:00 
'Ohi'a cafeteria 

'Ohi'a cafeteria 
12:30- 1:15 

1:00-4:00 
Kopiko 241 

3:00-5:00 

The Music and Dance of Samoa 
Guests: Radford High School SaJIK>an · 
Performing Arts Club. Don't miss this award 
winning group. Co-sponsored by Pacific and 
Asian Affairs Council. 

Dances of China, Tibet and 
Mongolia. 
Guest dancers: The Phoenix Dance Chamber. 
The Phoenix Dance Chamber's repertoire 
ranges from enchanting folk dances to 
classical forms with beautiful costumes and 
fascinating stories. Co-sponsored by Pacific 
and Asian Affairs Council. 

Milestones in Health 
Students teaching students about HIV/AIDS. 
Learn more about this serious health issue, in 
a four-hour workshop of current facts 
available to the nursingprofession. 

International Film Showing 
'Ohi'a auditorium "Red Sorghum," China. Coordinated by 

The International Students Club. 

6:30- 8:30 International Film Night 
'Ohi'a auditorium "My Life as a Dog," Sweden. Coordinated by 

The International StudentsClub. 

Come Join the Parade of Cultures 
at the International F·esti~aL -~ 

'> , ,..r / ;. •' ' .... .,.,._., -1!~·~ ,;:_./Y ~.~ ' 
The parade of cultures has become one of the· highlights of the Interna-
tional festival. The· parade consistS·;of student~ aful fa¢.id~y who dress in 
their native costumes and parade around 'campus. The colorful parade at
tracts people from campus and the commonjt)''who. co_me to, experience 
the different cultures represented in the parade!·:Thfs year's parade will be 
led by the Afde,~rrdrummer Sango and KCC's i'nternati'onal students. If 
you or your group are interested in being a part of the parade please con
tact Barbara Norfleet at 734-9731 or e-mail at norfleet@hawii.edu 

Word stone 
making our experiences sol id with words 

Wednesday, March 22, noon- 1:15 p.m. 
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News 

Folk and Art Presentation 
March 23, Thursday ONLY, 10:00 -2:00. 
The Traditional Arts of India: 
Mendhi: The art of Indian hand painting 
Flower Rangoli: Indian flower art and decoration 

Hawaiian & Asian Folklore and Crafts: 
Lomi Lomi massage by: Honolulu School of Massage 
Hawaiian games by: The Queen Emma Civic Club 
Wili Wili seed lei making by: Vanya Fagasa 
Lauhala weaving 
Hawaiian sculpture 
Hawaiian lei making 
Kapamaking 
Hawaiian tattoo presentation by: Keala Losch 
Kumihimo: The art of braiding by Noriko Sand & Carol Nagano 
Sumie: The art of Japanese calligraphy by Nobuko Izumi 
Contemporary Chinese seal carving by: Stephen Kow 

International Foods 
Different food offerings in the 'Ohi'a cafeteria & Island-Style Cafe each day. 

Campus Art Displays 
"Contemporary Vietnamese Paintings" in the Koa art gallery 
''Historical Jewelry and Ceramics" in the Lama library 

/1 d\ ~-i9bt 1n Jntf1Av 
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Two evenings- Thursday, April 6 & Friday, April 7 seating at 6p.m. Enjoy a beautiful evening of Indian 
cuisine with delightful Indian food prepared by Chef Kusuma Cooray and the students of Continental 
Cuisine. $45/per-person. For night in India reservations call: 734-9715 or 734-9383 . 

When you're ready for the next stage in your education, talk to ' us. 
At Chaminade we can help you make the transition easier with credit 

evaluation, transfer grants, and need-based aid. We also have an articulation 
agreement with your community college. Our curriculum spans over 
20 programs in~luding Early Childhood Education with a Montessori 

emphasis, Interior Design, Forensic Science, Pre-Med and Pre-Law. 

For on-line applications and more about Chaminade University, 
visit our Web site at www.chaminade.edu, call 735-4735, 

or stop by 3 140 Waialae Avenue. 

Chaminade University 
OF HONOLULU 

I 
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Hokule'a Homecoming Ceremony 

A Journey through time 
'We must sail in the wake of our ancestors to find ourselves' 

N ainoa Thompson 
Over the last 25 years, Hokule' a has sailed almost 100,000 miles across all major migration and voyaging 
routes of ancient Polynesia, the equivalent of four times around the globe. She has become a Pacific 
symbol of native competence and achievement, reconnecting people across time and space, unifying oral 
tradition, science, and human aspiration. Hokule' a has profoundly reshaped the way the world thinks, and 
has challenged us as a community to chart our own course in search of the kind of tomorrow we want for

1 

our children and generations to come. She has become a cultural icon, and her master navigator, Nainoa 
Thompson, a visionary of the 21st century. 

Cynthia Henrie 
Staff Writer 

The celebration honoring the 25th 
anniversary of the launching of the 
Hokii le'a was at Kualoa Beach Sun
day, March 12. Morning light's first 
rays illuminated the sky, when I saw 
the familiar Chinaman's Hat, signal
ing I had arrived at Kualoa. Even 
though it was early and still un
crowded, l felt a sense of urgency to 
get down to where the canoe would 
arrive. Since this special celebration 
was planned just for crew members 
and the extended Hokiile ' a ohana, the 
public was allow to watch from be
hind a roped off area. The rope was 
made of hand plated ti leaf; some
one had made hundreds of feet of this 
rope. I felt wonder over this. It re
minded me, that by conservative es
timates, there are more than 6 mil
lion volunteer hours by men, women 
and children that have gone into help
ing the Hokiile'a sail. 

The air was cool and breezy as 
we walked along the shoreline. There 
were people already gathering along 
the edge of the beach. The kapu line 
was guarded by a double line Samoan 
security force, outlining the imagi
nary line where the public could stand 
and watch the proceedings. I stood 
there for a couple of hours with my 
video camera watching the crowd 
collect. It was especially fascinating 
to watch the different Polynesian 
groups readying themselves for their 
part in the ceremony. 

I can't take my eyes off the rich 
spectacle that's unfolding in front of 
my eyes. The photographers keep 
jamming towards the front, jockey
ing for position. Despite all this, ev
eryone remains warmly good-na
tured. 

The sonic background is entranc
ing. Conch shells echo back and 
forth, spontaneous songs of call and 
response. Toning trios and quartets of 
conchs, fill the air with harmonizing 
melodies. Chanters take their turns 
singing out their songs. There is a 
definite feeling of everything taking 
its own time here. The sun moves 
higher above my head, and everyone 
feels the heat. There are many chil
dren around me oblivious to the -cer
emony, just having fun splashing in 
the water. 

We are mesmerized by the sights 
of the gathering. The rich detailing 
of the costuming absorbs me. There 
are many wonderful variations of a 
naturalistic effect, using leaves, ferns, 
seeds and flowers , to create a majes
tic look. I make a mental note of how 
to make a great hat out of a ti leaf. 
Groups of men stand proudly in their 
loincloths, with handmade imple
ments ofwarriorship tucked into their 
belts. There is a wonderful group of 
elders in black suits and ties, sport
ing amazing capes with shapes of 
crescent moons and stars in appliqued 
velvets, all in rich shades of gold and 
red. The effect is of true royalty or 
Alii. Matching women with flowing 
hair fuss over details of their billow
ing shirts. 

I see more powerful tribal tattoos 
in this crowd then any other place 
I've ever been to. And what magnifi
cent designs they are. These are not 
angry, bitter slogans or silly render
ings, these tattoos have an awesome 
power . Both men and women sport 
complex repeating panels of designs 
that cover sections of their bodies. 
There are several groups supporting 
facial tattoos and this seems remark
ably expected at this event. All of a 
sudden I realize, even though it seems 

like I am looking at a reenactment of 
the past , this entire ritual is com
pletely contemporary, and in the mo
ment. What I am witnessing is like a 
porthole into the future, with a new 
reclaimed culture growing and evolv
ing completely new, yet drawing 
richly on the past . It is a wonderful 
day for the spirit keepers of the 
people . 

The first part of the ceremony was 
called Ho'okipa. As the canoes ar
rive, there is a ritual exchange of 
conch shells and callings. There are 
greetings and chants and welcoming 
dances. The crowd is hushed during 
all of this. After each series of greet
ings. the crew is paddled to shore 
where there are ritual greetings by a 
cere111oniallineup of dignitaries and 
well wishers. 

The second part in a ceremony is 
the Ho 'ola' a where all the honored 
guests are served awa' and ceremo
nial food. It is very important that 
everyone remains silent during this 
part of the ceremony. It is fascinat
ing to observe at close hand, the par
ticular way they mix the ' awa. Large 
groups of young men ceremonially 
serve the awa to each of the crew 
members. The purpose of Ho'ola' a 
is to enable the crew to make a spiri
tual transition between life at sea and 
the return to land. 

Mau Piailug , Hokiile' a 's firs t 
navigator was there, as were repre
sentatives from Tahiti and many of 
the islands the Polynesian Voyaging 
Society has visited. 

At this point after hours of hold
ing watch on my spot, my video cam
era runs out batteries, conveniently 
affording me an escape from the 
overpowering sun. I retreat to the 
shade of nearby trees. I enjoy my new 
vantage point, next to John Lake's 

halau. I notice how affectionate ev
eryone is with each other. There are 
variations in greetings . Some people 
press their foreheads together. Ottl
ers plant firm kisses on both cheeks. 
Everywhere there are warm aloha 
hugs . I am reminded of the affec
tionate nature of the aloha spirit, and 
its innate generosity. 

In the near background I can he~r 
the Ho'omaika'i section of the cer
emony continue. The feeling is a 
little more relaxed. There is a lot of 
chanting and short remarks by visit
ing dignitaries. 

There is a rumble of activity as the 
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energy shifts, and the Ka ' i ceremo
nial procession of the ·entire group 
starts at the beach and moves toward 
the stage area up under the trees. I 
take the opportunity to again run up 
and snuggle into a front line view as 
the whole amazing procession of 
crew members and everyone else pa
rades by me on the way to the formal 
program. The whole process so far 
has taken about three hours longer 
than the printed schedule suggests. 
Many people are taking advantage of 
the plate lunch offerings of fish 
laulau, kalua pork and lomilomi 
salmon. 

'We are a product of our Experiences' 
The definite highlight of the for

mal program was the talk by Nainoa 
Thompson, head navigator for the 
Hokiile' a. If there were a crow n 
prince of the voyaging movement, 
everyone would certainly agree that 
it would be Nainoa. He has spent his 
whole adult life serving the mission 
and vision of the Hokule' a. In an ex
ceptionally heartfelt and earnest talk 
he recounted some of the most pro
found moments of the last 25 years. 

It was moving to hear his tribute 
to the character of Eddie Aikau , the 
legendary li feguard and big-wave 
surfer who was lost a sea while at
tempting to paddle a surfboard to 
shore to summon help. I had to re
flect on what an impactful event it 
must have been to him as a very 
young man to live through the trag
edy of losing Eddie at sea. 

N ainoa said the task for the voy
aging society in the new millennium 
is to find a new context in which our 
voyaging heritage and our canoes 
play a vital role in education to build 
a bridge between the values of the 

past and the needs of the future. He 
then spoke abou t the evolution of 
culture, the need to ensure that the 
next century would be the century of 
Pono -of balance-between all 
people and all living things and all 
resources of the planet. 

Earn bachelor's 
degrees with 
specializations in: 

Accreditation report ready for viewing March 31 

Day, evening and 
weekend programs 

Convenient location 

Affordable tuition 

Free parking 

Personal attention 

University of Hawai'i 

West 
O'ahu 

UH West O'ahu offers 
junior- and senior-level 
courses to eligible· 
students who have 
completed an associate 
in arts or 55 credits of 
qualified college courses. 
Call us at 454-4700 or 
visit our home page at 
www.uhwo.hawali.edu. 

An Accredited. Equal 
Opportunity/ Affirmative' 

. Action Institution 

Accounting 

Anthropology 

Business 
Administration 

Economics 

Hawaiian-Pacific 
Studies 

Hi~tory 

Justice Administration 

Literature 

Philosophy 

Political Science 

Psychology 

Public Administration 

Bob Johnson 
Special to Kapi 'o 

Since January 1999, nearly 100 
members of the KCC community 
have been working on a self-study 
report in preparation for the 
college's accreditation review by 
the Western Association of Schools 
and Colleges (WASC) in October 
2000. KCC's last accreditation re
view was in 1994. All UH commu
nity colleges are up for reaccredita
tion this year. 

Colleges are evaluated on how 
well they measure up against crite
ria in 10 standards: Institutional 
Mission, Institutional Integrity, In
stitutional Effectiveness, Educa
tional Programs, Student Support 
and Development, Information and 
Learning Resources, Faculty and 
Staff, Physical Resources, Financial 
Resources, and Governance and 
Administration. 

Under the leadership of KCC Pro
fessor Ibrahim Oik, 10 teams of vol
t,mteers have been writing the self
study report, which discusses our ac
tivities in each of the standards, 
evaluates our performance, and de
scribes our plans tcrstrengthen weak
nesses . 

In t>ecember, each team's first 
draft was posted on the accreditation 
web site <http://leahi.kcc.hawaii.edu/ 
-kccal>. In February, the second 
draft was posted, and 20 copies were 
printed and distributed to the admin
istration for comment. 

The 10 teams are working on the 
third draft, which will incorporate 
suggestions from the administration 
and from other volunteers in the ac
creditation project. 

The third draft will be posted up 
on the web site on Tuesday, March 
21. Also, 70 copies will be placed in 
department and administrative of
fices, in the library, in the Office of 

Student Activities, and in the Naio 
duplication room. 

To read the report online, go to the 
accreditation web site and click on 
"Draft Three." You will find links to 
the 10 standards and the other parts 
of the report. To get a printed copy, 
call Ibrahim Di.k (734-9830), or Gene 
Phillips in the Naio print shop (734-
9813). 

To provide opportunity for addi
tional comments from the campus 
community, an open forum is sched
uled for Friday, April 7, from noon 
to 5 p.m. in 'llima 202B. Faculty, 
students, staff and administrators are 
invited to talk with the self-study 
teams about any of the standards. 

The fourth and complete draft of 
the report will be printed May 15, 
with the summer break devoted to 
fine tuning and polishing. The final 
report will be sent to WASC in Sep
tember. The accreditation team will 
be on the campus Oct. 24-26. 
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March 14,2000 "Milestones" Contest Winners Kapi'o 7 

Over 50 students submitted works of fiction and nonfiction about a life 
changing event or accomplishment to the Board of Student Publications 
writing contest, "Milestones." Printed in this issue are the first through 
third· place winners and the runners up. Due to space constraints we could 
not print the honorable mentions: "Home Sweet Home" by Keith Mylett, 

"One Step Back" by Robb Parr, "Determined" by Byron Imasaka, "New 
Day" by Stefan Bresiwsky, and "You Must be This Tall" by Cassandra Lee. 

I told myself that I was going to 
hate her. I had refused 'to sit in the 
front seat with Jim on the way over 
to the old woman's house, and I was 
now staring at the blur of greens and 
browns that represented the forest 
road we traveled on. Jim cleared his 
throat, put on a plaster smile and 
cheerfully began to talk to me about 
how beautiful it was around New 
England this time of year and how I 
was absolutely going to love every
thing. I turned my head from lhe 
window and nan·owed my eyes at 
him in the rear view mirror. 

"Listen, Mr. Downing," my 
voice sounded especially frosty to
day, even to me, as I spoke, "this 
isn't an outing or a summer at camp, 
so please save the dialogue for 
someone who cares and just shut 
up." His fake smile fell faster than 
a ton of bricks and I could see the 
lines around his eyes that had 
quickly been etched there since 
we 'd been stuck together over a year 
ago by the state of New York. 

After reducing the last of the so
cial workers who were brave 
enough, or stupid enough, to deal 
with me, James Downing had been 
asked to take on the daunting task. 
He tried really, really hard to 'help 
me,' more s~ than any of the others, 
but even his good nature and endear
ing patience were beginning to wear 
thin. I suppose that's why I was on 
the way to spending a few weeks 
during the summer in yet another 
person's house. I stole another 
glance at him in the mirror and the 
worn expression on his face brought 
a small smile to my own. Appar
ently, I was just too much for even 
the kindest, most tolerant psycholo
gist in the entire state. 

" Attitude has a lot to do with a 
]at of things," said Jim. I sighed as 
I thought to myself about how much 
he resembled that awful Energizer 
rabbit; he just never gives up. "If 
there's only one thing you're going 
to learn over here, it's going to be 
that, Richie," he continued. This 
time, I couldn't contain myself and 
I laughed out loud, not so much at 
the use of that awful nickname but 
at the notion that he actually thought 
I was going to get something out of 
this visit. 

To my complete surprise, he 
started laughing too. But it was a 
kind of laugh that left me somewhat 
perplexed and I quieted down im
mediately. He slowed the car down 
and turned up a dirt road that led to 
a small farm style cottage. He 
parked halfway up the dusty drive
way, got out and motioned for me 
to do the same. I was still puzzled 
by that strange laugh just a few 
moments ago, so I left the car with
out causing any trouble. He opened 
the trunk to take out my bag as the 
woman came out of her house and 
walked toward us. Jim saw her and 
went over to meet her halfway. They 
hugged and he quietly started to say 
a few things to her. I didn't have to 

We would like to thank all the students who participated in this con~st 
and encourage you to continue your writing. Stories can also be submitted 
to on campus literary magazines, see future issues for KAPI'O for details. 

First Place 

Trails Through the Forest 
be within earshot to know what they 
were talking about; he was obvi
ously warning her about the terror 
that she was about to welcome into 
her home. He set my bag down and 
called for me to come over. 

"Richie, this is Judith," said Jim. 
He had left the words hanging, as if 
I were going to say something along 
the means of ' how do you do' and 
such. Instead, I remained silent and 
watched her. She kept her hands 
firmly planted ' in her jeans ' pock
ets and made no effort to shake my 
hand like so many of the other coun
selors had- she didn't even smile at 
me. She turned back to the psy
chologist. 

"Jim, you better start heading:' of[ · 
if you want to make it tofft?w.n q1-
fore nightfall ," she: tol~::him .. 

1
He . 

grinned and there Wa , . .· ol:>vi~,U . 

look of re!ief_,op~fa ·. " .. ~ <{'!, 

"Great P~{tfe ;" · ·>c 'r:wu ~ t 
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. 'dx: j> l ms1 e •• , ·, p, 
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s crossed 
st. "Well, Ri-

ikt- tt is going to be 

by Iris Cahill 
from the dark dreams that had be
come normal for a ' troubled youth ' 
like myself I rolled over and found 
her standing over the bed with her 
arms crossed . I sat up , extremely 
perturbed at being awake at this 
hour, but I concealed it with a sar
donic smile . "Up with the sun , I 
see," I said, ''how American Gothic 
is that?" She stared back at me, but 
showed no sign of initation at my 
wisecrack. 

''Can "t waste time, especially 
when you're going to need every 
minute of it today," she told me. I 
sighed and shook my head as though 

an interesting summer after all, dressed. 
huh?" she said. I eyed her wanly as Unlpce the r :G~~ ~use, the 
she started walking back to the kitchen•jloor was . e of tile, not 
house. I picked up my bag and fol- wood. A ~~f4~x-the-1~at w~ll clock 
lowed her, my curiosity over her , stood .'£afrh: Q,yf yepQw curtained . 
atypical behavior for a counselor w~nqow, ~t~f?fe W!s neatly cov.
was thoroughly piqued. .~ ~req ~·at\ r.~? and white checker-

Once inside the house she led rhe ooard cloth and a stack of freshly 
to what I suppose was my going to made waffles and bacon sat on top. 
be my room. I tossed my b·ag on the She was sitting at the table eating 
wooden floor and 1 looked around and reading the newspaper, which 
the quaint surroundings. I sat down must have been the extremely early 
i~ a small reading chair by a desk edition. All in all, it was very quaint, 
that I suppose was for studying, or though I was in no mood to appre
some equally pointless task like ciate it. 
that, and I stared at her. She threw a I ignored the place at the table 
quilt over the twin size bed before she had set for me and stood in the 
turning to me and saying "Dinner 's doorway waiting for whatever it was 
at seven-thirty." Without saying an- she had in mind. She looked up from 

. other word, she left the room and her paper and pointed to my place. 
closed the door. "Are you sure you don't want any-

I raised my eyebrows in surprise. thing to eat?" she asked me. I didn't 
So far this lady was nothing like the feel like talking, so I shook my head 
sickening mother type counselors and watched her. She just shrugged 
I'd been with before . Maybe I and continued eating. I had been 
wouldn't have to hate her after all, standing by the doorway for over 
as long as she stayed clear and left half-an-hour before she finished and 
me alone, everything would be fine. washed her plates. She turned to me 
I didn't go down for dinner at seven and gave me quick smile . "Well 
- thirty, preferring instead to spend then," she said, "let's get started." 
the time drawing with charcoals in We had been slowly driving 
one of my well worn sketchpads. It through a dirt trail in the forest for 
sounds silly even to me, but my art over an hour without saying a single 
was the only thing in my life that word to each other. In my case, I 
really mattered to me anymore and wasn't trying to snub her; I was try
it was something I had never shared ing to figure her out. We continued 
with anyone, none of my counselors driving until we came to small clear
even knew about it. Soon an hour ing were she turned the truck around 
passed and I knew she wasn't go- until it faced the way we had come. 
ing to come. Everything was going She got out and told me to do the 
to be fine indeed... same. 

Then the alarm went off at five "It's a nice day for a hike, isn't 
the next morning blasting me awake it?" she said. By now it was around 

seven thirty and the woods were 
basking in the morning sunlight. All 
I could think about, however, was 
going back to the truck and driving 
off if she was really serious about 
us taking a hike . Instead, she turned 
around. got inside the pickup and 
started it. She leaned out the win
dow and pointed down the dirt road 
we had just traveled. 

"Mat's the road I'm on," she said 
to me. "If you use it , you'll make it 
back home before twelve;" Then she 
pointed to this other smaller trail 
half hidden under the foliage. 
"That's the other trail. You make the 
choice." Before I realized what she 
was doing, she tossed a liter bottle 

·of water at me and drove off. 1 must 
have stared afrer her for over ten 

was eating dinne·r and listening to 
the radio. I immediately started yell
ing and throwing every single curse 
word and insult I knew at her. She 
let me roar at her like for a while 
crazed lunatic, but when I paused 
for a breath she turned to me and 
said "Don't you lhink it's silly for 
someone who's almost seventeen to 
act like a child?" I choked with rage 
for about a minute before I kicked 
one of the table's chairs and I 
stormed off. I went straight to my 
room where I slaffiiTied the door as 
loudly as possible, ·before leaning 
against it in sheer exhaustion. I was 
too tired and angry to eat 'or even 
bathe; I just crawled into bed and 
went to sleep. 

The next morning that blasted 
alarm went off, jolting me out of my 
deep sleep. I sat up in a fury only to 
find that the alarm had been set for 
nine-thirty. I was still angry, but at 
least I hadn't been awakened while 
it was still dark outside. I showered 
and got dressed before I went down
stairs. She was sitting at table like 
yesterday morning, but she had 
made scrambled eggs for breakfast 
today. I sat down at my place and 
started eating. "As soon as your 

· done," she turned to me and spoke, 
"you have a few chores to do. You 
can start by cleaning the kitchen 
while I take care of the garden." I 
stared at her as she got up, put her 
plates in the sink and went out the 
back door. 

I got up from my chair and I no
ticed my hands were shaking with 
anger. I picked up my plate, and be-

fore I knew what I was doing, I 
hurled it straight at the wall. It hit 
with such a satisfying shatter that I 
picked up the glass pitcher and sent 
it to join the plate . I went over to 
the sink and pulled out her dishes. I 
decided to try something different , 
so I placed them on the floor and 
proceeded to drop the dirty frying 
pan on them. I was having a very 
good time until I ran out of plates 
and I noticed her standing in the 
doorway. 1 gave her my brightest 
grin and said. ' 'The dishes are done" 
as I turned and left the kitchen . I 
spent the rest of the day in my room, 
drawing with my charcoals, expect
ing her to come up in a rage, but 
she never did. I was really starting 
to worry now; she was completely 
unlike any counselor I had ever mel. 

The next morning, I went down 
for break fast and she behaved as 
though nothing had ever happened. 
I was hoping she would ask me to 
do the dishes again so I could re
peat yesterday's performance, but 
no such luck. She simply left the 
room and disappeared into the liv
ing room. That's when I took it upon 
myself to continue with my 'chores' 
and help out with the gardening by 
doing some weeding. I stepped out
side to the garden and started to pull 
out every poor plant that wasn 't a 
weed, naturally. As an added touch, 
I turned on the sprinkler to water the 
weeds that were still safely planted 
in the earth. I went back into the 
house and cheerfully yelled towarc~s 
the living room. "Don't worry I took 
care of the garden today!" I said. 'I 
waited for a reply, but when I got 
none, I headed up to my room. I 
spent the rest of the day drawing , 
corning out only once in the after
noon to get some food, but she never 
confronted me about the garden . I 
spent my first two weeks in the 
house doing similar appalling things 
and being the complete charge from 
hell, but she never said anything. 

Then one morning, I went down 
for breakfast as usual. As I ate, she 
turned to me and said, "I didn 't 
know you were an artist." l let my 
fork drop to the plate and I glared 
at her. "You were looking through 
my stuff?" I asked her angrily. She 
shook her head and replied, "I no
ticed the charcoal smudges on your 
hand the day before." I looked back 
at my plate and picked up the fork 
as I let out a bar~ly audible "oh". 

''When your done there, I have 
something I want to show you," she 
told me as I finished the last of my 
breakfast. I realized that this would 
probably be the retaliation for my 
horrible behavior and I planned for 
any possible situation, not to men
tion I was still weary of any of her 
ideas after that hiking incident. So 
when she got up and headed out the 
back-door, I followed her with some 
caution. 

She led me over to a small barn 
that was next to the house. 

continued on page 9 
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Second Place 

LIFE:, LCJUE: 

I once knew this woman and I 
thought she was the one. We were 
going to spend the rest of our lives 
tog'ether and live happily ever after 
in a house on a hill with a white 
picket fence where our dog Skippy 
could frolic with our 2.3 children. 
But things changed and we changed 
and I didn't know her after a while 
and there was no happy ending. I 
began to doubt the idea that some
one out there was just for me, so I 
stopped looking and decided to just 
have fun. Only I didn't have fun, 
and I wasn't really happy. 

Then one night I had a dream 
and in this dream there was another 
woman and she took my hand. I 
didn't know who she was or where 
she came from. She didn't have a 
name and I don't remember what 
she looked like. She told me won
derful things. She told me that I 
didn't have to be afraid anymore, 
and that it was time for me to love 
again. Sometimes you have to ex
perience loss and pain to truly ap
preciate things that you have, things 
that you've gained. She reminded 
me of this. I didn't want this dream 
to end. I felt safe and secure, and I 
felt love. She reassured me that I 
would feel this feeling again. She 
told me it was time to wake up and 

I grew up in a good family where 
everyone loved me for who I was. 
I never felt pressured in to doing 
something, and I never felt that I 
had to prove myself to anyone. But 
that all changed during my senior 
year. You see, society portrays im
age to be everything, the thinner you 
are, the more beautiful you look. It 
seems that your status in society is 
based only upon appearance, the 
skinnier you are the more people 
accept you. Let's face it, every 
magazine you open, you only see 
beautiful thin women, so how can a 
girl not want to be like that. People 
don't realize the pressures women 
have on being thin, that's why so 
many suffer from eating disorders, 
which can lead to dangerous long 
term results. 

During my senior year, I suffered 
form anorexia. Anorexia is an ob
session with weight control that 
leads to abnormal weight loss 
through extreme dieting and exer
cising and abuse of diet pills or other 
drugs. The funny thing though, was 
that I never thought I was fat, I was 
5'3 and weighed 117 pounds. This 
extreme dieting started when my 
older sister would tease me and said 
that I was getting fat. She's two 
years older than me, but skinnier 
than I was. I knew that her teasing 
was all fun and games and she was 
only joking. It just got to me though, 
to the point where I wanted prove 
to her and everyone else that I could 
lose the weight. 

It was spring break last year, and 
for that whole week I only ate one 
meal a day. On top of that, I would 
run everyday from Liliha to 
Punahou and do 350 sit ups before 

by Cameron Wright 
time to be happy again. I knew she 
was right. But I didn't want it to 
end. 

Some time had passed and I al
most forgot about that night, that 
dream. And I started to feel sad 
again. So I signed on to America 
Online one night, something I 
hadn't done in a while. There was 
a lot of mail, most of it not even 
worth reading. I did a search. I 
looked for someone lost, like me. 
Then I found her. In the pursuit of 
happiness gone bad, I found her. I 
didn't know who she was or where 
she came from. I didn't know her 
name and I didn't know what she 
looked like. And she was sad. That 
first night we talked, we talked 
about nothing. We didn't even talk. 
We input random keystrokes that 
converted to analog and digital im
ages that really meant nothing. But 
it meant so much. She told me won
derful things. We dreamt up fanci
ful renditions of sarcastic scenarios 
and passed them off as our own. 
They were peppered with truth. I felt 
her pain and her fear. There was a 
lot of laughing out loud and verti
cal smiley faces and in no time, a . 
lot of time had passed. Time stood 
still. The information superhighway 
had no traffic that night; that morn-

ing, and for a few hours two less 
lonely people on the web found 
sanctuary. 

Over the next few days and 
weeks I would come to understand 
the meaning of that dream, that 
night. We would huJTy online at the 
end of our busy days just to see each 
other amidst the familiar glow of 
our eggshell colored boxes. I began 
to see her in a whole new light - a 
whole new life. I wasn't afraid any
~ore and for the first time in a long 
time, I loved again. I dared to be
lieve in the American dream of life, 
liberty, the pursuit of happiness, and 
unlimited Internet access. She told 
me it was time to be happy again 
and I knew she was right. I fell safe 
and secure, and I felt love. 

One night she told me she was 
scared. She said things were mov
ing too fast and she didn · t want to 
be hurt again; couldn't be hurt 
again. I felt her pain and her fear. I 
wanted to take her by the hand and 
tell her she didn't have to be afraid 
anymore and that it was time for her 
to love again. I knew that as won
derfully genuine, and wholeheart
edly fulfilling as an online relation
ship was, I wanted to meet her, and 
know her. Though I already knew 
her. Thinking about her brought 

Third Place 

about waves of anxiety calmed only 
by likening our situation to love 
songs on KSSK. Savage Garden and 
Mariah Carey taunted my fragile 
subconscious. "I knew I loved you 
before I met you ... ", and '' ... thank 
God I've found you I'm lost, lost 
without you ... "- these lyrics vexed 
my mind. So sugary and gooey, 
these lyrics found me in the shower, 
in the car. I .couldn't get them outta 
my head, and I liked it. I found my
self smiling in the middle of the day 
for no reason at all because of some
thing she said, something she typed. 
What was happening to me? I was 
becoming the stereotypical, WB, 
Fox network, post teeny-bopping 
by-product of the impending 21st 
century! And I liked it. I knew what 
I had to do. 

Later that day I called her, rush
ing through the words so I wouldn't 
fear rejection. For the first time 
things that I was thinking in my 
head made their verbal debut. I 
heard myself speak the words as if 
in slow motion, though I didn ' t 
know what I was saying. I wanted 
to see her and that was my point. 
That's what I remember. And I re
member her answer. Yes. I heard it 
loud and clear though somehow the 
small little voice in the back of my 

fJma8e is £verythin8 by oebroa Lee 

going to bed. I must admit it was 
hard at first, exercising a lot when 
your hungry, but it came to the point 
where my body got so use to taking 
in small amounts of food that the 
hunger just went away. In that first 
week I lost six pounds. I told my
self that I would only keep up my 
diet until I reached 103 pounds. 

When I went back to school the 
next week, everyone noticed that I 
lost weight, and said I looked good. 
This encouraged me to loose more 
weight so I could look even better. 
During that week I still ate one meal, 
but my one meal started to get 
smaller, like half a salad and some 
fruits. I still exercised the same 
amount, and by the end of the week 
I lost seven pounds, by then I was 
104 pounds. I was one pound away 
from reaching my goal. 

Then the third week came, still 
getting the same reactions by people 
on how good I looked. So I was 
even more hyped to lose weight. I 
thought that if I lost seven pounds 
by eating, imagine how much 
weight I would loose by not eating 
at all. So that whole week I starved 
myself, knowing that I already had 
reached my goal of weighing 103 
pounds. I still exercised the same 
amount, even though it was getting 
harder and harder to do so. By the 
end of the week I weighed 98 
pounds. 

This is when people started to 
talk about me in school, they started 
saying I was anorexic, and my 
friends would try and make me eat. 
My parents didn't know that I was 
starving myself because I would lie 
and tell them that I already ate. I 
knew I was hurting everyone around 

me , but I still thought I was fat. I 
couldn ' t look in the mirror without 
feeling depressed. Even knowing all 
of this, I still wanted and needed to 
lose weight. 

By the end of my fourth week I 
weighed 94 pounds. I told myself 
that I was going to stop when I 
reached 96 pounds, but when I 
weighed myself and saw that I had 
lost more, well that just encouraged 
to me to lose more weight. I thought 
I had everything under control, but 
in actuality I couldn't control this 
obsession, it controlled me. I was 
never satisfied with the way I 
looked and constantly felt fat, I was 
never happy. 

The lowest I weighed was 89 
pounds. I was 5'3 and weighed 89 
pounds, by then everyone thought I 
looked sick and disgusting .. This is 
when my treatment began. My 
friends finally told a peer counse
lor, who then told my real counse
lor. By then, my parents were al
ready involved. It even came to the 
point where my school principle got 
involved. My mom had to attend a 
conference with my principal and 
counselors. We came to an agree
ment where I would weigh myself 
everyday in the health room and 
kept a record of what I ate. Imagine 
spending the rest of your senior year 
like that. It was suppose be the best 
year of my life, but it turned out to 
be a nightmare. 

I reached 98 pounds by gradua
tion, and for the first time in a long 
time, I felt good about myself I 
didn't have that constant feeling of 
being hungry and tired. 1 finally had 
more energy to do the things I al
ways enjoyed, like surfing. I didn't 

have to force myself to go to sleep 
just so that I would stop thinking of 
food, I could actually eat what I 
wanted and still maintain my 
weight. 

You see, people don't realize the 
dangerous results from anorexia or 
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head wouldn't let me understand it 
and I asked her to repeat it. Hearing 
it the second time was no improve
ment. But it finally sank in, and we, 
would finally meet. 

If I said I remembered that day 
like it was yesterday, it would sound 
cliched and tired, so I probably 
·shouldn't. But I remember that day 
like it was yesterday. She wore a long 
sleeve purple T-shirt with two but
tons at the collar; she was seated pa
tiently in the artificially enhanced 
darkness. I saw her seated there and 
quietly walked behind her so she 
wouldn't notice me; so that the mo
ment would last a little longer. Like 
a scene from a John Woo film I ex
ecuted a slow motion panoramic 
scan of the heroine, ending directly 
in front of her, as she was entranced 
in a fixed, downward gaze . Her hair 
fell over her face and as she mo
tioned it back into reverence she 
slowly looked up at me. A crooked 
grin ensued and I expected to hear a 
clever and hip catch- phrase like, "go 
ahead, make my day", utter from her 
lips. Instead she just said, "hi" , and 
with that she made my day. It was 
like I had known her all my life and 
now everything was in place . Our 
mutual, electronic, web-searching 
fri end was no longer needed. 

any eating disorder. It can lead to 
cardiovascular problems, severe 
dental erosion, osteoporosis, kidney 
and liver failure, irregular heartbeat 
and heart attacks, and even come to 
the extreme point of suicide. 

continued on page 9 
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Runner Up 

My Indoctrination 

I was four years old when it hap- like all the rest of the people that I 
pened. The mandate swept through saw around me. I just knew I was 
every Hare Krishna temple around going to hate this place. 
the country. Every devotee's child, The man with the gun led us up 
who was four years old or older, had to a huge building. He yelled out to 
to be sent to an ashram. I was sent us as we went. "This is the pits. It is 
to New Vrindavan, a commune in where the food is cooked. It gets its 
the mountains of West Virginia. This name from those miserable souls 
was where I was to have one of the · who daily, have to wash the pots that 
most frightening experiences of my feed hundreds of people." 
young life. He led us up a big spiraling stair-

My father had two wives. My case, up to the second floor of the 
mother was his second wife. She huge building. Upon entering the 
was prettier and younger than eating hall, my heart sank for the 
Kanka, his first wife. Unfortunately second time. "This is the eating 
for me, it was decided that Kanka, hall," he said. It was the biggest 
my "other mother," would be the room I had ever seen in my life. It 
one to accompany us children to was at least a block long. It had high 
West Virginia. beamed ceilings and the floor was 

We were all packed up into an cold, hard marble. 
old, rusty, white Chevy Van. The "Si t down ," the man grunted. 
tired, old thirig barely looked like it Everyone else quickly sat down but 
could make it down to the end of I refused. "It's too cold," I cried. My 
the block,. let alone from Los Ange- "other mother," harshly yanked me 
les to West Virginia. I will never down by my coat onto the cold, hard 
forget the sound of the van door slid- marble floor. I will never forget the 
ing shut. The noise of metal sliding way my bony, little ankles and legs 
on metal still echoes in my mind. dug into that cold, unforgiving floor. 
Nor will I ever forget the last image I came to know that feeling well over 
that I held of my mother's faae as the years. "I hate you, I hate you, I 
the van door slammed shut. Her face hate you;• I thought bitterly. I 
was so beautiful and yet her eyes wanted to cry. Instead I angrily 
were filled with so much pain. pierced the floor with the daggers 

Upon arriving in West Virginia, shooting from my eyes, knowing 
the first thing I noticed about the that I would get smacked if I looked 
farm was the mud. It was a rich, red- at her. 
dish brown color and was almost Then, a very meek looking 
inviting. From my seat in the back woman who would not look into our 
of the van, I watched as everyone eyes brought us our breakfast of rice 
slipped around in it, totally unable and oat water. Her face was all but 
to control themselves. Ordinarily it hidden behind the veil of her sari. 
would have been funny. But it was The bottom of her sari was tattered 
not to me, I felt a little sick to my and dragging on the ground, and was 
stomach witnessing such helpless- all stained and muddied. I remem-
ness. "These people are out of con- ber hating her instantly. "Weak, pa-
trol," I thought. Suddenly I felt very thetic woman! I will never be like 
afraid. The rain poured out of the you," I thought. 
sky in menacing solid walls. Walls We were taken to the guest house 
so solid, you could not see through where we stayed until very early the 
them. next morning. West Virginia was 

The van door was yanked open cold. I sat, silently looking out the 
by a big man with a gun slung over window of the guest room for the 
his shoulder. He did not smile. "This remainder of the day, watching as 
is a bad man," I thought, "why does people walked by slipping in the 
he have a gun? And where is my deep, cruel West Virginia mud. The 
mom?" sky continued on, c~aselessly crying 

Stepping out of the van, the mud it's miserably bleak and cold tears. 
gushed up past my ankles as my We were all awakened at three 
heart sank. I felt totally powerless o'clo.ck the next morning. We were 

Trails Through the Forest cont ... 
The inside was sunny and breezy, 
thanks to all the windows and the 
doors that stood open, and ·while 
there was still straw on floor, it had 
been a long time since the barn had 
housed any animals. She walked 
over to a spot towards the back 
where I could see an easel had been 
set up. Beside it, there was a tool box 
full of oil paints and brushes, while 
a stack of canvases had been placed 
against the easel's base. She walked 
away and left me alone in the bam 
staring at the supplies in a stupor. 

I went back to the house a few 
minutes later and I found her clean
ing up the kitchen. I walked and 
stood somewhere by the doorway 
until she finally turned to me with a 
neutral expression. "Urn, I just 
wanted to say ... "I couldn't believe 
the difficulty .I . was. ba vjog .getting 

these words out, '' ... to ask d you had 
any paint thinner around." I looked 
up at her and for the first time since 
I'd arrived, her face broke into one 
of the largest, most sincere smiles I'd 
ever seen. 

From that day on things were 
very different between us. I was 
never rude to her again and I started 
to help her around the house until I 
took it upon my self to things like 
change her pick up' oil and fix the 
property's fences. I spent the after
noons in the barn were she even 
helped me with some of my paint
ings. Judith had become a friend, 
someone that I could trust. She had 
been willing to look underneath my 
nasty exterior or and she saw the true 
person inside, no else had ever been 
able to do that. When Jim finally 
came to take me back, he must have 

by .Vishka J okiel 
marched through the mud to a very 
large, low building across from the 
main building. It was eerie this early 
in the morning. We entered through 
the boot porch, which was sunken 
into the ground. There was a low 
door, which most adults had to stoop 
in order to get through. For me, it 
was perfect. It made me feel just the 
right size compared to all the big 
things and big people around. 

The Guru was the one we were 
coming to see. First, we were 
brought past the deities. The deities 
were life size, stone replicas of the 
goddess Radha and her consort Lord 
Sri Krishna. Their outfits were 
hand-tailored from the finest silks, 
shining with gold and jewels. They 
were up on the altar way at the far 
end of the temple room. 

We were led into a little room off 
to the side of the altar. The room was 
very warm. The lights were very 
dim, so much so that there was a 
yellowed tint to everything. The air 
was heavily perfumed with the scent 
of incense, though there was no 
smoke to be seen. 

As I looked at all the men sitting 
staunchly around the room, my 
stomach tightened. They all wore 
orange robes, which signified their 
holiness. But my gut told me that 
these men were bad. I do not re-
member being invited to sit down, 
but somehow I was sitting when He 
came in. 

Suddenly, there he was the Guru. 
He stood about five feet tall, though 
he appeared to be even shorter. 
Crippled by polio, he had to walk 
with a cane. The moment he looked 
at me my stomach lurched. His gold 
tooth sparkled as he smiled at me. 
Evil oozed from his eyes. Looking 
at him made me feel sick . "He is 
scary," I thought. 

"The power of Krishna is great," 
he said. "You never want to mess 
with Krishna." He had a menacing 
gleam in his eyes. "And just in case 
you don't know how powerful God 
is," he continued, ''I'm going to tell 
you a story." 

He launched right into it. "I 
started this farm! Just two other 
men, and me" he boasted proudly. 

He told of how the local West 

noticed something because he 
couldn't stop staring at me in disbe
lief! was loading my bag in the trunk 
when Jim reached over and placed 
the pail of paints and the folded up 
easel inside. "She insisted," he told 
me. I turned to face the old woman 
who was standing a couple of feet 
from the car, smiling at me, and I 
reached over and gave her a hug. 
Before moving away from her, I was 
finally able to say the words I had 
wanted to say when she first pre
sented me with the paints: "Thank 
you." Jim got in the car, and this time 
I sat in the front seat. As we drove 
off, I looked behind us and saw her 
waving good-bye. I waved back be
fore turning around in my chair to 
face the front. I suddenly found my
self smiling and I realized that I was 
a different person. 

Virginian hillbillies hated him. With from the altar to the floor, crashing 
an acrid tone, the Guru spoke of into thousands of pieces." 
how the locals got their kicks by He pointed to us and went on to 
driving their hot rods through his explain that for this reason we were 
fences, and how they practiced tar- in great danger of these demonic 
get shooting at his dairy cows . men. "This is why," he said, "we 

One night a group of men, four have men patrolling the grounds of 
or n ve of them suddenly pulled the our ashram who are always fully 
Guru out of bed. The men had ap- !lrmed and prepared to fight. Never 
parently broken into his house with be afraid, for you are safe here," he 
the intention of killing him. They oozed. 
pulled him out of bed and stripped Then he smiled, and the light hit 
him naked. They took his cane his gold tooth at just the right angle 
away, which he had automatically so that it twinkled at me. I will never 
reached for as he got up out of bed. forget his face. There was evil in it. 
The men pushed a shovel into the My stomach tightened and I started 
Guru's hands and yelled at him to crying. His story scared me so badly. 
start walking. With a gun pointed at I was aware that there were bad 
his head he was forced out into the people in the world that might hate 
cold night air. The farm was set up Hare Krishna devotees, but f knew 
so that it was terraced into the th at the men with guns were there 
mountain . They forced him to to keep me in, more than to keep 
march up the steep flight of stairs the Krishna haters out. 
that led to the highest part of the This experience put a literal fear 
hilltop. As he walked they jeered at of God into me. My years on the 
him. They spit at him and shoved farm were numbered. I was a mem-
him and cursed him. ber of that particular community 

Upon reaching the top the men until I was ten years old. What never 
yelled at the Guru to start digging. left me has been the indoctrinating 
Because his body was crippled from image that this so called holy left 
polio it was a miracle that he made me with that day. I was left with an 
it up the mountain and now they image of an all-punishing God, a 
wanted him to dig! God who is to be respected out of 

As he retold his story, the hatred fear rather than love. 
dripped from him like poison. It felt That introduction to the farm set 
like his words would sear me if they the tone of terror within my heart 
touched my skin. "I don't like this that has followed me into my adult-
man," I thought, slowly backing hood. Only recently have I come to 
away, "he's mean." He continued a place where I can see clearly who 
his story. Digging for what he said God is, and make my own decisions 
seemed like an eternity, he suddenly about God. Today, I can separate 
realized that the hole he was dig- God from men's actions, knowing 
ging was his own grave. He knew that the loving God of my under-
he had dug the hole big enough standing is a God who would never 
when the men lifted a gun to his do such things. 
head and pushed him down into the The spiritual leader that I have 
grave. Just as they pointed the gun written this story about was brought 
to his head to shoot him, there was up on charges for multiple murders, 
an ear-splitting crack. The sound gun running, child molestation, 
was so loud, so freakish, that he said fraud and tax evasion in 1995. In the 
all of those big men turned into end the only charge that they could 
whimpering children. Tenified, they pin on him was tax evasion. He was 
dropped their guns where they stood sentenced to 90 years in prison for 
and ran away,. never to return. this crime. Some of his more dedi-

The Guru said that this was . cated disciples and followers con-
God's way of rescuing him. "The · tinue to worship him from outside 
noise," he recalled, ''was the sound his jail cell with flowers, candles 
of Radha and Krishna so enraged and incense treating him as if he 
that they had thrown themselves were a messiah. 

tJmaae is P.verytfiing cont .. 
I sure didn't want to end my life 

sooner then it's intended to be, 
that's why I made the change. I 
hated constantly feeling hungry, I 
hated always watching what I ate, 
and most of all I hated feeling so 
isolated from everyone. 

To this day, I still think about 
this. It's something that's going to 
haunt for the rest of my life. I 
never thought that wanting to lose 
a little weight could lead to an 
obsession that I had absolutely no 
control over. All I wanted to do 
was fit in, be thin so more people 
would like me, but in actuality I 
pushed the people I cared about 
the most away because of my 
weight. I got so caught up with 
being thin that I didn't care about 
the consequences or the affects it 
would have on my parents, my 

friends, and myself. People don't 
realize the fatal consequences, 
you not only hurt your body, but 
also hurt the people who care 
about you the most. I understand 
how hard it is to ''fit in" since so
ciety portrays image to be every
thing, but I've come to a conclu
sion that it doesn't matter what 
society thinks as long as you love 
and respect yourself that's what 
really counts. All you really need 
in life is family, friends, and an 
education, now that's going to be 
hard to achieve if you let a little 
weight get in your way on your 
journey to success. I finally 
opened up my eyes to the world, 
made a difference, changed and 
now I'm trying to forget about my 
past to lead a healthier and 
brighter future. 
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-n·rv,e Be-tvueet\ ~r-eeY\ Bo-t-tles by Joshua Hee 
My eyes were drawn to the green 

neon sign, which flickered, on a 
building amongst the darkness. I 
heard a bum that cursed in his steep 
on a bus stop bench as I passed and 
walked into the building. 

"Wassup Kay!" 
"Wassup Joe!" 
Everything was going good, just 

like every other Wednesday night. 
As always we drank a few beers, 
sang a few songs, and talked about 
a few girls. Almost immediately 
Kay started talking about a girl he 
just started seeing, It was unusual 
because we always talked about 
girls at the end of the night. He 
rambled on and on, nonstop. After 
about five minutes of his rambling, 
I became a little disturbed. This girl, 
Kay was talking about, seemed a 
litt le too similar to a girl I was see
ing. That's when I popped the ques
tion, "Is her name Sunny?" His eye
brows went up, 

''You know her?'' 
No way! We can·, be seeing the 

same girl. ''Yeah! I know her." 
I wondered if I should tell him 

that she was a friend of mine that I 
see when I need to . You know the 
kind of friends you have an arrange
ment with. Kay is my best friend, 
so why didn't I tell him? Well, he 
seemed to like her too much. 

"Is there something wrong?" 
said Kay almost reading my 
thoughts. 

"Na, I just thought you were still 
banging your co-worker Melissa .... 
Its kind of a quick shift from one to 
the other you know?" 

Kay replied, "Yeah, I thought so 
too but when I met Sunny, this weird 
feeling came over me and I haven't 
felt like that for a while. You know 
that feeling? Aaahhhh .... So, how do 
you know her?'' 

I think he really likes her. There's 
no way I'm going to tell him I've 
been seeing her for a couple months. 
I can't let his hopes down about her. 
The only thing between Sunny and 
I is sex. Kay's friendship is a lot 
more important than that, or is it? 

''Oh, she works right next door 
to Suntory. The whole staff knows 

As I hung up the telephone, tur
bulence from a passing semi shook 
the phone booth in which I stood. 
One of the sides was shattered and 
the glass lay sprinkled like dia
monds at my feet. 

Emotions rose frothy in my 
throat and squinting, I rested my 
forehead for a moment on the cool
ness of the phone. Over these last 
few months, it had become my life
line, an umbilical cord and kite 
string, that sometimes pulled taut 
and choked me, but 'always, always, 
my saving grace. 

Sporadically, I'd gather bits and 
pieces of news from home. Then I 
would drive, aimlessly and in 
circles, up and down this crazy Cali
fornia coastline so filled with driv
ers like myself who too seemed lost, 
going nowhere, in a hurry. The state 
itself a melting pot, fire long un
tended, the highways a cauldron 
with a slow burning road rage in 
every other car's driver's seat- just 
waiting to explode. 

her as the restaurant slut. She's hot 
but. ... I wouldn't do her ... " 

"But she ' s really nice, smart, 
sexy, and besides ... she told me that 
those days are over." 

"Really?" I replied. 
"Really," said Kay. · 
''You know ... once a tramp, al

ways a tramp." 
"I know, Joe." 
After a few beers, and a few 

songs, I decided it was time for me 
to go home. As I exited the bar, a 

She kissed me and explained to Kay 
that she knows me because I work 
next door to her. We talked, drank, 
and sang. Everything seemed fine, 
but there was a feeling of betrayal 
that lingered on my consciousness. 
Kay was having a ball and it seemed 
he didn't have the sl ightest clue. 

Kay walked to the rest room and 
after he left, Sunny began question
ing me. "Why didn't you return my 
calls? You don ' t like me?" 

I replied, 
feeling of heaviness was put on ·-:: 

my shoulders. I just didn't feel~ ·(;. , 
right about the whole situation, J e ·' 

I contemplated the good and 
bad, and weighed Sunny against 
my best friend. Who s better? , 
Who would I rather have? Well, ! · 
don 'r know Sunny very well. Sunny 
has a reputation as a whore. Sunny 
has brains, a body, and boobs. 
WhatmorP. could I askfor? And 
then there's my best friend. I've 
known him just about my entire 
l(fe, He listens to my problems, 
he can keep a secret, he backs me 
up when I'm in trouble, he always 
watches over me, he buys me beers. 
Hmmmm .. . Easy decision, good-bye 
Kay. No I can 't do that, good-bye 
Sunny. Oh well, no big deal. 

The days seemed to pass almost 
too slowly. Sunny must have called 
a hundred times. I didn't answer any 
of her calls. I made my move and I 
believed our arrangement was over. 
I anticipated chugging a few beers 
with my friend. It was about eleven 
and as usual, there was a bum sleep
ing on the bus stop bench. But this 

time, there were two bums sleeping 
on the bench. I proceeded on my 
path to the green neon lights and en
tered the bar, entertained. 

In the booth sat my best friend 
Kay and Sunny! Her voluptuous 
body stimulated my eyes. I tried not 
to look as I maintained an oak-like 
appearance. Ohman, did /turn that 
down? Please call me back, I'll an· 
swer. What was I thinking ? Its times 
like these_ when I really need a beer. 

''Wassup Joe, this is Sunny, I be
lieve you two know each other')" I 
nodded at Kay as I smiled at Sunny. 

"Sure I do, but not the things 
you do! I thought we agreed that if 
one of us were to see other people, 
we would let the other know about 
it." 

"Your right, I'm sorry. I didn't 
know Kay was your friend, but what 
was I supposed to do, since you only 
call me when you want something! 

I need more than that, I need some
one that will listen to me, someone 
that will love me for me, someone 
that actually gives a shit. But you 
only want this," pointing to herself 
with both fingers, "right?" 

"Sunny, you and I don 't have 
anything in common. Kay is my best 
friend . You two have a lot in com
mon; all he does is talk about you, 
non-stop. And I'll do anything for 
him even if it means sacrifice. Can't 
we just leave things the way they 
are and carry on as if nothing hap
pened?" 

Runner Up 

"No! I really like you . Tell me 
that everything we did, didn ' t mean 
anything to you?" 

Kay came back with a package 
in his hand, which abruptly ended 
our conversation. "Happy Birthday 
Sunny!" Birthday? Sunny grabbed 
the bag. 

''Thanks Kay, you sho uldn 't 
have." Sunny eagerly opened the 
bag and pulled out a box wrapped 
in the sports section of the newspa
per. 

Kay smiled, "I didn't know 
what to get you, so I guessed." 

As she ripped into the sur
prise, a hint of red revealed it

self. "Feregamo' Oh Kay, thank 
you'" She looked so pleased. All I 

saw were dollar signs, Kay must 
have spent three to four hundred 

on those things. He ·s got to be 
in love with her. I remember 
Kay used to complain about 
Christmas because it meant he 
had to spend money on other 
people. I remember him com
plaining about the cost of his 
last girlfriend's gift, which cost 
him twenty bucks. And here he 
is spending a whole shit load 
on a girl he just met and 
doesn't really know! 

Sunny put her new shoes on, 
"Oh, they fit perfect ly. Thanks 
again ." As time went on, the alco
hol took hold of me. My mind fo
cused on Sunny. Without a doubt I 
was attracted to her. What the hell 
am/ still doing here? She is so beau
tiful! How often do I get bothered 
by a beautiful womcm like that to 

have sex with me? Never! Man, oh 
man, I am an idiot. "Oh well, Sunny, 
happ·y birthday! It's time I go" 

"No, stay a little longer." 
"Na I can 't, I got a long drive." 
"Okay. Thanks for the drinks and 

stuff." 
"I' 11 see you later Kay." 
"La ter, Joe." 
A week had passed and no call 

from Sunny or Kay. Weird. I guess 
they must be doing just fine. Should 
I go down to the bar to see them? 
Na. I' 11 stay home . 

My phone rang, "Joe, it's me, 

fJhanl'agil7ing by Karin Shelly 
Just what exactly had I come 

here looking for? Somehow I didn't 
know, it was simply one more thing 
lost in the days and nights that ran 
together, and bound me up like rope. 
And yet, when leaving Hawaii's 
brilliant shores, it all had seemed so 
clear. 

I had told myself on take off, that 
I would indeed return. Successful, 
financially able, just this once, to 
fix, or try to anyway, the things that 
I had ravaged, torn apart, and 
thrown so carelessly aside. 

My marriage had blossomed all 
the way into divorce. The relation
ship with my daughrer:. white hot 
with rage; I hardly knew her any
more. And me. Somewhere lumped 
with all the losses , I'd even lost my
self. As well as friendships, job, ca
reer, I lost my God as well. 

I wonder, looking back, how that 
pilot managed take off what with all 
my ponderous baggage- self deceit, 
that I had dragged so obstinately 
along. 

I knew of course, that my return . 
would take not only courage, but an 
act of God, of providence and faith. 
And this I feared, perhaps the most 
of anything. 

These were , I knew the basic 
fundamental things that grounded 
me, and kept me sane, when deal
ing with this paradox called life. 
Things that I, in anguish and in pain 
had turned my back on, and run like 
a frightened child from. 

I wondered too, just when it was 
that I had giv.en up, become a quit
ter, beggar cheat and thief, the liar 
that now lay quick and ready, just 
beneath my smile ... 

I had worked all my life it 
seemed. Sometimes one, sometimes 
two jobs, juggling bills and being 
there, for everyone but me it 
seemed. In many ways, my busy life 
had turned me into a human doing, 
rather than the being that I was. But 
still somehow I managed, I lived the 
"dream", my life from outside look
ing in, just the same as everybody 

else. A home, a car, a job, the Ameri
can ideal. 

At night though, I'd lay a wake, 
my mind a constant whine, impos
sible to silence, what with fear and 
wotTy overload, of how to make it 
one more day, of how to make it 
work. 

Did others feel the same? How 
was it that the things I worked so 
hard to get, like husband, child and 
job now ate at me and kept me in 
the bondage that I loathed? 

It got too much, and so I ran. In 
desperation and in fear, I chucked . 
it all, and told myself, if only I could 
get away. I see in hindsight now, 
how necessary this was, for I paid 
the price more pain and with a well 
of loneliness that stretched, infinity 
and more. But I found myself again. 
I wanted back, another shot at this 
thing that beat and puzzled me. This . 
time, I knew, I grab that brass ring -
both hands, I became as willing as 
only the dying could be. 

Funny how I Qew six hundred 

Kay. Why aren't you here?'' 
"I'm not feeling too good, you 

two have fun, I'm gonna sleep." 
"There ' s nobody here but me . 

Sunny's not feeling good either. 
Wanna cruz?" 

"Uhhh, r m really tired." 
"I need to talk to you about 

Sunny." 
"Alright. Sure, come on down." 
"Be there in about fiftee n to 

twenty minutes" 
"Okay." 
"Okay later." 
I wondered if Sunny told him. He 

didn't seem very angry. Right when 
I thought things couldn't get worse. 

My doorbell rang . I peeped out 
the peephole, "Yaa" Oh shit, it ~~ her. 
Ha ha ha, she wants 111 e. Oh yeah. 
she wants me. Get control of yo ur
self. Whatever you do , don't open 
the door. 

"What do you want , Sunny'1" 

" I want to talk ." 
"Okay, talk." Be strong Joe . 
"Aren · t you gonna let me in?" 

Well, what harm can 1/wl do? Its 
safe. "No." 

"Come on Joe," well she's aw
fully aTtractive, and I'll ger a better 
look if she's in here. 

I opened the door. Although she 
wore conservative clothes, her fig
ure was undeniable. My teeth were 
grinding while my eyes wandered. 
I became aware of my excitement. 
What the hell am I going to do now? 
This was a very bad idea. I 
should've trusted my instincts and 
kept the door closed. Man, I am stu
pid. 

Stop looking at her. Avoid eye 
contact. Act like your not attracted 
to her. Ask her what she wants. And 
get her the hell out of your apart
ment Act like a dick. Simple rules. 

"Joe, I came here for you." She 
wants me. 

"What?" Ooh boy. 
"I can't stop thinking about you." 

Get her out of here. 
"What abou t Kay?" 
"What about Kay? I want you 

Joe, I want you." And I wa nt you 
too, but, Kay. 

continued on page 11 

miles, only to realize this bitter 
irony, that everywhere I went, I took 
myself, the problem lay within. 

So here now, did I sit, a ragged 
pain-filled mess, my baggage though, 
it was intact. I was going home. 

To my child and friends, to my 
husband, excuse me, ex, who still I 
loved, with all my heart. Back to 
him, the man who gave me every
thing, even that I wanted, divorce, 
when running from myself, from 
him, and from the life that he and I 
had built from dirt. 

A noisy group of travellers com
ing back, Dee Dee Ah Yo, from go
ing Vegas sat nearby. I heard the lilt 
and melody of pidgin, and suddenly, 
the tears began to fall. Filled now 
with my own and private shame, 
for I had left Hawaii as wen,_ the 
place I'd made my home. 

It was then I felt a soft and timid 
hand touch mine. I jumped - it had 
been a long time indeed, that I had 
felt the kindness of a human 's touch. 

continued on page 11 
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"You? Skydiving? Are you seri
ous?!" The shock in my boyfriend, 
David's, voice did nothing to hide 
his disbelief. Why wouldn't I want 
to go skydiving? Especially for his 
20th birthday. "Well, okay then," he 
responded. "Start saving for the fall 
on July 18 Hmmm," I thought, "that 
is quite soon." Still, I feel it should 
be enough time to completely con
vince myself that I want to do this. 
However, the same uncertain 
thought runs through my head the 
night before the jump. Oh sure, I am 
smiling and laughing and telling our 
friends how excited I am. What is 
going on inside my mind and body 
is another story. Doubtful thoughts 
fill my mind and tiny ... no, very 
large butterflies are at war in my 
body. 

Unfortunately, those same butter
flies remain fluttering on the ride to 
the jump site. I mean, I don't often 
voluntarily jeopardize my life like 
this. I keep trying to tell myself how 
wonderful it will be, what crystal 
clear weather we are fortunate to 
have, and how brave I am. With the 
sight of the "Skydive Hawaii" sign 
comes an end to my thoughts and a 
shocking sense of reality. We are 
actually here. Before I know it, I am 
sitting in this tiny room watching a 
video of people throwing themselves 
out of planes and holding forms in 
my hands which talk about insurance 
and possible accidents. Hoping for 
some comfort, I casually glance over 
to my boyfriend, only to see him 
smiling from ear to ear. He has been 
waiting so long for this moment, and 
he is so excited. That's all I need to 
make me feel calm about everything. 
I remember that I am here to enjoy 
this moment for my love. It is an 
amazing moment that I am sharing 
with him. 

Once all the paper work is done 
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Free Falling by Emily Naito 
and the videos have been watched, 
all we have left to do is wait. Dave's 
mom, sister, and nephew are there, 
as well as my mom and step-dad. 
Everyone is there waiting with us .. 
As we come to see, it is fortunate that 
they are there to distract us. It seems 
that the registration desk made a 
mistake and pushed us back a 
few turns . This means I have 

Once that is done, we begin to get teen thousand feet. It is cold and 
ready for the mission. We meet our there is a strong sound of wind whip
tandem instructors and are given har- ping outside. 
nesses to wear. We slide our arms and Suddenly, the other passengers 
legs through the holes, and tighten are getting ready to jump out . And 
the buckles. I secretly test the buck- there they go. One right after the 
les to make sure they're as strong as other, just voluntarily failing out of 

they need to be . the plane. If sounds pretty crazy un-
• / Then we learn til I realize that I am next, 

~~~- · \ ; . '.:. .-.-~ strapped to my instructor, 
;~ "' ,.--------..... __________ , ---..._ 

~~~~-.. a~~~, ~'·<· .- _ __..· -../ we waddle towards the 
-<~·=------ - -~- .-~--' doorway. I stop briefly to 

more time to convince myself 
that I want to go through with 
the jump. As the sun shines and 
our family is sprawled out on 
the benches, Dave and I wait 
in anticipation. Soon all we 
can hear is growling stomachs 
and cranky voices. Thank
fully, my parents set off to pick 
up something to eat. 

Again we wait, prompting 
our eyes to wander. They land 
on the other skydivers who are 
slowly falling out of the sky. 
It is amazing. Out of the clear 
blue sky fall these tiny dots of 
color. Closer, closer, and 
closer they come, until soon 
they take shape and look like 
people flying gracefully down 
to the grassy field beneath 
them. Their faces are filled with 
excitement and joy. I soon begin to 
look around and notice people walk
ing off to the planes, getting ready 
to take flight while others are float
ing towards the field. Still others are 
working together at folding up the 
chutes. It soon becomes an exhila
rating scene to me. My feelings of 
anxiety are slowly turning into feel
ings of anticipation and excitement. 

Suddenly the arrival of the flight 
lists brings temporary panic. There 
is one list for my name and another 
for Dave's name. I become flushed 
with fear that I might have to do this 
without him. After some pleading, 
we are able to get on the same plane. 

kiss my boyfriend and tell him 
·'\ how to hold our rll see him on the ground. All of a 

bodies when we sudden all I'm seeing is the ocean 
jump. After that, below and the clouds in the sky. We 

we are told to are so high that some of the clouds 
keep an eye are below us. I look down and see 

out for our the tips of my shoes hanging off the 
instruc- edge of the plane . As I'm taking in 

,\ \ to r s the cold air and the whipping wind, 
~'A~, , and I suddenly lose all sense of reality. 

~.,....~!!oollii..-..... ~ :-~~~ ·, I am falling. No, I'm plummet-
i~ ing . I am dropping from the pla~e 

before I know what IS 
' \ , ~ - ~' 

'-_:-....;_ __ ~~'Y.',:_' £ going to happen. Sud-
'- ~- denly, I am free-falling 

V .;P' at an amazing rate of one 
Q~ii;f"_ . ·· hundred and twenty miles per 

listen for our 
flight number to be 

called. 
Before I know it, our flight num

ber is blaring over the loud speaker. 
That's it, we ' re up. I hug my mom, 
and begin my procession to the 
plane. Dave is lost somewhere be
hind me and I feel alone oecause of 
his absence. All I can hear is my 
instructor's voice informing me that 
he 's jumped over five thousand 
times. Comforting. Finally I reach 
the plane and Dave follows soon af
ter. Before I know it, we are off the 

hour. I try to scream, but 
·-:-: the force of the wir:Jd 

pushing up at my face is 
too much. I open my mouth, but no 
sound comes out. If is even quite dif
ficult to simply breathe in and out 
because of the force of the wind. 
Then I hear that we're going to pass 
through a cloud before we open the 
chute. In the following second, alii 
feel is a blanket of cold moisture 
around me. Then, in the very next 
second, the chute opens. 

Silence. Everything is calm and 
silent once the chute opens. I look 
around and see the beautiful ocean, 

ground. I find it interesting that the shoreline, and island. The view is in
door is kept open, but I try not to credible and stretches for miles and 
think about it. Slowly but surely, we miles in all directions. The sun is still 
reach the necessary altitude of thir- shining and everything is peaceful. 

lirv.e Between ~reer'\ Bottles con-t ... 
"Stop, you have to leave ... now!" 
"You don't want me Joe?" I can't 

do this. 
"No ... I don't want you." Olz, 

yes! I want you! 
"Yes you do, I can see it ... " I 

need to do a better job of hiding my 
excitement 

She moved closer, after she 
closed the door behind her, she re
moved her shoes. 

"I can't do this Sunny ... " She 
approached me . 

"Yes you can, what is this?" She 
placed her hand on my crotch. 

"No! Stop." This can ' t be hap
pening to me. 

"Joe, you say no, but I know you 
mean yes." 

KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK. 
I whispered, ''Oh shit, its Kay." 

"What ·s Kay doing here this 
late?" I ignored her and she replied, 
"Well, get him out of here ... " 

She got up and hid in my room, 
while I tried to keep my composure 
and remain calm. KNOCK, 
KNOCK, KNOCK. 

"I'm comin' ... hold on ... " All 
you got to do is tell him what hap
pened. 

I opened the door and Kay 
walked in. 

"Sup bro!" 
"Was sup Kay?" Tell him that 

she walked in and that you didn't 
do anything. 

""f I f 

"Joe, what's wrong? You look 
flustered ... You got someone here?'' 
Olz shit! 

''Yeah, she came over right after 
you called." aahh! Be calm. 

"Who is she?" hnunnunm ... 
"Oh, a friend." You idiot what the 

hell are you doing? 
''Well hey, Joe why don't I come 

back some other time and talk to you 
later or why don't you call me later 
when you ' re done?" 

''Yeah. Okay. I'll call you," I'm 
scum, I didn't tell him, I'm going 
to get it. 

As Kay walked out, he noticed 
something. He paused and stared at 
the ground. I wondered for a mo
ment and then it hit me. The shoes! 
Kay's breathing deepened, his fists 
tightened . He turned around and 
slowly shook his head a few times 
with his eyes closed as if trying to 
wake up from a nightmare. 

He looked back down at the 
shoes and then back up at me. While 
I looked at him, I arranged words 
for the moment in my head. 

Ready to dispel my defense, 
Kay's fist crashed into my nose. I 
fell to the ground. 

"You ... you bastard." Kay said. 
He left and gently closed the door 
behind him. Sunny quickly came to 
my aid. 

"Are you alright, Joe?" 
"No! I'm not alright!" 

Startled, looking up, I saw a 
man, maybe sixty, standing close, 
a glass of water and a hanky in 
his band. "You okay?", he asked, 
his eyes filled with empathy, com
passion and more, my words can't 
speak. I cried harder, harder still, 
and tried to tell him why, I wanted 
so for him to hear, to understand. 

"Yeah," I sniffed, ''it's just, 
well, the pidgin, it sounds so beau
tiful, like home, you know." 

We sat awhile, a warm and 
comfortable silence laying there 
between us, he had become my 
friend. Suddenly, he leaned in 
close, and whispered in my ear; 
'They stange!" and pointed at the 
mainland folks, who hovered, 
wolf close, like predators at bay. 

I laughed, bubbles rising in my 
chest, great happiness and joy, to 
me too, they seemed too white, 
too clean, too normal, white bread 
America I guess, at its finest and 
its best. 

We boarded late, the flight for
ever, long, and boring. Sometimes 
though he wandered back, from 
where he sat - first class I guess, 
his latest gift, dried peas, and once 
again, we laughed. Conspirators, 
once more. 

I never saw the man again, 
when finally, delayed, I stumbled 
off, exhausted and keyed up into 
the smell my dauJ;!hter called years 

before, the "airport" smell - a 
thousand leis, and none, it seemed, 
for me. 

Then there he was, his silly 
dork gait, my Roger- all feet, and 
lost as well. It didn't matter, any
more, I ran . A movie come to life, 
in paradise, back home. 

We had a lot to face, this man 
and I, for now it didn't matter, we 
both were famished, and we knew, 
of course of Island-style, and 
Byron's was the place. 

Giddy, laughing children, his 
truck lurched- he was quite drunk, 
but we made it there alive. We 
pooled our money in the parking 
lot, six dollars twenty nine, includ
ing pennies from beneath the seat. 
We'd eat like kings, big spenders, 
millionaires. So off he stumbled, 
food to get, one plate to share, I 
felt the shame come to me again, 
but like a candle, snuffed it out, I 
knew we'd be okay, God willing, . 
facing everything. 

When at last the order came, 
he loped off again, returned trium
phant, food in hand; but wait, he 
carried TWO of everything. His 
-face aflame, he set it down, just 
cheeseburgers and fries, hell I 
thought I could have that any
where, then there the question, 
HOW, we only had enough for 
one. 

He didn't answer iust oushed 
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We spin around a couple of times, 
setting my stomach on a nervous run 
for a bit. Once we stop spinning, it's 
all okay. Soon, the view of the field 
grows larger and larger. I begin to 
make out people and then faces. 
Soon my feet are gently touching the 
ground. It is a surprisingly smooth 
landing . People are rushing towards 
us to help with the chute. I run to 
my mom and give her a hug. All I 
can say is that it was amazing. In my 
moment of exhilaration and excite
ment, I suddenly remember to look 
for Dave. 

I turn around to face the sky and 
I see him. Even though he is still far 
away, I can see the huge grin on his 
face. Slowly, he steps onto the grass 
and is assisted as I was. As soon as 
the people clear away, I rush over to 
him and bug and kiss him as I prom
ised in the plane. To feel the warmth 
and comfort of his arms and to see 
the joy in his smile is all I need to 
make the event perfect. 

As the rest of our family rushes 
over to see us and the camera man 
rolls the film, all I can think is that I 
have just jumped out of a plane. I 
just willingly fell at a speed of a hun
dJ·ed and twenty miles per hour from 
an altitude of thirteen thousand feet. 
Yet, I also think that I just sailed 
above the ground for one of the most 
peaceful moments of my life. I just 
shared an amazingly unique experi
ence with the love of my life. And it 
feels fabulous. Suddenly I begin to 
view everything in a different light. 
I am overwhelmed by a feeling of 
freedom and joy. Everything that I 
once thought to be so m~jor is now 
so simple. And everything simple 
now has so much value. My love for 
David is so much stronger since 
we've faced danger together. I truly 
feel that we can make if through any
thing as long as we are together. 

my food at me, devouring his; to 
hide I guess the shame that hung 
between us, like a rope. So off I 
went, vile wicked scowl, to scare 
intimidate, to challenge now, this 
gift of food dropped so awk
wardly here in my hands. 

At the window, Island eyes of 
chocolate brown confronted 
mine, but did not acknowledge, 
validate or even recognize the 
anger oozing o_ut, that I had used 
to cover up my shame. 

''Eh, no wony, we got extra," 
the lady said, then reached her 
hand across, and covered mine. 
"Welcome home ." And with out 
a word, she turned away. 

I cannot now put to words the 
feeling and emotions that I felt, 
that simply came and flooded me, 
my very self and soul. 

The meal became Thanksgiv
ing, each bite a gift, a blessing, 
and communion that I sought, and 
found back here, Hawaii. 

It was by far, the best that I 
ever in my life consumed, and it 
will stay with me forever, a 
memory, now faded, pressed and 
kept inside. And now, years later, 
sane again, at work and school, 
when things get tough, it isn't 
fancy restaurant food, or even 
home cooked that soothes - it's 
Byron's, by the airport, plate 
lunch. 

.. 

., 
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Internships 
INTERNS TO CJDNA: An opportuni
ty to b_e an intern to Tianyi High 
School, Wuxi, China (located 
between Shanghai and Nanjing) is 
open to students. The participant 
will be involved in peer teaching in 
Eng~ish conversational classes. 
Room and board will be fully cov
ered. Starting date is March, 2000. 
More information is available in 
the Center for International 
Students, Programs and Affairs 
office, 'Iliahi 112. 
Internship Buena Vista Pictures 
Marketing Representative: Intern 
responsible for marketing Walt 
Disney, Touchstone and 

Hollywood Pictures releases on 
their respective campus, as well as 
3 to 5 additional satellite schools in 
the area. Interns will be paid $260 
per month and will be reimbursed 
for promotional expenses. Criteria: 
Undergraduate majoring in market
ing/communications, 3.0 GPA., 10-
15 hrs per wk, car, commit one day 
in field agency office, have answer
ing machine & e-mail. Submit a 
copy of resume to: Kristen Tunkel, 
College Marketing Administrator, 
Buena Vista Pictures Marketing, 
500 Park Avenue, II th Floor, New 
York, NY 10022. Fax: 212-735-
5478. Deadline April 7, 2000. 

Notices 
Sting Returns to Hawaii:Tickets 
on sale March 11. 9a.m. at the 
Blaisdell box office and Ticket plus 
outlets. Call Karin Last @ 947-
3633 for more information . 
Queen's Medical Center: Student 
volunteer program. Two seven
week sessions are being offered. 
Sessions run June I - July 23 and 
June 16 - Aug. 6. Two 4hr. shifts 
are required per wk. This is a great 
opportunity to see if the medical 
career is for you . Interested call 
547-4397. Deadline April 24. 
Space fills quickly. 
Benefit Concert: Fri. March 17, 
7p.m. UH Art Department auditori
um. Ndiaye Rose will be joined by 
master dancers and singers of the 
National Dance company of 
Senegal, Assane and Ousseynou 
Kouyate, master balafone player 
Lansana Kouyate and local musi
cians Seguin and Sundrum. 
Proceeds go to help buy books for 
the village school of Sandiara, 

Senegal. tickets are $12 in advance 
$15 at the door and are available at 
UH Ticket office . 
Spectrum: The KCC journal for 
academic writing (citical analysis, 
reflective journal entries, including 
service learning, and research 
papers) and artwork, is solisiting 
entries for its current issue .Entry 
forms will be in the Arts and 
Sciences workroom, Kalia Ill. 
Volunteers Needed for the 53rd 
Annual Book Sale: Calling all 
lovers of the printed word. Th~ 
friends of Hawaii needs your help at 
McKinley High School cafeteria on 
July 15-22. Pick up an application 
at the Office of Student Activities or 
call 536-417 4. 
Lecture at UH: "University and 
Community in the Information 
Age." March 23, 7-8:30p.m. 
Campus Center Ballroom at UH. 
This is a free lecture covering issues 
tied to the development and use of 
the internet. 

NON-CREDIT COMPUTER WORKSHOPS 

Registration is in 'llima 105C. For 
questions regarding registration 
call 734-9211. For questions about 
workshop, contact Debbie Miller at 
734-9116 or dmiller@ hawaii.edu. 
00111EM101 Introduction to E
Mail Using Pine: Fee$1 0 
April 4 Sec H Tu 4:30-6pm Kopiko 
202. April 12 Sec I Wed 4:30-6pm 
Kopiko 202. You must have UH e
mail account. If you need help 
applying call D. Miller ASAP. 
001 LLEM201 Intermediate E
Mail Using Pine: Fee $10 
April 3 Sec J Mon 12-1: 30pm 
Kopiko 202. April 10 Sec K Mon 
4:30-6pm lliahi 129. April17 Sec L 
Mon l2-1:30pm Kopiko 202. April 
25 Sec M Tu 4:30-6pm Kopiko 
202. 
001LLWR101 Introduction to 

CLASSIFIEDS 

Counter help, fry cooks: with 
experience needed at H.K.'s 
Restaurant. Go to 946 Coolidge SL. 
to fill out application. 
Filing Clerk: 15-20 hrs/wk. 
Duties: Document filing, main
taining legal dockets, keeping 
track of deadlines, some word pro
cessing. $8 hr. 
Take charge of your life: Be your 
own boss while working from 
home. View a free booklet at 
http:// www.employ yourself.com 
or call (303) 480-5737. There will 
be training. 

Word for Windows: Fee $20. 
March 13,15 Sec H Mon/Wed 4:30-
6pm Kopiko 202. March 20 Sec I 
Mon 12-3pm lliahi 129. April 3,5 
Sec J Mon/Wed 4:30-6pm Kopiko 
202. 
001LLWR201 Intermediate Word 
for Windows: Fee $20. 
March 20 Sec G Mon/Wed 4:30-
6pm Kopiko 202. April 7 SecH Fri 
l 0-l pm Kopiko 202. April 14 Sec I 
Fri 12-3pm Kopiko 202. April 
17,19 Sec J Mon/Wed 4:30-6pm 
Kopiko 202. April 25,27 Sec K 
Tuffh 9-10:30am lliahi 129. 
OOlLLEX!Ol Introduction to 
Excel: Fee $20. 
April 10 Sec AMon 12-3pm lliahi 
129. April 18,20 Sec B Tuffh 9-
1 0:30am lliahi 129. April 24 sec C 
Mon 12:-3pm Kopiko 202. 

WORKSHOPS 
& CLASSES 

TRANSFER WORKSHOPS 

Mar. 20: 'llima 202 B 12-1:15 UH
Manoa Information & Computer 
Sciences: Opportunities in ICS and 
requirements for the UH-Manoa 
ICS Program. Stephen Itoga UHM 
ICS Advisor Alfred Seita KCC Pre
ICS Advisor. 
Drumming Classes: Mamadou 
Ndiaye Rose will be teaching two 
all-level drumming workshops at 
UH. Wed. March 15, ?p.m. and Sat. 
March 18 at 4p.m. Call259-6326 to 
register. 
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Entertainment 
I 

READINGS 
Ian MacMillan: March 15, 7:30 
p.m. at Windward Community 
College, Hale Alaka'i 129. 
Rene Gladman & Daryl Keola 
Cabacungan: March 16, 7:30p.m. 
at coffeeline campus coffeehouse, 
1820 University Ave. Gladman 
edits the cahpbook press Leroy, 
which publishes inovative work by 
obsure writers. Cabacungan work 
has appeared in numberous literay 
magzines among other 
acheviements. 
Intersecting Circles Reading: On 
March 21 writers featured in 
Bamboo Ridge's ''Intersecting 
Circles" will read excerpts from 
their works. The event will take 

place at 7p.m. at UH Manoa cam
pus ballroom. Some of the featured 
authors include Karla Brundage, 
April Coloreui and Cathy Ikeda. 
The Readings: Every fourth 
Thursday 7:30-9 : 30p.m. the 
McCully library features local writ
ers performing their work. On 
March 23 UH instructor and writer 
of "Field Work" and "Inheritance" 
Adele Nejame will be the guest per
former. 
C.S. Giscombe: On Thursday 
March 23 C.S. Giscombe will read 
some of his work at UH K1,1ykendall 
Hall at noon and he will also speak 
at 7:30pm at the biography cottage 
on the UH campus. Giscombe is a 
African-American writer of poetry 
and prose and his new book "Into 
and Out of Dislocation" is set to be 
published in April. 

Academy Theatre 
Oncgin: The movie features Ralph 
Fiennes and Liv Tyler and is about a 
girl who chases jaded boy and gets 
rejected. The movie will be showing 
at the Academy March 15-17. 
Nights of Counting the Years: a 
1969 Egyptian movie about a cache 
of royal mummies that are 
unearthed by a grave robbing fami
ly. The film is part of the academy's. 
Egypt exhibition and will be show
ing March 19 at 4pm. 

Tumbleweeds: This movie fea
tures Janet McTeer and is about a 
women who is constantly running 
from failed relationships. The 
movie will show March 21-23. 
African Diaspora Film Festival: 
This is a humorous story about the 
daily life of Dominican immigrants 
in New York and will be showing 
March 23. 
Orfeudo Carnavai:An updated 
''Black Orpheus," this movie is a 
tale of love, death, passion and dan
ger. It shows March 24 at 7:30pm. 

Joe LINE ... Joe LINE ... Joe LINE ... Joe LINE ... 
For more information on these and additional jobs, go to the Job Placement Office at "/lima 103. 

Accounting Clerk: Temp/ to hire. 
Mon-Fri. 8a.m.-5p.m. Computer 
literacy preferred(MAS 90). $9 hr. 
or depending upon experience. 
Account Executive: $40, 000/yr. 
Aggressive motivated with excel
lent sales and communication 
skills. Qualifications: Corporate 
sales experience in advertising, 
media, communications, computers 
and/or financial planning a plus. 
Administrative Assistant: Ff. 
Business School Graduate. Mon
Fri. 8a.m.-4p.m. Must type 75 
wpm, have knowledge of PC com
puter system (Microsoft), and han
dle general office work. 
Administrative Support: FT. 
Provides administrative assistance 
to the local Area Field Service 
Office. Skills: typing, telephone 
call handling, computer data entry, 
word processing, and spreadsheet 
applications. 
After school leader pusition: 
Certified teacher, grade K. Or stu
dent in Education field. Hrs: 2:30-
5:30 p.m. Mon-Fri. Salary based on 
experience. 
Anchor/Reporter: FT. $28-
$38,000/yr. Qualifications: 2 years 
broadcast news experience, college 
degree, needs news judgement, tell 
stories well, write quickly in accu
rate lively broadcast style. 
Associate Producer: PT $17-
$20,000/yr. Qualifications: Good 
news judgement, attention to 
detail, ability to handle time pres
sure and many jobs at once. Entry 
level position. College degree pre-

ferred. 
Customer Service/ Retail Rep: 
Jewelry, $6.50 hr .. plus coqunission 
(aprox.$10/hr.). Japanese/English 
speaking a plus. Sun 9a.m-6p.m. 
Thurs. eve. 5-9p.m. and one week
day morning. 
File Clerk I Delivery Person: Must 
have a valid Hawaii driver's license. 
Mornings and/ afternoons as school 
schedule permits. Some evenings 
may be required. $6/hr .. 
Internship: Supervising food and 
beverage associates. Applicant 
must have some food and beverage/ 
retail related experience , excellent 
interpersonal/communication skills, 
and must be customer service ori
ented. Benefits including medical . 
dental profit sharing , paid vacation, 
and meals. 
Line Producer: FT. $10-$15/hr .. 
Qualifications: 2 years broadcast 
news experience,college degree. 
Need reporter, writer,and line pro
ducer skills. 
Multi-Media Production: Hrs. 
llexible. Qualifications: Must have 
own PC or Mac with CDR burner. 
Background in developing Multi
Media Presentation (Video, music, 
still, photo, web designing, and 
others.) 
Sales Positions: Looking for indi
viduals who can sell, give good 
customer service and work well 
with co-workers. FTIPT and on call 
positions . Internship program also 
available in management/ fashion 
program. 
Teacher: Summer Fun Program. 

FT. 6n-8118, 2000. Certified teach
ers or students graduating in 
Education in May 2000. Salary 
based on experience. 
Technician: PT. $9.04/hr .. 
Immediate openings for 2 techni
cians, CG operator, AVID editor, 
studio camera, nights & weekends. 
Type 30wpm. AS degree or higher. 

Astronaut to speak 

Hawai'i Space Grant is happy 
to announce that NASA astronaut 
Andrew Thomas will be speaking 

Monday, March 13 in 'Ohia 118 at 
1:30 p.m. 

Thomas, who has a Ph.D. in 
mechanical engineering, will be 
describing his experiences 
onboard the Mir space station and 
the Space Shuttle. He spent 141 
days in Mir, orbiting the Earth 
2.250 times! He was also a crew 
member on a Shuttle flight carry
ing the Spacehab laboratory mod
ule 

Tuition Rally 

Tuition Increase Rally:·--·TI-1. 
Marchl6, Supporters meet at lpm 
for BOR meeting at 1:30p.m. at 
UH Campus Mall. Th. a Student 
sleepover will be held for those 
attending the Fri. March 17, BOR 
meeting at 8a.m. at Windward 
Community College. Carpool 
departure will be at 7:30a.m. 

. , 
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