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KCC program promotes international awareness 
Alexandre Da Si Iva 

Managing Editor 

Since 9111, there has been 
a big change in the focus of 
the media and their audience. 
People are no longer spending 
their time watching things such 
as the O.J. Simpson trial or the 
Monica Lewinsky scandal. They 
have, more than ever, turned 
their attention to international 
issues - mostly because they 
were forced to. 

New international awareness 
is also found in schools. 

A good example is the work 
being done by the American 
Council of Education (ACE.) 
through the Promising Prac
tices program. Funded by The 
Carnegie Corporation, the pro
gram's purpose is to spotlight 
excellence in comprehensive 
internationalization, promising 
practices in international edu
cation and maximizing global 
understanding for students. 

KCC, in a partnership with 
eight other schools in the U.S., 
was selected from a pool of 57 
applicants to participate. They 
will help guide schools who are 
willing to start or broaden their 
international programs so that 
they "do not have to reinvent the 
wheel," said Japanese instructor 
Linda Fujikawa, one of many 

instructors involved with the 
ACE programs. 

KCC's Honda International 
Center provides services, activi
ties and support in the areas of 
international education and glo
balization. The center, founded 
in honor of community leader, 
donor and internationalist Paul 
S. Honda, is recognized by 
the ACE for being at the cut
ting edge of using technology 
towards campus international
ization. 

The Carnegie Foundation for 
the Advancement of Teaching 
also recognizes KCC for its 
emphasis on service learning 
and cross-cultural understand
ing. In 2001, the American 
Association of Colleges and 
Universities (AAC&U), after 
rigorous national research, 
included KCC among the main 
16 innovative, learning-centered 
colleges and universities to 
serve as models of best practice 
in liberal education. 

Fujikawa recently visited 
schools in the U.S. to discuss 
the implementation of an inter
national program proposed by 
the Seitoku University, located 
in Chiba, Japan. Seitoku, one 
of the most expensive private 
schools in Japan whose program 
goes from pre-school to Ph.D., 
will be starting a new program 

in its foreign language and study 
department. One of the require
ments is that students have expe
rience in studying abroad. This 
is innovative, since Japanese 
schools are known for keeping 
education closely tied to their 
culture. 

Fujikawa, together with two 
Seitoku educators, recently 
visited three ACE partnership 
institutions (Binghamton Uni
versity, Dickinson College and 
Appalachian State University) 
and presented them with the 
program. 

"It was good timing," said 
Fujikawa, relating to 9111 and 
the need for international aware
ness. 

"They are called international 
programs, but the main focus 
has always been on Europe and 
South America. Now, we are 
exploring new areas such as 
Middle East and Asia." 

The Seitoku University 
international program, which 
consists on paving Japanese 
students study in American 
schools, is divided into two sub
programs. In the first, students 
travel abroad to complete junior 
and senior years and earn a 
degree from American schools. 
The students then must write an 
essay exam to earn the degree 
from Seitoku University. This 

... the main focus has always been on 
Europe and South America. Now, we 
are exploring new areas such as Middle 

fast and Asia. 

is needed since the Japanese 
Ministry of Education will not 
recognize degrees from foreign 
institutions. 

The second program focuses 
on sending students for the 
cultural experience, without the 
intent of earning a degree. Both 
programs require that students 
be sent to schools that have the 
least number of Japanese stu
dents as possible. 

The three schools are opti
mistic that the program will 
start next April, which marks 
the beginning of the Japanese 
school year. 

"I was impressed by the 
facilities and amount of money 
spent from Seitoku," said Fuji
kawa. "However, for the limited 
money and resource, KCC is 
doing a great job. There is no 
better way to learn about other 
cultures than traveling, meeting 
new institutions and new people. 
I'm very thankful to provost 

Leon Richards for giving me 
this opportunity. I wish more 
faculty had a chance to go on 
these trips. We always have 
something new to learn." 

KCC currently has ongoing 
programs with three Japanese 
schools (Kansai University, 
Aichi University and Kinran 
College) and is now looking for
ward to working with Seitoku. 

The Seitoku Junior College 
will send 160 students from its 
nutrition department to learn 
from the KCC culinary program. 
They will arrive Feb. 22 and stay 
until the Feb. 26. 

In return, Seitoku will accept 
international students from 
KCC. The students would study 
at Seitoku University while 
paying KCC tuition. 

To learn more about the inter
national programs at KCC and 
the Honda International Schol
arships, visit the Honda center 
in Iliahi 112. 
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Speak Out! Question and photos by Christina liu 

"What was the scariest thing you have ever encountered?" 

Nichole Martinez: "My first 
time bumping into a dead body 
while working at the mortuary." 

Tommy Dukes: "A 20 ft. wave 
came crashing down on me and 
my girlfriend. I was worried 
about my girlfriend getting hurt." 

Nalu Rash: "While I was 
driving one day, this crazy lady 
tried to jump off a walkway 
bridge onto my car." 

Commentary - ,' ~-

Amanda Paulino: "I got hit 
by a car near campus, but the 
funny thing is I hardly remem
ber it." 

Things that bug me ... about students 
Pierre Asselin 

Assistant Professor of History 

In a recent edition of Kapio, 
KCC student Kawehi Haug 
asserted that among the "things" 
that bugged her were teachers 
who take attendance. Student 
Haug added, condescendingly 
I thought, that "[s]omeone is 
getting paid to be in class and 
it's not me." "Unless you have 
a legal obligation to make sure 
I'm here," Student Haug contin
ued, "don't worry about it, we're 
in college now." 

The attitude about higher edu
cation generally and the role of 
teachers specifically manifested 
by Student Haug offends me 
to a degree I cannot begin to 
describe. As a teacher at this 
campus-and one who consid
ers attendance to be of utmost 
importance-I was tempted ini
tially to respond to Student Haug 
through a lengthy and incisive 
expose on the meaning of higher 
education and the importance of 
student attendance. However, 
being the immature soul that I 
am, I have decided to fight fire 
with fire, and compile a list of 
things I hate about students 
addressed not to Student Haug 
but to the entire KCC student 
community. 

Before I begin, allow me to 
place the following disclaimer: 
the following are my opinions 
and mine alone; any act of ret
ribution should be directed at 
my person and my person exclu
sively. Leave my colleagues 
out of this. Though some may 
agree with me on certain issues, 
respect the fact that they-unlike 
this teacher-have the decency 
to keep such opinions to them
selves. This is between Prof. 
Asselin and you, the student. 

Things that bug me: 

10. Students who get annoyed 
by my taking attendance. 

Personally, I could not care 
less about mediocre students 
(for those are the ones who 
tend to miss class most consis
tently) who do not attend class. 

However, for the sake of those 
students who show up for every 
session, I feel compelled to take 
attendance. It is relatively easy 
for a student who rarely shows 
up for class to get notes from 
another student who happens 
to be more committed, tum in 
all assignments, take all tests 
and exams, and pass the course. 
Accordingly, and out of fairness 
to those who make the effort to 
be in class for each session, I 
take attendance and fail those 
who miss regularly. 

9. Students who think I 
get paid to be in class, and 
therefore should service them 
according to their needs and 
demands. 

Sorry, but a college is not K
Mart. You are not a customer, 
and my goal as a teacher is not 
customer satisfaction. You are 
here to be educated; to learn new 
skills and, more significantly, to 
learn to think independently, cre
atively, and critically. From my 
perspective, you either "buy"-if 
you wish to use that lingo-what 
I have to offer, or spend the rest 
of your existence embracing 
your high school diploma. I like 
to believe that the decade I spent 
in university earning a variety of 
degrees entitles me to guide you 
academically, and not be guided 
by you. 

8. Students who are arro
gant. 

Okay; let us skip that one. If 
it is acceptable for teachers to be 
arrogant, then ... 

7. Students who show up late 
for class. 

Nothing like a slamming door 
and a leisurely yet highly disrup
tive stroll across the classroom 
ten minutes into my lecture to 
make me develop an intense 
and profound dislike for your 
person. Consider the following 
as a deterrent against tardiness: 
that very same day you show up 
late and disrupt my classroom, 
I grade your fifty-point essay. 
The grading of an essay being 
an entirely . subjective process, 

I might be tempted to take my 
anger out on your poor, vulner
able, helpless little essay. Can 
a teacher be that vindictive, you 
ask? Of course not. Unless, in 
addition to being a teacher, I also 
happen to be a human being. 

6. Students who think it is 
"cool" to remain mute during 
class discussions. 

You may be cool to your 
friend, but you are pathetic to 
me. Thus, unless your friend 
happens to be the teacher, change 
your ways. Again, you are here 
to learn new skills. Take it upon 
yourself to exploit every oppor
tunity. Students who participate 
in classroom discussions help 
make courses more interesting 
and constructive. 

5. Students who think I am 
Eric Denton. 

Denton is Religion, I am 
History. Besides, I am much 
smarter than he is (so our mother 
tells me). 

4. Students who use the fact 
that they have a busy work 
schedule to justify a poor per
formance at school. 

Working forty hours a week 
and attending college is a con
scious choice. Personally, I find 
it quite commendable. How
ever, as much as I would like 
to indulge you, I cannot lower 
my standards because you have 
to work. You find the reading 
and writing requirements for my 
course onerous? Too bad. As a 
wise student once said, "we're 
in college now." Accept the 
consequences of your decisions. 
You wish to work, then work. 
You wish to receive an educa
tion, then study. Set your priori
ties straight before you enter my 
classroom. 

3. Students who make it a 
point to share with the rest of 
us the fact that they own a cell 
phone. 

Nothing says "Please fail me" 
more effectively than your cell 
phone ringing while · I lecture. 
Are you so important that you 

have to be reachable at all times, 
including while at school? Do 
yourself a favor, student. Leave 
your cell phone at home or 
in your car while on campus. 
Not only will you not run the 
risk of disrupting my class and 
suffering my wrath, but instead 
of spending your "down time" 
at school wasting hours away 
discussing the latest installment 
of "The Bachelor" with friends 
on the other side of the island, 
you might find yourself going to 
the library, opening a book, and 
studying. Remember that you 
are here to learn. Use your time 
on campus productively, and be 
courteous to your teachers and 
fellow students. 

2. Students who care more 
about their grade than they 
do about the information and 
skills they learn. 

I understand that you want to 
do well in my course (who does 
not?). However, you should also 
make an effort to fully absorb 
what you are offered. 

Understand that people with 
college degrees are "a dime 
a dozen" these days . Less 
common are people who actu
ally possess valuable knowledge 
and skills. For instance, few 
people with college degrees 
write at the level that they 
should. Thus, while in my class, 
invest adequate time and effort 
in preparing written assign
ments. You just might become a 
better writer in the process, and 
reap significant dividends in the 
future. 

1. Students who think they 
are smarter than I am. 

I really hate when that hap
pens; especially, as it has been 
the case repeatedly this semes
ter, when they are right. I hate 
THAT the most. 

I would like to add, in conclu
sion, that for every ten things 
I resent about students at this 
school, there is a hundred that 
I love and admire. Damn you, 
the student, for making me care 
in spite of your many, egregious 
flaws. 

Mr. Skeletal Face: "A student 
journalist." 
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Carlisle advocates 
victims' rights . 

Mac Speaks Hawaiian 

Eva Raff 
Staff Writer 

City . Prosecuter Peter Carl
isle visited KCC on Thursday, 
Oct 24. His main issue was the 
protection of victims ' rights, 
because quite simply "it is lousy 
to be a victim of crime." 

He _described in detail the 
impact of crime on the life of 
innocent persons and of the staff 
involved in the investigation. 
The dramatic case of the victim 
Dana Ambrose, who di~d in a 
car accident with police officer 
Clyde Arakawa, was. Carlisle's 
case and example. 

Arakawa is guilty of drunken 
driving, and is facing severe con
sequences. But the very severe 
and challenging _consequences 
facing the victim were Carlisle's 
focus in his lecture. The circum
stances of the Ambrose case has 
motivated Carlisle to suggest a 
re-modeling of the investigation 
system. 

Questioning eyewitnesses, 
re~onstructing the incident, 
doing research work and com
puter simulation, are expensive 
and time consuming when car-

ried out. In addition to preparing 
the presentation for the case in 
the courtroom, citizens; experts 
and police officers have to be 
present, leaving a big gap in 
their daily work schedules, to 
work the process of investiga
tion and to attend a preliminary 
hearing. · 

Carlisle said that the solution 
to the problem is to propose a 
third method of prosecution, 
which would al1ow prosecutors 
and the Attorney General to 
initiate felony. criminal charges 
by filing written information 
signed· by the pr<?secutor or the 
Attorney General setting forth 
the charge, in accordance with 
procedures and conditions to 

Peter Carlisle . 

be provided by the state legisla
ture. The proposed amendment, 
called Question .#3, will appear 
on the ballot in the state general 
election. 

Carlisle supports the amend
ment and encourages people to 
vote yes. 

Carlisle's attitude towards his 
position as a prosecutor is based 
on his moral code of life: "The 
truth, the whole truth, and noth
ing but the truth." 

Quote of the Week: -

Michael Yoshiura 
Contributing Writer 

The Macintosh is now speak
. ing the native tongue of our 
Hawaiian Isalnds. It is a giant 

. leap for Hawaiian education 
programs throughout our islands 
as well as else where our lan
guage is shared. 

The purpose of this integra
tion is educational, for that is 
the direction in which the Mac 
hopes to trail-blaze in this new 
era. 

Leading the charge 'is Keola 
Donaghy, media and telecom
munications director for the 
Hale Kuamo'o Hawaiian Lan
guage Center at the University 
of Hawai'i at Hilo. Donaghy 
worked with Apple Computers 
to upgrade the OS 10.2 pro
gram. The new program is being 

# The UH system should be run not unlike_ a busi-
. . 

ness. The University provides the service and the stu-
dent should fee/like the valued customer.// 

--Evan Dobelle t(J KCC students on Apri/16. 

2003UH 
BUSINESS .PLAN 

COMP.ETITIO .·. 

applied to Hawaiian education 
everywhere. 

The new 10.2 operating system 
added the ability to easily type 
the kahako and the 'okina char
acters around which the Hawai
ian language revolves . 

The 'okina is what's known 
as a· glottal stop. This initiates 
the pause of breath between 
vowels. This is what Hawaiians 
recognize as consonants. The 
kahako is a dash that appears 
over vowels. 

The Hale .Kumo'o center runs 
nothing but the 10.2 program. 
Donaghy says, "Hawaiian 
language immersion programs 
statewide use Macintosh com
puters almost exclusively.· 
Some of the equipment used 
by Kumo' o . and its network for 
Hawaiian speakers called Leoki 
was donated by Apple." . 

At first the high level corporat~ 
technicians were skeptical_, ~ut 
Donaghy's persistence pulled 
through in the long run. 

To Apple Computers, the 
reason for adding Hawaiian 
functionality is simple: indirect 
profits. Apple Computers are 
trying to target students as well 
as educational institutions and 
create brand loyalty. The idea is 
to business as well as school. 

Join the Competition! 
• 

$50,000 in Prizes! 

Pacifi< Asian Cen er 
. ·.for Ert1repreneurship 
& E-Bus1ness 

UNIVERSITY OF HAWAI'I AT MANOA 

COLLEGE OF BUSINESS ADMINISTRATION 

The UH Business Plan Competition will help you 
learn how to write and present a business plan. 
Throughout the competition, business experts 
will give sessions on topics such as marketing, 
financial statements, intellectual property and 
more. 

For registration and information visit: 

www.cba.hawaii.edu/bpc 
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New Hawai'i State Art Museum opens 
KCC art instructors participate in opening festivities 

Eva Raff 
Staff Writer 

The State Foundation on 
Culture and the Arts (SFCA) 
that houses the Art in Public 
Places (APP) Program invites 
the public to the opening of the 
museum, and to art activities 
and demonstrations. 

Lisa Yoshira, curator of the 
SFCA's Art in Public Places 
program, recalls the long search 
of decades of years, for a "per
manent home for public collec-

Ceramic by Kauka de Silva 

tions." 
The opening ceremony on 

Nov. 3 at 9 a.m., will take place 
on the front steps of the Hawai'i 
State Art Museum, 250 S.Hotel 
Street,. The inaugural exhibi
tion, "Enriched by Diversity: 
The Art Of Hawai'i," shows _ 
284 artists, with a collection 
of nearly 360 works of art on 
display, and features a daylong 
calendar of events; art activities 
and demonstrations, hands-on 
art activities, music, dance and 
food booths. :J 

::J 
Shuzo Uemoto, photogra- co 

phy lecturer at KCC will give .£: 
a hands-on demonstration of ~ 
solar printing, creating photos - G 
without a camera, from 9 - 12 ~ 
a.m. Sunday, Nov.3, at the grand .9 
opening of the Hawai' i State Art _g 
Museum (IDSAM). a. 

Uemoto's solar printing is the 
revival of a slow camera-less 
mode of photography. Objects 
are placed onto the chemi
cally prepared photo paper and 
"developed" in water. When 

exposed to sunlight, the shapes 
of the objects on the paper show 
up with various shades of color 
on the cyan print paper. The 

objects appear sharp, clear, or 
less clear, depending on how 
many minutes an · object is 
exposed to the light. The pro
cess is interrupted by placing 
the paper into water. 

The prints express an elemen
tary abstraction of their forms 
and outlines in a beautiful 
variety of tones and shapes. The 
chosen objects can range from 
plants to kitchen utensils, or any 
other objects with .an exciting 
outline. 

Sean Browne, KCC instruc
tor for sculpture, will have work 
on display in the museum too. 
The collection of Browne's 
work of the 80's and the early 

Left: Bronze sculpture 
by Seane Browne 

Uemoto 
shows 
examples 
of solar 
prints of 
ferns and 
feathers. 

90's dealt with redefining Poly
nesian motives. Students can 
see Browne's sculpture, "Spirit 
Way," at the top of the stairway 
to 'lliahi. 

Browne will also lead a dem
onstration on sculpture rub
bings from 9 -12 a.m. on Nov. 
3. Rubbings will be done on a 
prepared plaster model based 
on drawings from ·students of 
Mahimahi Elementary school. 
The drawings were based on 
events of the 12 months of the 
ancient Hawaiian calendar. 

Kauka de Silva, art professor, 
will also have his ceramics on 
display. His work can also be 
found in the Honolulu Acad
emy of Arts, The Kamehameha 
Schools, and in the office of 
most of the administrators on 
the KCC campus. 

Using the Camera as a Drawing Device 
Eva Raff 

Staff Writer 

Shuzo Uemoto, photography 
lecturer at KCC and staff pho
tographer for the Academy of 
Arts, is known for the unusual 
techniques he employs in his 
photographs. 

Uemoto's current photographs 
on display in the HiSAM, show 
his approach to photography 
along the lines of printmaking 
and drawing. "I pick up the 
camera as a drawing device," 
says Uemoto. 

The prints of his latest works 
can be seen in the new Hawai'i 
State Art Museum, at the Acad
emy of Arts and in the lolani 
Gallery at the Windward Com
munity College. 

The use of the camera for the 
representation of a three dimen
sional form such as sculptures 
and ceramic objects, were the 
beginning of his photography 

era, and show the heartbeat of a 
former sculpture-major: 

"I was a reluctant photogra
pher," he said, "my major was 
sculpture. I got interested in 
photography in my last year of 
college." 

The method of photo etching, 
the daguerreotype, the camera 
obscura and the photogravure, 
which is similar to an intaglio 
process, are techniques that pre
ceded photography. Uemoto's 
experiments with these tech
niques are the result of his fasci
nation for the beauty of surface 
structures of photography as the 
first capture. 

Uemoto's recent experiments 
will be exhibited in a series on 
hale koa in the Diamond Head 
Crater at the Hawai'i State Art 
Museum. Uemoto makes the 
viewer aware of the interaction 
between the subject and passers 
by. How we interact with things, 
the way we see things and the 

way of enhancing our visual 
location - where we live and 
where we are - is the focus of 
Uemoto's series. 

Uemoto quotes comments of a 
hiker: "Gee, I go by that ·area all 
the time, but I never took notice 
of it, because it seemed just like 
a weed!" Hale Koa, Uemoto 
says that in general, hale koa is 
considered to be "a weed, a rub
bish plant; but in bloom it has 
the beauty of a rose growing on 
the bottom of the ground." 

He uses multiple layers of the ~ 

Hale Koa to produce the effect ~ 
of depth and to give the impres- B 
sion of a drawing. The final 
printing result shows his passion 
for photographic techniques. 

"The other part, too, is that I 
wanted to try to get close to the 
concept of a drawing," he said. 

Uemoto has very sharp 
negatives of the picture and 
digitalizes the "strictness" of the 
picture to get the drawing-like 

Artist Shuzo Uemoto with one of his Hale Koa photo series 
taken in the Koa Gallery at the Art Faculty Show recently. 

effect. The final image, printed 
on the beautiful translucent 
Japanese Gampi Paper with 

the inkjet printer, now looks 
like a drawing, although it was 
mechanically made. 
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THE WAHINE 
By Terri Nakamura 

"Ho, brah, you seen that 
chick?" Matt started nudging 
his friend Kalani with his elbow. 
Kalani was preoccupied in fixing 
his straps on his backpack. "Ho, 
she' solid yeah?" 

Matt stared googled. eyed as 
a pretty local girl walked past 
them on the trail and disap
peared. Kalani looked up ahead 
of the trail and then towards 
Matt and shook his head. Kalani 
started laughing. 

"My bradah, you need a 
girlfriend, really bad." Kalani 
whacked his friend on the shoul
der, a sign of masculine bond
ing, and Matt smiled. 

They continued their walk 
through a well worn dirt path 
with overgrown trees that com
pletely shaded them. Matt and 
Kalani were hiking in a remote 
area, on a trail surrounded by 
lush jungle, a trail that led to 
paradise. The paradise was a 
small strip of white sand beach, 
only accessible by foot. The 
beach was enclosed by rocky 
cliffs along the shoreline, the 
protectors of paradise. It was 
rumored that the beach was 
cursed and over the years the 
newspapers would report the 
beach claiming human life every 
now and then. Many surfers took 
the rumors and pushed them 
aside, for the beach produced 
clean and powerful waves. The 
beach was considered to be an 
asset to those who loved to surf, 
and rumors didn't stop Matt and 
Kalani from making their morn
ing trek. Cutting out from school 
today, they both were excited 
about the predicted three to five 
swells heard on the radio surf 
report early this morning. 

After about twenty minutes, 
they reached their destination. 
White sparkling sand and crys
tal blue ocean waves eagerly 
greeted them. Matt scanned 
beach eagerly for signs of the 
girl who brushed past him 
earlier on the trail. She was 
,nowhere to be seen, and Matt 
was a bit disappointed, but 
Kalani looked at him and they 
both smiled in realization, for 
the beach was empty and they 
were the first ones to experi
ence the huge waves crashing 
in front of them, just as the surf 
report predicted . They quickly 
dropped their backpacks and 
Kalani ran towards the water 
with his board, but before he 
entered, he turned and called out 
to Matt. 

"Ho, brah you coming in, or 
you going do your ritual first?" 
Kalani yelled out towards Matt, 
as Matt plopped on the warm 
sand. Matt looked up towards 
Kalani and smiled, giving the 
thumbs up sign. Kalani then 
turned towards the ocean and 
dived in. 

Matt sat on the sand, gazing 

at the waves as he usually did 
each time before he surfed. All 
his friends teased him about 
his "ritual," where he took five 
to ten minutes on shore before 
he even touched the ocean. To 
Matt, this time was considered 
meditation, where he felt peace 
with the ocean, it was his yoga, 
his praying time, and it was 
where he took time out to study 
the waves, instead of just rushing 
in. He was intently studying the 
waves, in deep concentration, 
until he suddenly felt a presence 
next to him. He broke his gaze 
away from the ocean and looked 
up. He came upon a beautiful 
face looking down towards him. 
He realized this was the girl he 
saw earlier on the trail. 

Wow, Matt thought, this girl 
standing next to me is really hot. 
Her features were clearly flaw
less and she had beautiful brown 
skin and black shiny hair. She 
wore a light blue pareo wrapped 
around her neck, with material 
flowing throughout the curves of 
her body. He suddenly felt shy, 
but her beauty beckoned him, 
and he wanted to touch her. She 
met his stare for a few moments 
then smiled, showing her pearly 
white teeth. "Hi," Matt said 
shyly. 

A feminine, soft-spoken voice 
answered him. "Hello, how 
are you?" She reached out her 
hand. 

Matt took her hand and felt 
a chill go through him, for her 
hand was ice cold. How odd, he 
thought, it's super hot today, but 
when he looked at her exquisite 
face he got lost in his thoughts. 
"Would you like to sit down?" 
he asked. 

"Sure." she replied. She sat 
down by Matt and looked out 
towards the ocean. Matt turned 
towards her gaze and saw Kalani 
paddling at a tip of a break, and 
then quickly skim his board 
down to catch a huge wave. 

"Is that your friend?" she 
asked. Her face turned to his 
face, only inches apart. Matt 
nodded and felt his body surge 
with nervousness and excite
ment. He studied her face 
intently as she turned to watch 
Kalani ride his wave. She's the 
perfect girl for me, Matt thought. 
He quickly forgot about surfing 
and his friend and wanted to 
know everything about her, her 
name, where she was from, if 
she was by herself, and most of 
all if she was single. He quickly 
made conversation. 

She wouldn't answer most of 
his questions except to say she 
was from this area and she was 
by herself. Matt thought it was 
odd he never saw her before, 
especially since he lived in the 
next town over, and knew almost 
everyone by name or face. Sad
ness suddenly was~ed over her 

face and she turned away to 
leave. Matt quickly grabbed 
her arm, noticing its cool crisp
ness, like running your fingers 
through thesurface of the ocean 
for the first time. He quickly let 
go, and she turned back towards 
him with a sad smile. 

"I have to go." She looked 
towards Matt as tears formed 
in her eyes. Matt suddenly felt 
confused, not wanting to let 
this beautiful creature out of his 
sight, dazzled by her mysterious 
demeanor and wanting to assist 
her in whatever was making 
her upset. He didn't know if it 
was love or lust, but he felt this 
incredible attraction to be with 
this girl. "Wait," he called out 
to her, "do you need any help or 
anything?" 

Her eyes suddenly stopped 
brimming with tears and her 
face conformed from sadness 
to mild interest. Matt took it as 
a sign, as hope, and asked again, 
"Do you need some he]p?" 

She looked at him for a few 
minutes, then slowly spoke. "I 
used to go out with someone 
once." She then looked towards 
the sea, and spoke again, "But 
he's not around anymore." Her 
gaze never left the ocean. Matt 
suddenly assumed she lost a 
boyfriend here and came to 
mourn. 

"I'm sorry," he said. He knew 
the stories about guys who 
drowning here. "I heard that 
happens here sometimes." 

The girl suddenly looked at 
him, with a sudden spark in 
her eyes. "That was a long time 
ago. There were others, but they 
never stayed too long with me." 
She looked deeply in Matt's 
eyes and Matt felt electricity go 
through him. ~ 

She was silent for a moment, 
then spoke. 

"I need someone to stay with 
me." Her big brown eyes bore 
into Matt's as she spoke. Matt 
nodded, realizing that he was 
just propositioned. He smiled as 
he remembered what Kalani had 
teased him about earlier on the 
trail, and laughed at the thought 
that it actually had begun to 
come true. 

The girl suddenly stood up 
and said, "Well, then let go for 
a swim." She ran towards the 
water and left Matt sitting in the 
sand. He got up quickly and ran 
after her. She suddenly dived 
into the water and disappeared. 
Matt reached the shore's edge 
and felt the cold water embrace 
him as he dived in. He quickly 
swam towards the immense surf, 
looking for his new sweetheart, 
concerned that she would get 
pounded by the waves. He dove 
into the deep water, under the 
crushing waves and he suddenly 
felt someone grab him by his 
waist in the deep water and ~e 

opened his eyes to see her brown 
eyes looking 

back at him. He saw her smile 
and she slowly pulled him 
closer, and they embraced in a 
long kiss. Matt soon became lost 
in the kiss, and in the waves. 

* * * 
Flashes of blue and red from 

the ambulance and police cut 
into Kalani's teary sight as he 
shook in grief He was sitting on 
the hood of the police car, as the 
paramedics and fire department 
disappeared down the trail to 
comb the beach and ocean. 

Kalani was having a blast 
catching waves. After he caught 
a solid wave, he came up from 
the white wash of his dying 
wave and looked for Matt. 
When he didn't see Matt sitting, 
he scanned the beach, where he 
saw couple guys with boards 
approaching the beach from the 
trail, but he saw no Matt. He 
then looked to his right and left, 
thinking his friend had come 
into the water, but there was no 
sign of him. As a s.et of waves 
approached him, Kalani dived 
under and come back up to the 
surface. He started to panic 
when he realized that Matt's 
board was still on the beach. He 
quickly swam to shore and asked 
the two guys as they approached 
the shoreline with their boards 
if they saw Matt on the trail, 
thinking maybe he walked back 
up to where his car was parked 
because he forgot something. 
When they said they didn ' t 
see him or anyone by Matt's 
car, he frantically searched his 
backpack for his cell phone and 
called police. Kalani and the two 
guys continued to scan the water 
for any sign of Matt. Kalani 
reluctantly left his new friends 
to meet the police at the trail
head as his friends continued to 
scan the ocean. 

As the middle-aged policeman 
gently questioned Kalani, he 
kept shaking his head slowly. 
After Kalani's statement was 
done, the policeman asked 
Kalani, "What, you guys never 
see po wahine there?" Kalani, 

looked up in wonder at the 
strange question and replied, 
"My friend said he seen one fine 
chick walk past us, but I never 
see or hear nothing, so I thought 
he was joking around. Why?" 
The policeman looked at Kalani 
with sad eyes and started to walk 
away. 

"Wait," Kalani called out to 
him. "Why you ask that question 
for?" He slowly stood up from 
the hood of the police car. The 
policeman turned back around 
to face Kalani. 

"When I was one small boy, I 
heard this wahine when drown 
by the beach while looking for 
her boyfriend was surfing at this 
beach. The boyfriend came out 
from the water and was devas
tated to learn his girlfriend when 
drown. They were suppose to be 
married in a couple days. Grow
ing up I heard stories about guys 
drowning at this beach." The 
policeman drew a deep breath 
before he continued on. "High 
school time, I was there surf
ing one day, and me and couple 
other guys ended up saving this 
guy who almost drowned in the 
surf. When we pulled him up, 
he whispered that he met one 
beautiful wahine and he wanted 
to be with her. Later on, I found 
he didn't make it. I never went 
back to the beach again." The 
policeman shook his head at 
his memories, and shrugged 
his shoulders half-heartedly. He 
then slowly spoke. 

"Every time I hear someone 
missing or there was a drowning 
at this beach, I think about what 
that guy said. Maybe the wahine 
no like be lonely, wherever she 
stay." 

At that moment, a beep on 
the police radio came on. The 
policeman held the radio in 
his hand and someone from 
the other end announced they 
found Matt's body. As the 
voice over the radio confirmed 
Matt's demise, the policeman 
and Kalani looked at each other 
with a mixture of wonder and 
sadness. 
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The Faceless Lady by Michael K. Howlett 
Back then, weird things would 

happen to people all the time, 
strange things, even spooky 
things. When I was a young 
child, my cousins and I would 
sit huddled around our grand
parents or aunts and uncles 
or older siblings, and listen to 
stories of strange supernatural 
encounters. They told stories 
of the Night Marchers, horrible 
ghosts that roamed the land on 
pokane nights, stealing people's 
souls to join their march. I 
remember stories of Pele, who 
would disguise herself as an old 
lady walking alone on the roads 
late at night testing people's 
generosity. She would make the 
lava destroy those who proved 
unkind. I remember stories 
about Kamapua'a, the half-man, 
half-pig, who lived in Sacred 
Falls valley. To avoid the bad 
things that happened to others, 
those who knew better would 
never take fresh pork over the 
Pali. Stories of personal encoun
ters with bizarre phenomenon 
were told by many. What made 
these encounters ire was the fact 
that so many people had expe
rienced or witnessed the exact 
same encounters, but at differ
ent times and places. Everyone 
had at least one tale of their 
'Aumakua appearing in times of 
danger to give them warning, or 
protect them from harm. Local 
legends, mythology, and super
stitions are not taken lightly, 
after experiencing something 
first-hand. 

I remember the first time I 
experienced the supernatural. It 
was a Saturday in august 1963, 
it was so hot and humid the air 
felt like soup pouring into my 
lungs when I breathed. My three 
sisters and I rushed through our 
Saturday chores, impatiently 
anticipating the cool mountain 
water that flowed through our 
Tutu Lady's taro patch. 

The four of us kids walked 
from our house down the gravel 
rock road to our Tutu's house, 
the same way we did a thousand 
times before. Past the park, up 
and over the hill, along the old 
cemetery, through the cow pas
ture, then passed one, two, three, 
taro patches then followed the 
muddy footpath that ended right 
at Tutu's front door. Every Sat
urday we'd travel that route into 
the valley and every Saturday 
our Tutu would be waiting. 

The small, Hawaiian, wrinkly 
skinned, old lady would sit on 
the front steps of a makeshift, 
old style, plantation house, hum
ming old hula songs while she 
waited for her grandchildren. 

"Hui, hele mai, hele mai, 
come honi chuchu." Her lack of 
teeth made her closed-lip smile 
spread clear across her face 
nearly reaching her ears. 

"Hi Tutu, we missed you," we 
would say as we took turns kiss
ing her wrinkly 

cheeks. 
"Oh, Tutu mish you too, wea 

you wash? I wait all morning for 
you come." 

"Sorry Tutu, we had plenty for 
do at home." 

"Dash okay, good you help 
your mommy, wach you kids 
like do?'' 

"Common Tutu, we go swim, 
it's so hot." 

"I knew you guysh was going 
like shwim, I already went put 
on my shwimming shirt." 

They all five walked single 
file along the narrow muddy 
foot trail towards the vacant 
taro patch, Tutu in the lead; then 
Margo, Janice, Anna, and Bobby 
was last. Tutu Lady loved her 
grandkids so much that she 
always kept the one patch 
empty, just so they would come 
visit her and swim together. 

When we finally got near the 
water, Tutu ran as fast as an 

old lady could and jumped in 
landing butt first. "Common the 
watah is nice." We all laughed 
together and followed her lead, 
simultaneously jumping in, 
landing butt first. We splashed 
each other with the cool moun
tain water. 

Tutu Lady's wide smile sud
denly faded into a blank pucker 
as she stared at something evil in 
the distance. Behind her grand
children, beyond the thick grove 
of white ginger, hidden beneath 
the shadows of tall trees and 
thick forest vegetation there was 
a dingy, moss covered shack. All 
the windows had been exces
sively nailed shut and a huge 
rusty padlock secured the only 
door. 

"Kuli kuh, Helemai keiki," 
Tutu's ancient voice was laced 
with nervous undertones. She 
kept staring into the dark forest 
as she beckoned the children to 
her like a nervous hen would her 
chicks. Tutu sensed something; 
she could feel it in her ancient 
bones. 

"What's wrong Tutu? What 
happened?" the children asked, 
alarmed by her sudden change 
of mood. 

The comers of her eyes wrin
kled as she squinted up at the 
sun. It was just barely touching 
the top of the Ko 'olau Moun
tains. We watched her, waiting 
for an answer. 

Words I didn't understand 
echoed from her toothless 
mouth, "POKANE NIGHT. 

Helemai, pau shwim, time fo 
go." 

"Awe, but Tutu it's still early," 
we pleaded. 

"Kulikuli! I shed time fogo!" 
We obeyed her wishes without 

any more argument. It was rare 
for Tutu to make us do any
thing we didn't want to but if 
she did it was always for good 
reason. Quickly we were back 
on the muddy footpath heading 
towards Tutu's house. We trav-

eled unusually fast; Tutu seamed 
to have a sense of urgency. 
Something about the old shack 
set off a warning signal in her 
mind. 

When we arrived back at 
Tutu's house she gathered us 
near to her and again spoke in 
a serious tone of voice, "Lishen 
to me, you kids run shtrait home 
and chell your mommy I shaid 
chunight pokane night. You 
hea?" 

"Okay Tutu." With that we 
all turned and started running 
home. If it weren't for Janice we 
would have made it there, but 
tomorrow was Mr. K, her fourth 
grade teacher's birthday and she 
was planning on making him a 
ginger lei. 

About halfway home Janice 
stopped us, "Wait, wait you 
guys, I forgot to pick ginger for 
Mr. K's lei, we go back, we still 
get time." 

Mr. K was both Anna's and 
my favorite teacher when we 
were in the fourth grade so we 
agreed to go back to pick the 

flowers. "Alright, but we better 
go around Tutu's house before 
she give us scolding." Anna sug
gested and I agreed. We sneaked 
back around Tutu's house. The 
sun continued setting, faster 
than we would have liked. 

We picked the thin flowers 
and filled up the pouches we had 
made by putting the bottom hem 
of our shirts in our mouths. The 
sky's light continued getting 
dimmer and dimmer. Margo, 
who barely had any flowers 
because she was too short to 
reach them, was looking at 
something in the distance. "Hey 
guys, look, there's a light on in 
that shack, I can see it shining 
through the keyhole." 

"Where? What shack? I never 
saw any shack, let me see," I 
said in disbelief. 

"Bobby, you go look inside, 
you're the boy," said Anna. 

"No ways Anna." 

"Why, you chicken?" 
"No, I just don't want you to 

think you can tell me what to 
do." 

"Yeah, sure." 
"How about you go look, 

you're the oldest." 
"Chicken, boc, boc, boc, hoc, 

chicken, boc, boc." 
"Shut-up stupid, why don't 

you make Janice go look, she's 
the reason why we came back 
over here in the first place." 

"Uh-uh, I'm not gonna look. 
That shack looks haunted and 
besides its getting dark, we 
better get back home before 
mommy gives us lickens." 

"Ha, ha, Janice is the big fat 
chicken. She's laying eggs, she's 
such a chicken." 

"Shut-up Margo!" 
"I don't have to, you big fat 

chicken." 
"Shut-up or I'll tie you up to a 

tree and leave you as an offering 
for the Night Marchers." 

"Both of you shut-up, I'll go 
look," I said, swallowing the 
lump in my throat. I turned 

towards the shack, puffed up 
my chest and swung my arms 
wide as I walked towards the 
shack, pretending like I wasn't 
scared. When I reached the 
shack I looked back at my three 
sisters, Margo stage whispered 
"Be-Care-Full Bobby." Like 
a tough guy, I tossed my nose 
up at her to acknowledge and 
leaned over to peek into the 
keyhole. There was a woman 
wearing a white mu'u mu'u, 
sitting on a stool, looking into 
a mirror; she was brushing her 
hair. When she stood up her 
hair rolled all the way down her 
body and touched the floor. Her 
hair was so beautiful. "Wow," I 
whispered to myself in amaze
ment. She heard me and turned 
to look towards the door. 

When she looked at me I froze 
at the sight. Her face was just a 
blank canvas of skin; she had 
no face! I screamed like a girl 
so loud my parents could have 
heard me from our house. At 
that moment I ran faster than I 
ever have' before and ever had 
since then. 

"RUN! The lady no more 
face!" I flew past my sisters; I 
was across the taro patch in four 
strides. 

"BOBBYWAITFOR US!" 
"RUN!" 
"BOBBY WAIT!" 
"RUN!" 
"BOBBY!" 
"BOBBY!" 
I finally turned to check on 

c my sisters, only slowing down 
~ 
?J, a little. I couldn't help but laugh 
~- at the pathetic sight; the three 

of them flopping around in the 
shallow taro patch like a bunch 
of mahimahi on the deck of a 
fishing boat. They were trying 
frantically to close the huge gap 
separating them from me and 
increase the one between them 
and the faceless lady. 

My sisters never believed me 
until years later. My sister Janice 
was reminded of our childhood 
incident when she heard talk 
of a faceless lady seen in the 
restroom at the Waialae drive-in 
theater. The lady was looking 
in the mirror brushing her hair 
but she had no face. After a 
Halloween special I had seen 
on TV in 1995 1 could finally 
believe myself. The program 
titled "Chicken Skin," narrated 
by Glen Grant, a spooky story 
teller, told one story of a face
less woman seen at the Waialae 
drive-in around 1963, she was 
sighted by several people there. 
After the drive-in was torn down 
people in Nanakuli, Haleiwa, 
and Waimanalo also sighted 
her in public restrooms. There 
was also one unreported sight
ing of her, through a keyhole in 
the door of the dark little shack 
behind my Tutu's taro patch 
back in 1962. 
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Kaena Point 
We used to look for ghosts. 

It was always on the weekend, 
when we had little money and a 
lot of energy. If we heard about a 
supposed ghost spot we searched 
it. Old Pall road, Babies cry, 
Morgans Corner, The Devil's 
house. You name it we searched 
it. For us, it wasn't about finding 
anything. No, it was a chance for 
us to hang out and talk story. For 
the most part that's all it was. 
We never found a thing. Nothing 
eerie, nothing strange. All that 
changed the day we decided to 
camp out at Kaena point. Let me 
give you some history of Kaena 
point. Kaena Point is at the end 
of Waianae, near the foot of the 
Waianae mountains. There are 
many stories about Kaena Point. 
One says that recently deceased 
Hawaiians are beckoned by their 
ancestors to leap off of the cliffs 
here, where they will cross over 
into the spirit world. Combine 
this with the fact that many surf
ers and tourist have perished in 
the dark, rough waters of Kaena 
Point all added to its lore. Five of 
us were present that night. Chris, 
Kamu, Jason, Kili and I. Kaena 
Point is inaccessible to vehicles 
so we had to have Kamu's dad 
drop us off at Keau's, a nearby 
beach park. We told our family 
that this was where we would 
be camping. From Keau's we 
waited till Kamu's father was 
out of sight before trekking to 
Kaena Point. 

On the walk, we were able 
to squeeze in some talk about 
girls, school, surf and a little 
more about girls. The conversa
tion was much like the walk. It 
flowed smoothly. Within an hour 
or so we were at the deserted 
beach of Kaena Point. The 
sunset was spectacular. It wasn't 
so much the colors, though they 
were impressive, it was the way 
that the sunset made us realize 
that we had entered sacred land. 
Not many people venture here 
at night. No one camps here. 
We all stared into the night sky. 
Sometimes silence can tell you 
more than all the words in the 

dictionary. That is how we 
were communicating. We were 
on the verge of entering the 
trail. 

Things were going to change 
and somehow we knew it. We 
looked at the stars than walked 
into the trail. "Kamu, try bring 
out da lights" Jason replied. 
It was dark now and the trail 
was getting tighter. At certain 
points of the hike we would 
actually have to hug the side 
of the mountain or plummet off 
the road into the rocky ocean 
below. Woooosh. The waves 
would crash against the cliffs. 
They were HUGE! Each waved 
created a salty, misty spray. The 
mist would bend our flashlight 
beams creating what appeared 
to be shadows running In front 
of us. 

"Damn, I no can see"! Chris 
replied. 

"Yea, it's too dark and the light 
no can go tru da sprays" agreed 
Kamu. Yet we continued. 

For the next 15 minutes we 
hiked like this. Chest and cheek 
against the cliff. The waves 
were getting bigger and closer 
to dragging us down the cliffs. 
This fear kept me going. Look
ing at how dark and rough the 
sea was, made me question my 
intelligence. I also questioned 
if we would make it through 
this portion of the hike. We did 
though. We survived. 

The trail led to an opening that 
was perfect for setting up camp. 
There was a clearing to the left 
of our site and a forest directly 
behind us. Kamu and I gath
ered loose branches and stones 
to make a fire. As we gathered 

around the fire watching Chris 
cook us up some hot dogs, I 
noticed how peaceful and pris
tine the area was. Except for the 
distant waves crashing against 
the cliffs all was quiet. We were 
wet, hungry and happy to be 
alive. "Awright, less eat" Chris 
said. We were all silent as we 
ate. Surviving what we just went 
through gives a man an appetite 
that he is happy to feed. 

After dinner we gathered in a 
circle near the fire and talked. 

"So what are we gonna do 
now"? I asked 

"We should wait here little 
while, den go check out the 
woods". Chris replied 

"Hell no" Said Jason. 
"Why, you scared?" Chris 

replied. Jason didn't need to 
answer though. We were all 
scared. 

After letting our meals 
digest, we got up and grabbed 
our flashlights. All except for 
Kili, he just sat staring into the 
fire. 

"Let's go Kili," I said. He just 

looked at me an icy stare than 
looked back at the fire. 

Kili stood up and stared into 
the fire. He turned around, tilted 
his head and gave us a half smile 
and walked past us as he got his 
flashlight. Then without waiting 
he headed into the woods alone. 
The wind began to pick up as he 
disappeared behind the trees. 

"What the hell is he doing 
man"? Chris cried. This was 
unlike Kili. He was usually the 
most frightened of us all, Plus 
the smile he gave us was totally 
out of character. 

"I hope that punk is just 
acting" Jason said in a half 
hearted attempt to lighten the 
mood. 

"Well we got to go in there 
now, you know Kili is gonna get 
lost and freak out by himself." I 
responded. So we walked into 

the woods. 
The pale, dying grass wrapped 

around our feet as we walked in 
deeper. The wind picked up and 
shook the trees violently, creat
ing a rattling sound. 

"Kili, we going leave you 
hea"! Chris yelled. I could tell 
he was scared. As scared as we 
all were. 

"Over here" came a whisper 
from the trees ahead of us, an 
unfamiliar voice. 

We slowly walked forward 
calling Kili's name. No answer 
came back to us. 

"Aoua" came a reply from 
behind us. Or at least that's what 
I thought I heard. I can't be sure. 
I am sure of what I heard next. 

"Puck this," someone yelled 
and we took off in separate 
directions. I ran as fast as I could 
to what I thought was the direc
tion of our campsite. Instead I 
came to a steep hill covered in 
old decaying leaves from the 
trees above. At this point I was 
about to break down. 

"Jay"! I yelled. "Kamu"! No 

by Robby Vasquez 
reply. I stood still in the dark 
now. Pointing my flashlight 
ahead, all I could see was tree 
trunks and blackness. The wind 
was no longer blowing around 
me. I tried to focus my hear
ing to see if my friends were 
around. I couldn't hear a thing 
though because my heart was 
pounding way to fast. I started 
to worry that someone would 
hear my heart. No longer was I 
going to rationalize with myself 
that it was nothing; that I was 
safe. No, now I was in survival 
mode. Fight or flight. *crunch* 
from a distance I heard a foot
step crushing the crispy dead 
leaves. I froze and pretended not 
to hear it. *Crunch* again. After 
hearing it this time I pointed the 
flashlight into the direction of 
the sound. The light returned a 
pair of white eyes. I swear that's 

what it was. But they were not 
familiar to me. The chill that 
went down my spine, the fear 
that froze my legs in place told 
me they were not from anyone I 
knew. I tried to hide but couldn't 
move. I heard something at that 
point. It was faint so I listened 
in closely. 

"I see you," said a crack
ling, faint voice. "Oh fuck". I 
screamed and found the ability 
to run. I ran as fast as I could but 
felt as if I were jogging. I could 
hear the wind pick up again 
and the leaves began crunching 
faster from behind. I reached the 
end of the steep hill and dove off 
feet first. Sliding down the cliff I 
managed to duck behind a tree. 
I covered myself with as many 
leaves as possible and curled up 
on my stomach. 

Eventually the crunching foot
steps were all around me. I was 
sure it would find me. But the 
crunching faded and the wind 
picked up. Now I began to hear 
whispers from every direction. 
It's as if the trees were exposing 

my whereabouts. I know most 
of you will think it was just the 
wind. But I know deep inside it 
wasn't the wind. 

I didn't move for a long time. 
I swear each time I tried to get 
up, the whispering began again. 
After a while the trees began to 
rattle. The wind picked up again 
and the whispering got louder. 

"Screw this" I said and ran. 
As I ran I heard chanting form 
behind the trees. No it wasn't 
the wind it was chanting. Here's 
how Iknow. As I was running I 
had to see what the noise was. I 
turned my flashlight in the direc
tion of the sound; those eyes 
were now accompanied by two 
other pair. This time I dido 't stop 
running till I ran into Jason. 

"Rob" He yelled, half in glee 
half in fright. Together we ran 
till we found a small gulch. It 
was there that we remained for 
the night. We heard the whispers 
and chants in the distance. Every 
so often we heard a friend call 
our names. Then we heard our 
names being called by someone 
other than our friends. We dido 't 
answer, just hid there all night. 
We dido 't even talk to each 
other. 

It seemed like an eternity until 
morning mercifully came. We 

-" felt safe to walk out of our hiding 
spot. As we snuck out, I noticed 
several rock piles stacked like 
pyramids. Some were Just piled 
carelessly while others were del
icately placed together. I pointed 
this out to Jay. He nodded to me 
with eyes wide open. We slowly 
and silently walked the rest of 
the way out of the woods. Back 
at the site were the rest of the 
guys. They were yelling at Kili. 
Jason ran up to him and shoved 
him. 

"What the fuck man, why you 
dig out last night"? Jason asked. 
"I don't know, I was sleeping 
here." Kili replied. After 20 or 
so minutes of this we realized 
Kili really dido 't know anything. 
Instead the conversation cen
tered around what we all went 
through. All except for Kili. 

A little while later we packed 
up and headed out. In no time 
we were back at Keau's call
ing Kamu's dad to pick us up. 
Eventually Karnu's dad came. 
He asked us how our trip went 
and we half-heartedly lied to 
him about swimming and foot
ball. When I got home I sat on 
my couch and did something I 
shouldn't admit to .I cried. 

Later I called Jason to retell 
what happened. We came to 
the conclusion that some things 
are better left alone. The five of 
us have a new hobby now. We 
are old enough to hit the clubs. 
What worries me though is this. 
Yesterday I heard my younger 
brother telling his friends "We 
go Morgan's Comer!" 
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The Eight-Ball by Pamela Webb 

Janet slowly pulled the key out 
of her pocket and unlocked the 
door. She hesitated, her hand 
tightly gripping the knob. Emo
tions raced through her. She felt 
afraid, yet excited. She feared it, 
yet cherished it. As she pushed 
the door open, the mustiness and 
eerie stillness of the attic only 
added to her apprehension. 

Her eyes immediately went 
to the chest pushed into the 
farthest corner of the room; her 
eyes saw nothing else. Janet 
locked the door behind her and 
walked quickly across the room. 
She pulled out another key, and 
the chest was unlocked. The lid 
lifted easily and 
Reaching inside, Janet 
removed its single 
The Eight-Ball had lost 
its black luster. 

heart pounding in 
the attic. Would 
it again after all 
pened? The 
her, but the 
felt pushed her 
never quite loses 
power. If only 
able to control it 
ning things would 
different! Janet 
that fateful day ... 

It was the day 
ing shopping at the 
with 10 year-old . 
and weighed down · 
ages from several 
great sense of u..., .. ,.., ..... l' 

that a third of her 
shopping was done. The 
ise to take her daughter 
toy store had contributed 
to the success of the anlern.oon: 
Now, even screaming children, 
flustered parents and harried 
clerks could not dispel Janet's 
confidence that she would be 
able to find gifts even among the 
disorganized piles in Junior's 
Toyland. 

Janet kept a watchful eye on 
Amanda as she moved excitedly 
among the toys in the front of 
the store. The counters clos
est to Janet were heaped with 
assorted items from 50-piece to 
1000-piece puzzles, games for 
adults and children alike, and 
action figures posed in various 
stages of attack. It seemed as 
if merchandise from every part 
of the store had found their 
way to this one counter. Janet 
smiled to herself as she imag
ined exhausted clerks spending 
hours after closing carting mer
chandise back to their original 
locations. She began picking 
up random items and examin
ing them with only half-interest, 
making sure Amanda was still in · 
sight. Possibly some stocking
stuffers, she thought to herself. 
Looking over at the items on the 
next table, a shiny black object 
resembling an oversized billiard 
ball and undersized bowling ball 

caught her eye. Curious, Janet 
picked it up. 

"Oh, Mommy, that's an Eight
Ball. Ask it something and it will 
give you the answer!" Amanda 
had come over to grab the object 
from Janet and began shaking it 
vigorously. "See, here's where 
it tells you the answer!" she said 
pointing to the top of the object. 

Sure enough, "Ask 
came bobbing 
circular w· 

for it!" bobbed into 
Shaking the Eight-Ball agam, 

Janet said, "I want Richard to 
have the Senior Vice President 
position! And I also want to beat 
out Cindy Moore for the Wom
en's Garden Club presidency!" 
Realizing that she had spoken 
out loud, Janet quickly turned 
to see if she had been overheard. 
The house was quiet except for 
the sound of the television and 
Richard's steady snoring. Feel
ing not only frustrated but also 
a bit foolish, Janet tossed the 
Eight-Ball back into the bag and 
turned her attention to her other 
purchases. 

The days passed unevent
fully and it was now summer. 
Much to Janet's delight, Richard 
seemed to have taken her prod
ding to heart, spending long 
hours at the office. Janet felt 
certain that it would only be a 
matter of time before they would 
be celebrati~~ his long-awaited 

promotion. 
One day Richard came home 

from the office earlier than 
expected, explaining that he 
had something important to talk 
about. Janet's heart leaped a 
little, sure that Richard would be 
sharing the news of his promo
tion. Instead, Janet was stunned 

games or parties. 
Janet would then recount the 
pain and hardship she endured in 
the face of Richard's desertion. 
How sacrificing her future to 
insure Amanda's happiness was 
all that mattered to her. And, 
as expected, Amanda would 
guiltily withdraw any requests 
and meekly comply with her 
mother's wishes. Eventually, 
Amanda stopped asking and 
friends faded from her life. Yes, 
nothing must stand in the way of 
Janet's plans, not even Amanda. 

It was six months before 
Amanda's graduation from high 
school. Although she had been 
offered scholarships at two of 
the country's best colleges, 
Amanda recently received a 
letter of regret from the college 
her mother had her heart set on. 
Witherford College had become 

Janet's first choice when she 
found that its student body 
read like the Who's Who of the 
most prestigious families in the 
world. From that point, Janet 
obsessed on Amanda's admit
tance to Witherford. To think 
that she would allow this letter 
of regret to stand in the way of 

her plans realized was 
~po,sterous. This obsession, so 

she had felt about 

state, 
probably not be 

·~v•'vJaiL\;;0 any significant 
of activity. 

Janet consulted specialist after 
specialist, unwilling to accept 
a diagnosis that altered her 
expectations of the future. But 
no doctor could tell her other
wise; Amanda's condition was 
irreversible and this disability 
would severely alter any hopes 
for a normal, active life. 

With the prospects for the 
dream she imagined for future 
all but shattered, it was strange 
that Janet's first thoughts cen
tered on the injustices visited on 
her life. 

Q; 
c. 
0. 

fied candidate. The disability, 
though, must be related to a 
severe heart condition. Amanda 
entered Witherford College as a 
freshman in the Fall. 

Now, sitting alone in the 
attic with the Eight-Ball, Janet 
thought about what she was 
about to do. Amanda was 
entering her second year at 
Witherford, but with her heart 
failing, her physical needs were 
overwhelming. Janet's days 
were centered around caring for 
Amanda once her classes were 
over. The accolades Janet had 
imagined had never materialized 
and she felt cheated and angry. 

Janet felt certain that, this 
she could successfully 

the Eight-Ball's 
avoid the dreadful 

sequen1ces of the past. The 
would surely make 
right again. 

. stared at the empty mes
of the Eight-Ball 

empty black window 
She began to shake 

at first and then with 
ity. "I want Amanda 
good, strong heart!" 

glanced down at the 
·u/n,rtnuJ, she suddenly 

go black. 
1ap1pe1o.ed? How long 

asleep? It was an 
will herself out of this 

Janet could hear 

a severe stroke." It was a man's 
voice speaking in a matter-of
fact tone. "Brain activity unde
tectable. She's gone." 

Who was gone? Janet needed 
to get up. What was that hissing 
and pumping noise around her? 
She needed to speak and let 
them know she was awake! 

Someone come into the room. 
"Doctor, they want the heart 
first. Her daughter is prepped 
and ready in OR 1." 

"Right. Let's disconnect life 
support and make some room 
in here." 

Activity and movement all 
around her now. Janet was 
beginning to feel panic. No, 
this couldn't be happening! 
She began to yell but the voices 
around her continued to ignore 
her. Who was it they were talk
ing about? It couldn't be her; 
she wasn't dead! She could still 

A few weeks later Amanda ~ hear them! 
received another letter from ~ "Scalpel! Ready with sue-

• Q) 

Wttherford College. It seemed -5 tion?" 
that one of Amanda's physi- ~ 
cians, a graduate of Witherford, .Q 
had brought her name to the ~ 

en 

"Yes, doctor." 
This couldn't be happening! 

Janet felt the coldness of metal 
attention of college officials. A :§ on her skin. 
renowned heart specialist had -g Oh, no! Oh, no! Stop! No! 
provided an extremely generous e What are you doing! Don't cut 

0) 

endowment toward a scholar- 13 out my... Aiiieeeeeeeee!!!!! 
ship 'fqt 'fi 'disabled 'but quali- ~ j 

·I • I , 
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Nursing schools answer questions for students 
Frank Munden 

Staff Writer 

Kapiolani Community Col
lege, Hawaii Pacific University 
and the University of Hawaii at 
Manoa agreed to answer ques
tions to help prospective nursing 
students decide which school 
they may want to attend. 

John Stepulis, dean of the Col
lege of Nursing at HPU and Kate 
Thompson, UH undergraduate 
adviser of nursing answered 
by phone interviews and email. 
Karen Boyer, KCC associate 
professor of nursing answered 
by interview and email. 

1. Is there a nur~ing teacher 
shortage at your college? 

KCC: Yes. 
HPU: Not necessarily a short

. age. We have a difficulty in 
staffing. We are at capacity due 
to staffing. 

UH: We are able to fill our fac
ulty positions, but it continues to 
be a struggle. 

2. How many nursing teach
ers do you have on staff? 

KCC: 25 teachers. (This 
includes full and part-time). 

HPU: 26 full time teachers 
including deans. 43 part-time 
teachers. 

UH: 35. 

3. Realistically, how many 
teachers do you want to be on 
your staff? 

KCC: We need five more 
teachers to adequately run the 
existing programs. In order to 
better meet the needs of the 
state, we would need 10 more 
qualified faculty members. 

HPU: It would be nice to have 
five more teachers. 

UH: We would able to admit 
more students if we had more 
FUNDED positions. Two 
additional positions would be 
helpful. 

4. What nursing programs 
do you C!Jrrently have at yolir 
school? 

KCC: PN, A.D.N, NA, and 
ARCH courses. 

HPU: BSN, MSN, LPN to 
BSN, RN to BSN, MSN~A. 

UH: BS, MS, Ph.D. in nurs
ing. 

5. How many nursing stu
dents do you take in per year? 

KCC: For PN program, 50 
students in the fall semester. 
RN program, 30 in fall, 30 in 
spring. 

HPU: 90 to 100 per year for 
BSN program. Up to 50 in the 
graduate program. 

UH: For the BS program 
which includes students who 

Doctors are seeking women between the ages of 
16 and 23 to join an investigational study on human 
papillomavirus (HPV)-a virus that can lead to 
genital warts and cervical cancer in women 

@ 50 percent of sexually active women get HPV-
and there's no cure 

@ This research study is testing an investigational 
vaccine to see if it can help prevent infection 
with HPV 

@ Study volunteers will be compensated for 
their participation 

wish to become nut:ses for the 
first time and for RN's who wish 
to earn a BS, we admit about 45 
in the fall and 35 in the spring. 

6. How many apply per year 
for the nursing program? 

KCC: Approximately 200 a 
year for PN program and 200 a 
year for RN. 

HPU: Approximately 210 per 
year for BSN program. 

UH: About 210 per year for 
the BS program. 

7. What's the graduation 
rate for nursing students? · 

KCC: Graduation rates vary 
between 60 to 80 percent. 

HPU: Eighty-five percent of 
students that enter their first 
nursing course in the BSN pro
gram graduate. 

UH: About 90 percent for BS 
program. 
-8. Do you turn down quali

fied people for nursing pro
grams? 

KCC: Yes. 
HPU: We have - an open 

admission as long as the student 
has a 2.5 grade point average for 
all nursing programs. 

UH: Yes. There are about 
20-30 qualified applicants each 
semester that we are not able 
to admit. 

9. Is there a waiting list for 
your nursing programs? 

KCC: The NA program 
accepts (qualified) students on a 
first come, first serve basis. The 
PN and RN programs_ accept the 
best-qualified students base4 on 
admission criteria. 

HPU: No waiting list. 
UH: No. Students are accepted 

or not accepted. Students are 
often selected on their second 
try at applying. 

10. What's the minimum 
GPA needed to be considered 
for entry into the nursing pro
gram? 

KCC: The NA program has no 
minimum GPA, but does have 
an English placement or English 
21 requirement. The PN pro
gram has a minimum 2.0 GPA 
requirement. The RN program 
has a minimum requirement of 
2.5 for all prerequisite courses 
and 2.0 for all courses taken at 
KCC. 

HPU: 2.5~upon admission. 
UH:2.5 
H. What are your crite

ria for allowing stud~nts into 
the nursing program? 

KCC:. (No direct answer. Each 
individual program has various 
criteria for entry.) 

HPU: Admission is based 
solely on GPA. 

UH: Grade point average for 
all courses and prerequisite 
nursing courses and scores on 
a pre-nursing admissions test. 
(The NET test) or ACT or SAT. 

12. What's your tuition cost 
for the nursing portion of your 
program? 

KCC: Tuition is the same for 
all students, $43/credit, although 

Hawai/i colleges offer nursing 
students ~ wide variety 

of degree options - at a wide 
range of prices. 

. there are additional costs for 
nursing uniforms, stethoscopes, 
textbooks, etc. 

HPU: (No direct answer. 
According to a provided bro
chure from HPU, for the 2002-
2003 academic year, nursing 
program tuition - juniors and 
seniors only - are as followed: 
One to 11 credits = $592/credit. 
12 to 18 credits = $7,100/ 
semester. The 12 to 18 credits 
total includes all lab and indi
vidual course fees. The RN to 
BSN program= $304/credit.) 

UH: For residents, it is a 
$130/credit plus a $500 profes
sional fee for each semester the 
student is enrolled in the nursing 
program. 

13. What's the tuition cost 
for the pre-requests portion of 
your program if done if done 
entirely at your school? 

KCC: (No answer given. The _ 
answer is $43/credit times the 
number of credits needed.) 

HPU: (No direct answer. 
According to a provided 
brochure for the 2002-2003 
academic year, undergraduate 
tuition is as followed: One to 
seven credits = $180/credit. 
eight to 11 credits= $410/credit. 
12 to 18 credits = $4,925/ 
semester. The 12 to 18 credits 
total includes all lab and indi
vidual course fees.) 

UH: $130/credit times the 
number of credits needed. 

14. How long does the nurs
ing portion of your program 
take? 

KCC: .NA course = Eight 
weeks. PN program = 11 
months. A.D.N program, four 
semesters and one summer. 

HPU: It's a four-year program 
for the BSN degree. Nursing 
and non-nursing ~ourses are 
integrated throughout the cur
riculum. 

UH: Three years for the 
generic BS in nursing, which is 
for students who are becoming 
nurses for the first time. 

15. How long does the pre
requisites portion of the pro
gram take? 

KCC: Depends how quickly -a 
student takes the courses. 

HPU: Same answer as No. 
14. 

UH: It typically takes a student 
one to two years to complete the 
prerequisites. 

16. Are there grants and 
scholarships available to nurs
ing students? 

KCC: Yes. See financial aid. 

// 

HPU: Yes. Those that are 
available to all schools plus 
some unique to HPU. 

UH: Yes, as well as loans via 
the financial aid office. 

17. What do you say to stu
dents who say your school is 
unaffordable? 

KCC: We don't hear this very 
often because we are much less 
costly than the other two nursing 
programs on this island. 

HPU: We can advise them, but 
that's a decision a student has to 
make. HPU is not unaffordable 
if compared to similar schools 
on the Mainland. Since we are 
not supported by tax dollars, 
tuition is required to be higher. 

UH: UHM is a state-supported 
institution and our tuition rates 
are similar to comparable state 
universities on the mainland. 
The professional fee we charge 
supports the lower student-fac
ulty ratio we have in clinical 
courses. 

18. Do you honor courses 
taken at other schools on this 
island? 

KCC: We accept pre-req. and 
co-req. courses if they meet the 
objectives, credit ·hours, time
lines, etc from other campuses. 
The nursing courses must be 
evaluated by the same criteria. 

HPU: It depends on the 
eourse, if there's a fit with our 
course, we will honor it. 

UH: Students may complete 
prerequisite courses at any 
accredited university/college. 
They should check that the 
courses are equivalent and trans
ferable to UHM. 

19. What do you say to 
people who drop out or fail 
a nursing program at your 
school and end up with a siz
able debt to pay? 

KCC: Because we are less 
expensive than many other 
programs, I do not hear this as a 
compla.int. 

HPU: If they drop out of the 
nursing program, it just may be 
that they don't match with nurs
ing. We explore with them the 
possibilities of changing majors, 
so that they do not lose all their 
money, time and effort that has 
been expanded. 

uli: Although this happens 
infrequently, we work closely 

· with students to help them 
become successful. 

Continued on Page 10 
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Volunteers scoQp up fun HOw to vote 
Where to vote: If you're 

registered, you will be notified 
of your polling place with the 
Notice of Voter Registration 
and ·confirmation (NVRAC) 
card which your county clerk 
will mait to you. 
If you need assistance: 

H you have a physical impair
ment, either visual or hearing, 
or you have difficulty read
ing or writing English, you 
can ask for help.You can get 
assistance by a person of your 
choice. 

Absentee voting: 
Any person registered to vote 
may cast an absentee ballot. 
poll You may also vote at an 
absentee walk-in polling place 
before election day. 

Volunteers from the International Club served ice cream to students in the KCC cafeteria on 
Friday 10/25. Student Services sponsored the event. 

To request an absentee 
ballot: 

Co1 inuedfrom Page 9 

The nursing cur ·! ulum is a 
rigorous program and '\uccessful 
students have dedicated time and 
effort in their studies. 

20. Why do you think a stu
dent should choose your nurs
ing program over other nursing 
programs on this island? 

KCC: KCC is known for 
quality-nursing education at all 
levels. I. believe students choose 
us primarily for this reason, and 
also because of decreased length 
of time in programs, and lastly, 
because of affordability. 

HPU: Because of our maxi
mum flexibility. We have courses 
going 18 hours a day, 7 days a 
week, 12 months a year. Any 

choose to be a full-

time or part-time student. A stu
dent may al&1 11nn '"' to sit out 
one or more seHi..., :, •~.t:s without 
being _penalized. Th y :>' " have 
the option of part-time study. 

UH: The baccalaureate pro
gram at UH Manoa prepares 
nurses to provide complex care 
to clients, groups and commu
nities in a variety of settings. It 
also has a focus on management 
and leadership roles in nursing 
and provides a foundation for 
graduate education. Our gradu
ates from the. BS in Nursing 
prog~am have a 95 · perce~t pass 
rate in the RN licensure exami
nation and about 90 'percent of 

· the graduates 'report employ
. ment within three months after 
graduation. 

The University of Phoenix is a 

Ttansfer 
toiiPU 

"llove Hawai'i UnNersay ;r 
exudes the true spir;t of aloha through it's 
professional and warm-hearted staff, great 
classes, vast work training opportunities, and · 
their exciting campus activities. " 

Bring in 
a copy of 

your 
transcripts 

ancl 
HPUwiD 

do an 
evaluation 
before 

you· 
Juliet Ughter, Miss Hawai'i USA 2002 
Transferred to HPU from Leeward Community 
College and Windward Community College 

apply! 

§liuoal•i 2lkafo, ~ 
Office of Admissions 
(808) 544-0238 
transfer@hpu.edu . 
www.hpu.edu/transfer 

fourth choice on Oahu for nurs
ing. Classes are open to working 
students 23 years of age and 
older that have already gradu
ctted from an accredited nursing 
program. The -school has a LPN 
to BSN program and a RN to 
BSN program. Tuition rates are 
$320/cr t' , for undergraduate 

programs and $375/credit for 
graduate programs. Nursing 
courses are held in the evenings. 
According to Ivy Wong, market
ing manager for the University 
of Phoenix, the school requires . 
the employment requirement 
because they want students to be 
able to apply what they learn in 

Kapi'o Crossword Puzzle 
Solutions in next week's .Kapi'o "Product Slogans' 
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ACROSS 

1 So kiss a little longer, stay 
close a little longer. hold tight a 
little longer ... 
8 Like a good neighbor, these 
guys are there 
10 The best part of waking up is 
this in your cup 
11 Boxers or briefs? 
13 Your bologna's first and last 
name 
15 What would you do .. .for a 

bar 
16 Do the dew 
18 Got ? 
19 The stuffy head, runny nose, 
sore throat, sniffling, sneez
ing, coughing so you can sleep 
medicine 
20 No one can eat just one 
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22 Oh! What a feeling 
25 Tough on grease, soft on 
hands 
28 Brings good things to life 
29 Eat fresh 
31 The other white meat 
32 Feeding you. like family 
35 Raise your hand if you're 

37 __ 2000, for all your '2000 
parts . 

- 38 The choice of a new genera
tion 
40 Just for the taste of it. 
43 Where 's the beef? 
44 The Freshmaker 
45 Always 
46 Improving home improve
ment 
47 ____ to the rescue 
48 Taste the rainbow 

Complete an Application for 
Absentee Voter Ballot. 
Applications are available ;t 
Satellite City Halls; Office 
of the City/C mty Clerks; 
U.S. Post Otu~.,es; all 
public libraries and ~ state 
agencies. Mail or drop off the 
completed application at the 
office of the City or County 
Clerk. 

For more info visit the state 
Office of Elections Web page 
at www.state.hi.us/elections. 

Important Dates 
*Oct. 22: Walk-in absentee 

polling places open for gen
eral electiob through Nov.2 

*Oct. 29: last day to request 
absentee mail-in ballots . for 
general election 
· *Nov. 5: General election · 

the classroom onto the job. 
For more information, contact 

the following nursing depart
ments: Kapi'olani Community 
College, 734-9305; Hawai'i 
Pacific University, 236-3552; 
University ofHawai'i at Manoa, 
956-8523; University of Phoe
nix, 536-2686. 

DOWN 

2 Dress for less 
3 Dude, you're getting a __ 
4 Waves of change 
5 Gets the red out 
6 Have it your way 
7 You better eat your __ 
9 Maybe she's born with · it, 
maybe it's __ 
10 Built __ tough 
12 It's not delivery, it's __ · _ 
14 · Nothing delights you like 
this 
17 Australian for beer 
21 It's all inside 
23 Share .moments. Share life. 
24 Next stop 
26 Don't hate me because I'm 
beautiful 
27 Thirst aid for that deep down 
body thirst 
30 It's what's for dinner 
33 Strong enough for a man, but 
PH balanced for a woman 
34 Drivers wanted 
36 There's no wrong way to eat 
one 

· 39 Hungry? Why wait. 
41 Ahhh, the power of __ 
42 Gimme a break! Gimme a 
break ... 

Solutions for last week's 
crossword "Cartoons" 
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The Rant: This week's Top Ten 
The raving of a ''bitter barrista'' 

Michelle Poppler 
Layout Editor 

Before I go off on my rant 
I would like to state I'm not 

you." 
What I would like to say: 
"Look, lady you ordered two 

extra shots of espresso. Our 
standard in the Venti cups is 
two shots. That's jour shots of 
espresso! Of course it's gonna 
taste like COFFEE! It's coffee! 
You 're in a Starbucks!" 

b: Too simple orders: They 
just expect you to read their 
minds sometimes. I'm paid to 
be told what to do, not to read 
minds. 

"Mocha." .. 
. . 

1'What size would you like 
sir?" 

"The big one." 
"OK, the Venti then. Would 

you like whip cream on top?" 
... Long pause .. . .''Ye~;' ' 

Then they . coJ1;le to ..•.. 

dri71.ks~t Hot 
. tlie · tc~a i¥·:'f!ibcila j 

, ~ut normally people,: , alfd, tfie :,:w~luJ~ .. /!ap'i?uci~o! 
don't like war, neither do I: " Throw me a bone here!" 

.~ 9~ 'Ji~e 1!~\Vaii,pub~c,sch~l ,, ;.e Good thing .. I'.Q:l;;, gq~ng .. to 
syste~: tid J ·' need t~ elabo- ;;;; · ,. ~thool and have a c~e~tfuture 
rate?J('',. , lse I\d he,a bittet~b~stiL . 
, 8: Teac6frs who obvio1lsly . 'theerid of my days. l/\t 
cion!t enjoy teaching: If ·you '> · /'6. People who give the 
are a tea~~er and you tp.ink K~pi'o crappy ,files: You 
horrible thoughts about your all don't know who you are, 
students please find another ~ause you don:t kn2'V a~).:' 
profession! . better. ,But :r,ou all make my 
.. 7. PeQple ,who order jolt much harder! just;thought 
ignorantlY at a Siarbucks: I'd Jet you know. . . 
(Speaking ,of finding another s. People who point out my 
profession) Besides being obvious· physical imperfec-
layout slave at the Kapi'o! I tions: Like I don't know that 
work at a Starbucks coffee I have a big red blotch on my 
shop. There are two things that face. 
annoy me most about custom- 4. "What's that?'': I hate 
ers: that question. .People ask me 

a. Custom drinks: The that when I am drawing, , what 
customer just loves to start the hell? It's art! If you want to 
rattling off special requests on pretend to be a cultured person 
a drink before even telling me then don't ask the artist "What 
the size. is that?" How insulting. It's a 

"Could I get a one half pump damn picture! Figure it out! 
Irish cream ... um ... cappucino? 3. The English Language: 
Could I get that breve ... and It's the only language I know, 
two extra shots of espresso?" but that makes me dislike it 

"What size ma'am?" even more. In English nothing 
"Ob, grande ... nono ... venti!" is spelt bow it sounds. There's 
Which I must translate to the those dictionary definitions 

coffee barista; for how to pronounce a word 
"OK so one quad venti one gawk is pronnounced (gok). 

half pump Irish cream breve Why don't we just write gok 
cappucinor instead of gawk! 

"Oh wait can I get that extra 2. Being dyslexic: Those 
foamy?" words that have letters smoosh 

"Make that a quad grande together like, interdisciplinary. 
one half pump Irish cream To me that is like a 17-letter 
breve DRY cappucino!" pile up on the sentence free-

Then they come back com- way. 
plaining; 1. Bugs: Yes bugs. Bugs 

"This is to strong! It tastes bug me. Especially those little 
too much like coffee!" black earwig bugs. Ech! They 

"OK we'll remake that for chill my spine. 
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Announcements 
What's 
Happening 

OCTOBER 
EVENTS/PERFORil1.ANCES 
A contemporary Chinese film 
series is showcasing 4 films at 
the Honolulu Academy of Arts 
through Oct. Admission is $5. 
Call 532-8768 
Jake Shimabukuro performes 
in the cafeteria on 10/29 from 
12-1p.m. 
Movie Day in the cafeteria on 
10/30 from 10a.m.-2p.m. 
Pop Corn Social in the cafeteria 
on 10/30 from 10-lla.m. 
KCC Campus Halloween Cos
tume Contest in the cafeteria on 
10/31 from 12-12:30p.m. 

UH dedicates new 
Honolulu 
location 

The University of Hawaii 
opened a new downtown center 
on Oct. 23 called "UH Down
town" for UH Manoa outreach 
college classes and activities. 
The center is located at Pioneer 
Plaza, 900 Fort Street, suite 10 
in the lower lobby. The center 
will feature a wide range of pro
grams customized to meet the 
needs of businesses, industries, 
and individuals that are located 
downtown and will include state 
of the art Pacific New Media, 
or PNM, computer training lab 
which will offer seminars, talks, 
and intensive workshops on 
film, video, photography, web 
design and digital media which 
will be taught by prominant pro
fessionals who will share their 
expertise and insight as well as 
inspire new ways of thinking 
as they guide participants. The 
PNM program will help students 

be able to shape Hawaii 's 
expanding media environment. 
Additionally, the facility can be 
used by businesses and commu
nity organizations for a nominal 
fee. For more information call 
586-3860 for downtown or 956-
3422 for UH Manoa. 

Accelerated 
Learning 

Psy I 00 
Will be offered MTWTh 

6:15-7:30 p.m. Oct. 21- Dec. 
12. Contact Barbra Ross 

Pfeiffer at 734-9438. 

UHM LIBRARY HOURS 
Hamilton and Sinclair libraries 
are now open longer hours. 
Hamilton/s new hours are 
Mon-Thu 7:30a.m. - 11 p.m.; 
Friday 7:30a.m- 7 p.m.; 
Sat. 9 a.m. - 5 p.m.; 
Sunday Noon - 11 p.m. 
Sinclair/s new hours are 
Mon-Thu 7:30a.m.- 9 p.m.; 
Friday 7:30a.m- 5 p.m.; 
Sat. 9 a.m. - 5 p.m.; 
Sunday Noon - 11 p.m. 

BOMBSHELL 

TECHNIQUES 
FOR JOB HUNTING ! 

HIP HOP AND R & 8 WITH 
1·941

5 OJ JIMMY TACO AND MIXMASTER 8 
18 AND OVER WELCOME 

FREE COVER WITH 
COLLEGE I.D .!LIBRARY CARD 

1349 KAPIOLANI BLVD.•946-CLUB 

Entertainment 

~q.ming soon: Monster 
IVIUseUm 

"The Monster Museum" will 
be at the Unitarian Church from 
Oct. 29-31. The basic theme wm 
be that of a real museum com
plete with museum tour guides. 
This is not a haunted house. 
The museum will showcase 
how monsters, witches, devils, 
vampires and the like lived on 
a daily, or nightly basis, as the 
case may be. The museum will 
include the Ancesteral Art Gal
lery, a Monster Mortuary, The 
Hall of Lost Souls, the Living 
Quarters, which includes a 
complete baby vampire nursery, 
and more. The musem will be at 
the Unitarian Church located at 
2500 Pali Highway, Honolulu, 
Hawaii 96817 and will be open 
from 6:30pm until9:00 pm both 
nights. The cost will be $4 for 
adults , $2 for children, and a $10 
for families. 

Hawaii Film Festivle 

Dubie Film 
Souls at Bay, a thought pro

voking film by Hawaiian film 
maker Daniel Dubie, is being 
premiered at the Louis Vuitton 
Presents the 2002 Hawaii Inter
national Film Festivle. Dubie, 
who produced and direted the 

Day, evening and 
weekend programs 
Convenient location 
Affordable tuition 
Free parking 
Personal attention 

UH West O'ahu offers 
junior- and senior-level 
courses to qualified stu
dents who have completed 
an associate in arts or 55 
credits of qualified college 
courses. 

film, and now produces films 
for the Millenium World Peace 
Summit in cooperation with 
the United Nations to promote 
world peace, was born and 
raised in Hawaii. His film 
career, which has lasted for 
many years now, has had him 
working with motion pictures, 
television, and other entertain
ment industries. Souls at Bay 
details the founding of the 
World Council of Religious 
Leaders conference venues. 
Film screenings are on Nov. 2 at 
the Neil Blaisdell Arena Maui 
Room at 5:15 pm, Nov. 7 at 
the Neil Blaisdell Arena Pikake 
Room at 5:00 pm, Nov. 8 at 
the Maui Community College 
Kalama Room 103 at 3 :00 pm, 
November 9 at the Kauai Com
munity College Video Room 
at 1 :00 pm, and Nov. 10 at the 
Maui Ritz Carlton at 2:00 pm. 

WANTED: artists 

The 19th anual Pacific Rim 
Conference on Disabilities will 
be held Feb, 10-11 , 2003 with 
a theme of Collaboration and 
Change. Organizers are look
ing for artists to creatively show 
expression through media such 
as drawings, paintings, photo
graph, and poetry. They will be 
accepting submissions through 
Nov. 1. For submission details 
and contact information for all 
activities visit the VSAarts of 
Hawaii-Pacific website at http: 
I /varts.hawaii.edu/professional/ 
professional.html 

University of Hawai'i 

West 
O'ahu 

Call us at 808-454-4700 
or visit us at 

www.uhwo.hawaii.edu 

Tuesday October 22, 2002 

WINTEI:student caners 

The UH Foundation Calling 
Center needs student callers for 
their phone-a-thon to contact 
friends of the University to 
raise money for UH. $7 /hr. 

Hours: Mon - Thurs , 6 - 9:15 
p.m.; Sat 9 - 12:45 p.m.; Wed. 
2:30- 5:45 p.m.; Sun. 10- 1:45 
p.m. or 2- 5:45p.m. 

Four-shift minimum plus one 
weekend shift. Call 956-8797 
or email Studentcaller@uhf.ha 
waii.edu. 

ATTENTION: students 

Martino Mairez, a stu
dent from Truk will be talking 
about his country on Oct. 30 
from 12 to1p.m. at the Interna
tional Cafe 

The source may be 
Greek, but the result 
is anything but! Sex, 
war and politics are 
at their funniest in 

this modern and ris
que production about 

women finding a way to 
take charge in a world 
where women call the 
shots. "Lysistrata" is a i 

Kennedy Theatre Main
stage production. Oct.24 

-Nov. 2 at 8 p.m. and <!: 
Nov. 3 at 2 p.m. . •.. 

Earn bachelor's degrees 
with specializations in: 
Accounting · 
Anthropology 
Business Administration 
Economics 
Hawaiian-Pacific Studies 
History 
Justice Administration 
Literature 
Philosophy 
Political Science 
Psychology 
Public Administration 
Sociology 
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