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ESL 003 
Dayna Stevens 

Okinawan Bon 
Taeko Genka 

I n the night of midsummer, you can 
hear the sound of drums and music 
from somewhere. 

"Here" is Okinawa. Although 
Okinawa is one of the prefectures in 
Japan, its geographical position is closer 
to Taiwan. We, in Okinawa, have ~ 
unique culture. It seems affected by 
China and Japan, but still it has its own 
distinctive culture. For example, we have 
a Bon ceremony, a Japanese ceremony 
for ancestors ; however, the Okinawan 
Bon ceremony is very different from the 
Japanese one. 

We hold the Bon ceremony from July 
13th to the 15th of the lunar calendar. It 
is believed that our ancestors ' spirits 
return in those three days. 

On the first day, right aftet the sun 
goes down, we welcome our ancestors. 
We place candles at the entrance of our 
home and offer rice porridge and fruits 
on the altar to welcome them. It is the 
only chance in the year for them to come 
back and see their descendants in this 
world. 

The second day, we make traditional 
Okinawan food for them and offer the 
food on the altar with incense every 
mealtime. Ten or fifteen minutes after we 
offer the food , we give a prayer and 
rearrange the food , as if they had eaten. 
After this , we start to eat our food. 

Another important part of the Bon is 
that relatives come to pray for their 
ancestors, to socialize with each other, 
and to give summer gifts on those three 
days . Usually, gifts are dried foods , 
canned foods, cooking oils, and so on. 
Those gifts are also offered on the altar 
for two weeks. 

On Bon nights , you can see the 
Okinawan Bon dance, "Eissa." The 
Japanese Bon dance has a stage and 
people dance around the stage or on the 
stage. But the Okinawan Bon dance is a 
parade. The parade consists mostly of 
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young men and women. They perform 
not only dances but also music with 
drums and jamisens, an Okinawan 
musical instrument which looks like a 
ukulele covered with snake 's skin. They 
wear very colorful , traditional Okinawan 
clothes which are woven with mostly 
purple, yellow, and red thread. The music 
is very cheerful and the dances are very 
powerful and active. The men 's dances, 
especially with big drums, are awesome! 
Since "Eissa" has several kinds of 
dances, they practice every night before 
the Bon is coming up. When we hear the 
sound of drums somewhere, we know the 
Bon is coming. Everyone looks forward 
to the arrival of the "Eissa" parade; 
however, everyone feels sad that summer 
is over after the parade. 

ESL 004 
Martine Aceves-Foster 

The last night of the Bon, we have to 
see our ancestors ' spirits off. We get 
together in front of the altar and do 
almost the same thing that we do when 
we welcome them. In addition to that, we 
burn some special papers which represent 
money. That means we give money to 
them so that they can take money with 
them. 
This Bon ceremony exists only in 
Okinawa. No one else besides Okinawans 
celebrate it. This is a very meaningful 
ceremony, because, without our ances
tors, we could not exist. We must keep 
our tradition and hand it down to the next 
generation. 

The drums of midsummer must 
always sound. 

One of My Favorite Places 
Makiko Mori 

0 ne of my favorite places to be is 
the beach. It can be any beach, 
as long as it has a beautiful view 

to please my eyes. I love to spend time at 
a beach just sitting down looking at the 
ocean because it makes me calm, and 
when I have a problem, it seems as if the 
ocean gives me the right answer to solve 
it. My favorite time to be on a beach is 
during the sunset when the sun 's heat is 
not painful on the body any longer. The 
soft, golden sunshine makes everything 
appear beautiful and peaceful , and the 
water of the ocean, which reflects the 
bright sunshine, looks like a million 
jewels. The splendid scenery with a 
comfortable cool breeze takes me to the 
place where there is no rush for a while, 
and it gives me refreshment and comfort 
for my exhausted mind. 

As I sit here at Kuhio Beach, I can see 

the waves breaking upon the seashore 
with white foam. The sun is setting in the 
west, and the rainbow-colored clouds are 
piling up in the sky. The people who were 
sunbathing during the daytime are now 
getting ready to leave for home. Some 
surfers are still in the water waiting for a 
big wave to come. Many tc;mrists are 
walking by the beach enjoying the 
beautiful sunset, and some of them are 
taking pictures with the sunset for the 
background. A fat middle-aged lady is 
jogging along the beach. Some couples 
are sitting on the bench leaning on each 
other. They must be talking about their 
future plans. 

It is fun to observe what is going on 
around the beach. I can never get bored at 
a beach. The beach gives me such 
amusement and such relaxation that it 
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ESL 004 
Martine Aceves-Foster 

Coming to America 
Kikue Uchima 

U 
nder the red hot sun, unlike the 
cool winter sunlight, my family 
and I walked tacitumly to the 

airport from a packed parking lot where 
we had driven in circles to find a space. It 
was not distant from the car; neverthe
less, I felt I had walked for hours to get 
there. On January 3, 1994, I was dazzled 
by the blazing sun as I set forth from 
Okinawa, Japan, for my dreamland, the 
United States. 

There is a long story behind attaining 
my dream, which was to study English in 
America. By the time I graduated from 
high school, my desire had expanded. I 
could not resist telling my parents that I 
wanted to attend college in America. It 
was extremely difficult to express my 
wish to them since they had expected me 
to attend college in Japan. When I told 
them what I wanted to do in my future, 
they were disappointed. They also said 
that it was impossible for several reasons. 
First of all, they were not able to support 
me financially. Secondly, they did not 
want me to live in America by myself, for 
it was a dangerous place. Lastly, they said 
it was possible to study English in Japan, 
so I did not have to go to a strange place. 
Even though they disagreed, I was 
continuing to plan and carry out my 
dream. I started attending ESL courses at 
the Okinawa Christian School, and I 
worked very hard to earn money to go to 
America. For a time, I even tried to forget 
the dream due to their strong opposition. 
Finally, they consented to let me go to 
America to study English by myself. 
When they agreed, over two years had 
already passed since I first told them 
about it. I was so happy that I cried, as if 
I did not know how to stop the tears of 
joy. 

When a date of departure was settled 
on, my life began to get busy. There were 
an enormous number of forms to fill out, 
and I had many places to go such as the 
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consulate, the prefectural office, city hall, 
the insurance company, etc. Moreover, 
there were the farewell parties that my 
family and friends held for me. At the 
parties, we talked about the funny, happy 
stories of the past, and we laughed about 
the wonderful memories that would live 
forever. I greatly appreciated everyone 
for planning the parties. I felt I was the 
happiest person in the world to have the 
family and friends that I had. At the same 
time, I was depressed since I would not 
share anymore memories with them from 
then on. 

0 n January 3,1994, it was so hard 
to say good-bye to my family 
and friends that I thought my 

heart would be broken from the sorrow. 
They came to the airport for me, and we 
had an opportunity to talk for a short time 
until I got on the airplane. Our conversa
tion was awkward, as if we were hiding 
our emotions from each other. My friends 
gave me some letters saying that they 
would always support and encourage me 
from a distance. As I started walking on 
the jetway to the aircraft, I thanked them 
for coming to say good-bye to me. I took 
a good look at their faces, so I could 
impress them on my memory. I will never 
forget their faces, especially that of my 
mother, who looked worried and sad. I 
tried hard not to cry, but my tears fell 
despite my effort. When I sat down in the 
airplane, I was sad and afraid because I 
did not know whether I could live 
without them. I was full of hope, how
ever, when the aircraft took off since my 
dream would finally come true. 

As I got off the airplane, I felt the 
warm, pleasant breeze on my exhausted 
body as if the breeze welcomed me. At 
the time, I was very tired and desperately 
wanted to rest for a long time. I walked 
rapidly to catch a taxi after I got my 
sizable, heavy luggage. On the way to a 
dormitory, I enjoyed looking at the 

scenery of Honolulu while following the 
H-1 Freeway. My heart was beating fast 
since I was finally in my dream, America. 
Simultaneously, I was nerVous and 
worried because I did not know if people 
would be able to understand my English 
although I had studied ttard in Okinawa. 

I arrived at the dormitory after a 
twenty-minute ride, but I could not 
believe that it was the place where I 
would stay for at least six months. The 
dormitory, a three-story puilding, was an 
ugly, light green color, and it was very 
old. I even thought it must have been a 
prison at one point. I asked myself, "Do I 
want to live in such a place? Am I out of 
my mind?" Standing and looking at the 
building with a disturbed feeling, I 
imagined myself staying there for at least 
half a year. 

After I paid for my room and received 
the room key, I went to my room on the 
third floor with the dormitory manager. 
As I opened the door to the room, I was 
disturbed again. My room was the 
smallest, simplest room I had ever seen. 
Its walls were light, ugly green cinder 
blocks, which I had never seen before in 
Japan. As shocked as I was, I lay down 
and closed my eyes to rest my tired body. 
As I fell asleep, I was wondering about 
how my new life in America would be. 

T ime went by as I got used to my 
new life-style. I made many 
friends in the dormitory who were 

interesting and had different personali
ties. These friends made me laugh and 
forget about being homesick. The, 
dormitory became my home, not an ugly, 
light green building. Atthe school, I 
gradually learned a lot of things and 
improved my English skills. Every day I 
experienced and acquired something new 
at the dormitory as well as at school. At 
the time, I was satisfied with my new life. 

A year and nine months have already 
passed since the day of my arrival in 
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America, on January 3, 1994. I was 
delighted with being able to study 
English in America. Now, I have an 
additional dream, to be a psychologist in 
America. It is very easy to say, yet I will 
try my best to attain my dream. I learned 
a wonderful and significant lesson of life 
from my experience of coming to 
America, "I can do anything if I really 
try." 

ESL 004 
Ranee Yangyuen 

Sorry, You've· Got the Wrong Number! 
Niem Nguyen 

The English language has always 
been a problem to a lot of 
immigrants to America. It has 

been a problem to me and my family. 
When my family and I arrived at the 

Honolulu Airport from Vietnam, we were 
very worried because we did not know 
anybody. We did not have any friends. 
Then I heard someone call my name. I 
turned around and I saw a Catholic nun 
walking towards us. In her hand was a 
picture of my family. I felt somewhat 

. relieved that someone knew us, but I was 
still apprehensive because I did not know 
how to communicate with her. 

She introduced her~elf to us. I caught 
her first name, "Pat." Then she said, 
"How are you?" 

I said, "Yes." 
"What's your name?" 
Again, I said, "Yes." 
I could only say "yes." Sister Pat 

smiled in amusement as she showed us 
the way to her parked car. On the way 
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home, she would glance at me occasion
ally, and I would look back at her and 
smile. Finally, we reached our destina
tion. It was a big house for new refugees 
sponsored by the Catholic nuns. It was 
our temporary home until we found our 
own place to live. 

During the first few days, some 
American volunteers came and helped us 
get settled. 

One day, a volunteer was taking us to 
apply for government welfare. He called 
us to let us know what time he was 
coming so that we would be ready when 
he came. When the phone rang nobody in 
my family wanted to answer it. We let it 
ring and ring and ring. It kept ringing, but 
still no one was brave enough to pick it 
up. We were so afraid of it. It was like a 
monster! 

When the volunteer arrived, he was 
worried that something had happened to 
us. When he realized we were all right, 
he got mad. He did not understand why 

we did not answer the phone. But after a 
few minutes, he found out that we did not 
speak any English. 

A fter two months in Hawaii, we 
learned some English words. We 
were no longer afraid of the 

telephone ringing. Whenever it rang, we 
would pick it up and say, "Sorry, you've 
got the wrong number!" Right or wrong 
number, it did not matter. 

After some years at a public school, I 
learned enough English to be able to use 
the telephone for communication. I have 
taught my family what to say when the 
telephone rings. 

We no longer say, "Sorry, you 've got 
the wrong number." Now, we say, "What 
is your number? We 'll call you back." 
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English 22 
Sylvia Spalding 

Softball Days 
Dawn L. Acoba 

' 'pride, Perfection, Guts!" That 
was the motto we lived by 

playing softball for Sacred 
Hearts Academy. It was hard work from 
beginning to end. All the hard obstacles 
we faced, like doing bear craw Is and 
running sprints called "Ave Maria's," 
reminded me of the Energizer Bunny, 
because no matter how hard the tough got 
going, we kept "going and going." 

We, the team, worked hard to achieve 
our goal, which was winning the ILH 
(Interscholastic League of Honolulu) 
title. We went through our share of good 
and bad days of practice. On good days, 
we caught the vans to Crane Park and had 
a regular practice. Regular practice would 
be EDDs (everyday drills), basic warm 
up, which was catching and throwing, 
simple batting practice, and mild base 
running. On the other hand, there were 
bad days when we would run to Crane 
Park and have exercises which included 
six-inches, grass drills, gauntlets, and 
perfection sprints. But on any day, we 
would go home, covered with red dirt and 
sweat, exhausted from an afternoon of 
practice. 

One of the hardest things we did in 
practice was gut drills. For this drill, we 
stood about seven feet in front of a wire 
fence and the coach stood ten feet in front 
of us, hitting about 12 balls at us. The 
object of this drill was to stop the ball, 
using every ounce of sweat and every 
muscle in our bodies, before it hit the 
fence. For every ball that hit the fence, 
we had to do a grass drill, which was 
running with high knees and doing a 
wormlike motion pushing off the ground. 
On more than one occasion, we got 
nailed in the shins with a softball, leaving 
a dark purple bruise with the imprints of 
the softball threads. 

We also had practices in the weight 
room. On these days, we did circuits, 
working our upper body with light 
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weights, doing reps within an allotted 
time. Doing circuits felt endless; it was 
like not being able to tum off the tread
mill while running on it. We shed tears to 
lift the last rep, as the sweat dripped 
down our cheeks. 

When would this struggle end? Not 
after a full rotation of the circuit training, 
but after nonstop sprinting of three flights 
of stairs. On weight training days, we 
would go home not being able to lift our 
school bags and having to ask our moms 
to pull off our sweaty practice shirts. 

Rain or shine, the Lancers of Sacred 
Hearts Academy softball team was out 
practicing. I remember a rainy day 
practice on all fours doing bear crawls. It 
was muddy, the rain poured on our 
sweaty heads as the team crawled from 
cone to cone, and the ground reeked of 
dog doo. But not one remark was made 
by the teammates. We all kept our mouths 
shut for fear of having to do more bear 
crawls. The look on others' faces told me 
that I was not the only one who had 
noticed the smell. After the bear crawls 
everyone tried to be discreet about 
rinsing our hands in the rain. 

C ommunication was another drill 
we practiced throughout the 
season. The coaches had an 

interesting way of threatening us to call 
out and acknowledge each other on pop 
flies. This drill was called ''I'm A 
Dummy." If any balls were hit in the air 
throughout the game and we did not 
acknowledge each other, we had to yell 
across the field, "I'm A Dummy." If the 
coaches did not hear us or if they felt we 
were too soft, we had to yell it over and 
over until they felt we were yelling it 
loudly enough. They waved their hats in 
the air letting us know to get ready for the 
perfection sprint. As soon as the hat 
dropped, we sprinted the 100 yards, 
trying to cross the finish line in 13 
seconds. 

W as playing softball all work 
and no fun? Of course not. 
The SHA softball team was 

like no other team. The team of 17 girls 
was like sisters; we supported, helped, 
and taught each other. We laughed, cried, 
and worked hard together. 

Although the practices were crucial, 
the players believed that all the hard work 
paid off. We were the toughest team to 
beat. We were the cream of the crop in 
the league. Other teams said we were 
intimidating. The feeling of capturing the 
ILH title was overwhelming. As I sit 
here, I remember singing our chant: "I've 
been hearing that it's been told; Lancer 
pride is made of gold. Cream of the crops 
no ifs and buts; pride, perfection, and a 
lot of guts ... If you don't like what's 
come to pass, keep it to yourself or we'll 
kick your .... " The words ring with 
pride. Playing softball for Sacred Hearts 
has taught me that I can achieve my goals 
with a lot of practice and hard work. We 
never believed that practice made perfect, 
but perfect practice makes perfect. 
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English 22 
Shr Ward 

The Fish That Got Caught 
Robin Lee 

0 
n June 15th of 1994, I thought I 
was going crazy for a moment. 
I used to work at Liberty House, 

in Kahala Mall, part time, starting my 
shift at 9:00 a.m. and finishing at 2:30 
p.m. On this particular day, I had some 
errands to run in the mall. By the time I 
had finished, it was 4:00p.m. I started to 
walk back to where I had parked, feeling 
tired from being on my feet for seven 
hours. All that was on my mind was 
getting home and taking a hot shower. 
Then, I thought about all of that road 
construction on Kalaniana 'ole Highway, 
and all of the traffic it caused. Just the 
thought of it made me irritated, because I 
knew it would take me at least 45 
minutes to get home. I tried to take my 
mind off that little inconveni~nce, ·and 
put my mind on something positive. I 
thought about the day off I had coming 
up and how I could just relax. It seemed 
to help. 

I was parked on the upper deck of the 
mall, in the employee parking area. 
While walking to the car, I fumbled 
around in my pocket for the car keys. 
Feeling relieved that my keys were in 
my hands, I walked over to the stall 
where my car was parked. I had an 
ordinary car. It was always easy to spot, 
because the sun's rays would reflect off 
the shiny black paint. It was a 1987 
Honda CRX-SI. When I caught sight of 
the stall my car was in, I thought, "Wait 
a minute, that isn't my car! I didn't own 
a faded white van! 

Suddenly, all of the positive thoughts 
I had in my mind left me, and this 
strange feeling of numbness overcame 
me. The theme song from Twilight Zone 
started playing in my head. The song 
started softly, and got louder and louder, 
with every step I took towards the van. A 
burst of adrenaline rushed through my 
body as my eyes darted from stall to stall 
hoping to find my car in another stall. As 
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I walked further down the parking area, 
my heart started beating harder and faster. 
A sense of confusion ran through my 
mind. I had to stop and take a deep breath 
to gather my thoughts. "Great, what a 
day!" I said to myself; In disbelief, I 
refused to accept that my car was gone. 
My mind scrambled, "Did I really park 
here?" I asked myself, "Or did I park on 
the road today?" Was this a dream, when 
would I awake, was I going crazy? All 
these thoughts ran through my mind. 
Then reality set in, and it hit me-my car 
had been stolen or towed away! 

One week later, I was at the intersec
tion of South Beretania St. and Isenberg, 
waiting for the traffic light to tum green. 
Suddenly, on the right side of me, a black 
CRX pulled up. At first I thought, "Big 
deal, probably another legitimate owner 
of a CRX." I tried not to pay attention 
because I didn't want to be obvious and 
stare the owner down. Finally, the light 
turned green, and I proceeded down 
Beretania. As I drove off, I thought, 
"What's the big deal? I might as well 
check this CRX out." I let the CRX pass 
me. As it passed on my right, I pulled 
behind it, and followed the car. I took 
notice of the safety check sticker-same 
date that was on my CRX before it was 
stolen. "Hmmm .... "I thought, and my 
eyes desperately scanned the car for 
anything else that looked familiar. 

A t that time, we were almost at 
Beretania and Punahou. The 
traffic light at that intersection 

turned red, so we had to apply the brakes. 
The brake lights on the CRX went on, but 
the one in the rear window didn ' t. "That's 
got to be my car," I thought. The CRX 
then turned right onto Punahou St. While 
it made the turn, I looked at the passenger 
door. Bingo! There it was ! The same 
dings that were on my CRX! I took the 
license plate number down just in case 
the driver got away. My heart started 

pumping harder, and my mind raced. 
How should I handle the situation? 
"What should I do?" I thought. "Should I 
try to stop the driver, or try to force him 
to stop?" All kinds of crazy things 
crossed my mind. I finally thought, "If I 
try to stop him, he may try to outrun me 
in my own CRX and damage the car, or 
he may even crash the CRX, and total the 
car." I felt the best thing to do was to call 
the police. I pulled into Kapi 'olani 
Medical Center and called 911. The 911 
operator took down the information I · 
gave her and told me that they would 
send an officer to my location to make 
out a new report. After hanging up, I 
thought, "Great! Now I may never see 
my CRX again." I felt like I had really 
messed up my opportunity to get my car 
back. I couldn't be sure if the driver knew 
I was following him, or not. I thought, "If 
he knew I was following him, he may do 
something to the CRX, like change its 
appearance, or he may even strip the car 
down and try to sell the parts." I said to 
myself, "The fish got away that time, but 
I'll be better prepared the next time, if 
there is a next time." 

0 n the morning of July 16th of 
1994, I went over to my friend's 
house up on Saint Louis Heights, 

to hang out and work on his motorcycle. 
It was around 10:30 in the morning. 
Before we started working on his 
motorcycle, we went down to the 711 to 
get something to eat and drink. On the 
way down the hill, we stopped at a gas 
station to put some air in his tires. I was 
sitting in the passenger seat looking at his 
CDs when suddenly he cried out, "Rob, 
isn't that your car parked at Tire Ware
house!" Tire Warehouse was located right 
across the street from that service station. 
I said, "I can't tell from here, but let's get 
a closer look !" 

The front of the CRX was facing us, 
and it didn't have a front license plate on. 
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English 22 
Shr Ward 

My friend quickly got back into the car, 
(without putting air in his tires) and 
rushed across the street to Tire Ware
house. He pulled up right next to the 
CRX. Because the CRX was reversed in 
a parking stall, we couldn't see the rear 
license plate. I looked at the car, and I 
said, "Sure looks like my car, but let's be 
sure." As my friend got out of the car, I 
grabbed my cellular phone to get ready to 
call911. My friend walked over to the 
rear side of the car, and gave me the 
thumbs up signal. He then got back in the 
car, and parked his car about 20 yards 
away from the CRX. Without hesitation, I 
dialed the police. When the operator 
came on, I explained the situation to her. 
She told me to stay on-line with her, as 
she dispatched a police officer to my 
location. Just then, two guys came out of 
the Tire Warehouse office and started 
walking over to the CRX. 

One of the guys looked to be in his 
mid 20s, a mixture of Hawaiian and 
Portuguese. His hair was short and curly, 
and he wore a tank top and plaid shorts 
that reached his knees. He was about five 
feet, eight inches tall, with a medium 
build. The second guy seemed to be in his 
early 20s, and looked Filipino. His hair 
was short, and looked clean cut. He wore 
a white T-shirt, and had a pair of blue 
jeans on. They didn't look like thieves, 
but I thought to myself, "What does a 
thief look like anyway?" 

My friend and I watched the two very 
closely, observing every move they made. 
"What's taking the police so long?" I said 
to my friend. He replied, "Yeah, where's 
the cops when you really need 'em?" Just 
then, the Hawaiian guy said something to 
the Filipino guy, and got into the CRX. I 
told the H.P.D. operator that the Hawaiian 
guy had gotten into the CRX and seemed 
to be ready to drive off. "Where's the 
officer that you had sent?" I asked. "It's 
been over 10 minutes! " Let me tell you, 
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those ten minutes seemed like an hour. 
The operator replied, "They should be 
there any moment now." "Too late," I 
thought, the suspect started to drive off. 
My friend and I followed him out of the 
parking lot. I turned to my friend and 
said, "Don't let this guy get away!" My 
friend laughed and said, "Don't worry, 
he's not going to outrun my Mustang!" I 
could tell that my friend was filled with 
adrenaline, because he started to pound 
on his steering wheel like a madman. He 
was so excited about chasing this guy 
down. He kept chanting, "We got you 
now, we got you now!" 

M y heartbeat must have been up 
to 150 beats per minute. The 
excitement was overwhelming. 

I felt like I was in the movies, chasing 
down the bad guy. The suspect was 
driving down Kapi 'olani Boulevard 
towards Ala Moana Center. He then 
turned down Date Street, still heading 
toward town. Then all of a sudden, the 
suspect started turning left down some 
street, then right, down another. I told my 
friend, "He knows we're following him 
now, so prepare to go on a high speed 
chase." I was still hooked up with the 
H.P.D. operator, giving her our location at 
every intersection. We finally came out at 
a familiar street, McCully. The suspect 
then tried to squeeze through traffic to get 
back on Kapi 'olani. My friend also 
forced his way though some traffic and 
got stuck at a traffic light. The suspect 
slowly faded out of sight. I told my 
friend , "The only way around is to cut 
through the McCully Shopping Center." 
He said, "Hold on!" We went flying 
through there, almost hitting a pedestrian. 

Spectators ' heads turned as we went 
speeding across the parking lot. We came 
to a screeching stop at the Kapi 'olani side 
exit. "Yes!" I said, "We're back on his 
tail!" My friend said, "Let's cut him off 
already." "No! not yet!" I said. I didn ' t 

want my friend to risk getting his car 
smashed up. I said, "Just follow him. The 
police should be able to corner him." The 
suspect then turned into the Ala Moana 
Shopping Center, drove up the ramp, and 
stopped the car in front of Liberty House. 
I was thinking, "What's this guy up to?'' 
My friend pulled up a few car lengths 
behind him and waited for him to make 
the next move. I thought, "This is crazy, 
there's this stranger in my car, and I have 
to wait for cops to come, in order to get 
my car back." The operator said, "What
ever you do, don't approach the suspect, 
he may be armed." She continued, "The 
police are about 30 seconds away." 

Just then, the suspect got out of the 
car, and ran into Liberty House. I got out 
of my friend's car and started to follow 
the suspect. As soon as the suspect 
entered Liberty House, the sound of car 
engines revving up, and screeching tires 
echoed through the parking lot. All these 
police vehicles came zooming in all 
directions, blocking in the CRX. Blue 
lights filled the covered area of the 
parking lot, and the smell of heat from 
the car engines filled the air. One of the 
officers shouted at me, "Where's the 
driver, what was he wearing, what did he 
look like?" I simply answered all the 
officer's questions, as he sent a plain 
clothes officer into Liberty House. In 
about 30 seconds, the plain clothed 
officer had this guy by the collar. "Is this 
the guy?" he asked. "Yeah, that's the 
guy!" I answered. I gave my friend a high 
five, as we watched the police handcuff 
the suspect, and put him in the 'back seat 
of a blue and white car. I overheard a 
officer saying, "Ha! This fish didn't get 
away!" When I heard that, I was glad that 
I never gave up hope. Then, I remem
bered a verse from the Bible, "Seek and 
you shall find." I thought, "How true, I 
sought my car, and I found it." 
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Scared Straight 
Joel Morales 

I t was a cold, dark night. The streets 
of Hollywood were almost empty. A 
few homeless people roamed the 

streets not knowing where they were 
going to sleep for the night. Only 
taxicabs and buses cruised down the 
boulevards. The night owls, the bad boys, 
the chronics, the gang-hangers, or 
whatever you want to call them, were all 
out terrorizing the city. I was out there 
too, but I was hiding behind a cement 
wall in front of a building. My fingers 
were cut, smashed, bruised, and bleeding 
from a rumble that my friends and I had 
engaged in: Even though we wanted no 
part of it whatsoever, we were involved. 
A group of skinheads had picked a fight 
with us. I was scared shitless, not 
knowing if I was going to mak e it 
through the night. On my knees I prayed 
to God to help me out of this mess and · 
not have me take part in any similar 
situation in the future. 

That's right! I'm writing about street 
violence. Is it worth it, risking your life? 
So, let me take you for a violent ride in 
the dark streets of Los Angeles. 

It was sometime in May 1983. After a 
junior high school dance, a group of 
eighth and ninth graders (including me) 
were walking home. On our way home, 
we were chased down and terrorized by a 
bunch of armed men in cars. They told us 
that they were hunting for a particular 
gang, my uncle's gang. Because my uncle 
and I looked very much alike, I was 
mistaken for him. I was then pushed and 
punked with. While this was happening, I 
had a visible smirk on my face. My 
thought was, "Get real!" Consequently, 
one of the gunmen got pissed off. 
Responding to my smirk, he directed his 
shotgun at my face, point blank. 

He said, "You think you're funny, 
cuz?" There was a short pause. Then he 
yelled, 'Funny this, ese!" He cocked the 
shotgun, aimed a few inches to my right, 
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and pulled the trigger. BOOM! The 
horrifying loudness paralyzed me from 
top to bottom. I could not move nor could 
I hear. The other kids were in a state of 
shock. Their faces were expressionless as 
if they had seen a ghost. 

T hrough my experience of violence 
in my youth, I can honestly say 
that I have learned a valuable 

lesson. However, I learned it the hard 
way. Violence is not only a waste of time, 
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Empty Eyes 
Rachel Howard 

I t was cold and dark that day. I was 
glad that I would be home soon. 
The yellow school bus was not my 

choice for transportation, but it was 
better than walking thirty miles to get an 
education. 

As soon as the bus stopped, I jumped 
up and shoved my way to the exit. The 
outside air was frosty as snowflakes 
piled on my eyelashes. I trudged my 
way through the two-foot drifts that had 
already accumulated in the driveway. I 
expected our log cabin to be warm from 
the fireplace, but when I opened the 
door the house defined winter. There 
was no fire in the stove, as usual, and 
the heater hadn't even been turned on. 

There was an eerie feeling in my 
house that day. The lights weren't on, 
the aroma of dinner cooking wasn't in 
the air, and there were stacks of card
board boxes lining the living room 
perimeter. I walked down the long 
narrow hallway to my parent's master 

but more importantly,_ it can lead to 
someone getting hurt or even killed. Need 
I say more. I'm sure that your views on 
violence are similar to mine. It's not worth 
risking my life, your life, or anyone's. 
Peace! 

bedroom. I peeked around the door and 
I saw my aging father sitting on the 
waterbed. His head was drooping and 
his rough hands were folded in his lap 
as if he were praying. I accidentally 
kicked the door and my father jumped, 
for I had startled him. He looked at me 
with empty eyes-deep, blackened, and 
bloodshot. I said, "Daddy, what is it? 
Why are you crying?" 

That's when he told me that he was 
leaving my mother, leaving my brother 
and me, leaving our family. That's when 
he got up from the bed and carried the 
cardboard boxes through the snow to his 
truck. That's when I watched his orange 
truck backfire as he drove around the 
bend into the disappearing hillside. 
That's when tears began to stream from 
my stinging eyes. That's when I realized 
I was alone in a cold and dark house, 
and that 's when I realized my heart was 
blackened that day. 
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The Last Mission: Who Killed Them? 
Dragos Oprescu 

When the alarm sounded, the 
security sergeant, Mihai 
Lupu, was writing a letter to 

his wife. He quickly stood up, grabbed 
his military gear, and tightened his belt 
strongly. Finally, he pulled from the 
gunrack the most important thing for a 
soldier, his rifle. In less than ten minutes, 
the square of the military base had 
become crowded. Almost 300 soldiers 
were ready to take action. 

Mihai Lupu was still thinking about 
the last paragraphs in his letter, when 
the commander came to him and ordered 
him loudly: Sergeant Lupu, you will 
command the first platoon in our 
vanguard." 

Unfortunately, Mihai Lupu could not 
have known that his letter to his wife 
would never be finished or that this 
mission would be the last one for him. 
Two hours later, the 26-year-old sergeant 
M. Lupu, and his company would be 
massacred in the mysterious battle by the 
Otopeni Airport near the capital of 
Romania, Bucharest. 

The year 1989 had brought, unexpect
edly, a spring into the winter of the 
Romanian people's souls. The dictatorial 
regime of Nicolae Ceausescu had been 
overthrown by a spontaneous mass 
revolt. Unfortunately, the price of 
freedom was very expensive, and many 
civilians and soldiers had been allegedly 
killed by presumptuous terrorists. 
However, what was very tragic, Besides 
the terrorists' actions was that many 
soldiers got killed because of many 
mistakes committed by the military 
commandants due to panic, bad informa
tion, and unprofessional behavior. 

On that fated day, December 24, 1989, 
the commandant of the 0910 military 
security base received an order from the 
headquarters at 0910 to send troops 
quickly to the Otopeni Airport. The 
airport had been threatened by terrorists 
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a few other times, so the military airport 
guard needed help. The order came in by 
7:20a.m., and it was very welcomed by 
all officers. 

However, at that time, the security 
troops were not so loved among civilians 
and army soldiers, because they had been 
Ceausescu's loyal troops. Although all 
commandants of the security troops had 
recognized the new democratic govern
ment, the Romanian people still felt 
unsafe. 

Thus, the base commandant was very 
amazed, yet at the same time proud, and 
the headquarters named his base for this 
mission. This fact probably caused him to 
be careless in checking the information. 

Not long after, the M.B. 0910 received 
the order in the airport commandant's 
office and the phone had started to ring. 
He picked up the phone and heard an 
unknown voice yelling: 

"The Security Troops from 0910 
Campina are coming towards you. They 
will attack you; they want the airport; be 
ready to fight." But he did not have time 
to check the information of the person 
who hung up quickly. 

However, Mihai Lupus' platoon was 
on the way to the airport. 

T he convoy, led by the sergeant, 
was composed of five military 
tracks, carrying 150 soldiers and 

two jeeps. Around 9:00, the convoy 
arrived at the Main Gate of the Airport; 
nothing was strange by now. Thus, they 
kept moving, but suddenly, the soldie~s 
who were in the airport building started 
shooting. Unexpectedly, the convoy was 
under a heavy fire. In a few minutes, over 
80 soldiers were instantaneously killed. 
The other soldiers had tried to find a 
refuge but without success. They did not 
even have time to reposition. 

Mihai Lupu, who was sitting in the 
first jeep, was seriously wounded. Even 
injured, he tried to give some orders to 

his soldiers, but he was too late. He 
realized what had happened, and with 
his last effort, he hollered: 

"Do not shoot us. We are not terror
ists." 

A worthless sacrifice, Mihai Lupu 
died not long after that. _ 

Thus, due to a fatal mistake, more than 
100 soldiers were killed innocently. 
Furthermore, their bodies were pro
faned and kept unburied for a few days. 

Ironically, a few months later, the 
military officials recognized that 
"Otopeni" was a desirable mistake. 

They apologized and decorated all those 
soldiers with postmortem Military 
Honors. Furthermore, they became 
national heroes, and the government built 
a monument right in front of the airport's 
entrance. 

However, ·all these things did not 
satisfy Romanian public opinion and 
especially the victims' families. They 
were expecting to find out who was 
responsible for that mistake; who killed 
them and why? It is still not known; 
nobody was charged for this, and no 
terrorist was convicted. 

Did they try to make the Revolution as 
bloody as possible for some political 
reasons? 

So who killed them? 

I found out about Mihai 's death two or 
three weeks later from Corina, his wife. I 
remember Mihai; especially from our 
childhood. Mihai was a very kind boy, 
modest, and always ready to give,a 
helping hand to his friends. His dream 
was to become a commando. That's why 
he loved to read action books, and he 
enjoyed being a leader in our harmless 
war games. 

Now he is gone, but his memory will 
always be alive in our minds. 
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Bok . . . Bok 
Christopher Ramiscal 

' 'Eh boy!" ... were the words I would 
hear a lot from my grandpa for the 
next few summers that I spent on 

the island of Maui. Eh boy this .... Eh 
boy that! I don't know why he always 
called me that. I guess it's because I was 
a young and little boy then. My grandpa 
was a great fisherman. He had done it all 
his life. 

"Eh boy, come look. Big one yeah?" 
His eyes widened like half-dollars as he 
couldn't wait to devour his catch of the 
day, tasting its fresh meat. "Hurry up! We 
go home. 

Grandpa loved fishing. He would 
either lay several nets at the harbor or at 
the beach. Sometimes he would fish by 
throwing a net. 

I remember one early 'mqrning he and 
I went to lay a few nets in the harbor. 
Each net was unique, for the eye was of a 
different size to catch certain fish. What 
we caught depended on the season. And 
were they heavy. I, being only nine years 
old and about four feet something, 
struggled. It was like trying to carry two 
tricycles, one on each hand. But I 
managed as my grandpa looked on. 

When we got there the harbor was 
very still. The harbor's lights lit it up like 
the sun lights up the early morning sky. 
Its rays reflected on the water like a 
mirror. The wind blew gently and softly 
like lovers whispering into one another's 
ears. Its waves slowly and steadily 
crashing the boulders were as humongous 
as the one Kamehameha dealt with. 

"Eh boy! Come help me carry the 
boat," my grandpa shouted. 

'Kay, grandpa," I yelled back. 
The boat was very light, for it was 

made of plastic and built for two men. 
We laid the boat into the water. It floated 
like a waterlily in its pond, gently rocking 
back and forth like an old wooden chair. 
As the harbor's water slammed into the 
boat, it rose up and down as the swells 
permitted it. 

"Eh boy. Get inside. You going help 
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me set the net!" my grandpa yelled. "Eh 
boy. You listening or what? What, you 
scared?" 

"No!" I said defensively, as I tried to 
turn my attention away from the boat. Of 
course, I was scared like hell. Watching 
Jaws gave me chicken skin. Besides I'd 
never ridden in a boat. A small one I 
mean. 

"No worry, you not going drown," he 
grinned as his devious eyes looked upon 
me. "Come on son, let's go. You no like 
all the fish run away, yeah? Elisto!" 

As much as I didn't want to, I climbed 
into the boat wishing I could swim. As 
soon as I got in I looked around for a 
ghostly fin belonging to Jaws that would 
be piercing through the harbor's tranquil 
water. With his graceful torpedo-like 
body and crescent -shaped tail he would 
be able to move swiftly through the water 
devouring everything in his path. His 
enormous size, gray rough skin, wicked 
eyes, wide mouth and razor-sharp teeth 
make him unstoppable. 

"Eh boy!" my grandpa hollered. "Row 
the boat!" 

"What?" I said, keeping my eyes 
focused on the water. 

"Row the boat!" he said angrily. 
'"Kay!" I answered back wanting to 

leave but realizing I couldn't. 
I tried as hard as I could to row the 

boat away from the rocks where we put 
the boat down. 

'Kay. Enough," he said excitedly, 
wanting to dive into the water so he 
could set his nets. 

When I looked back, I couldn't 
believe how far we were from the place 
we started. "Eh grandpa, how far we 
stay?" 

"Far enough," he said as he dove into 
the harbor's dark water. Grandpa laid his 
nets very swiftly. As astonishing as it 
was, I peered over the boat to see the nets 
disappear into the black water, leaving 
only its floaters floating on the water's 
surface. He then tied a plastic gallon to 

one end of a net so he could find the nets 
later. 

Suddenly the boat rocked. I was thrust 
into the water. I don't remember falling 
in but what I do remember is that I was 
being pushed up. When I got to the 
surface I coughed up the harbor's salty 
water and rubbed my eyes to clear my 
vision and relieve the salty sting that 
entered my eyes. 

"You okay?" My grandpa said 
Clinging on to me. 

"Yeah," I said, shivering from th~ 
coldness of the harbor's water. 

"Okay. Now go swim back to the 
boat." 

"No!" I whined. 
"Come on. Go," he said as he let me 

go. "Swim like one dog." 
The boat seemed so close yet so far. I 

did exactly what my grandpa said, with 
tears dripping from my eyes. Crying. 
Sobbing. When I got to the boat I 
climbed in, my body aching from the 
swim. I looked out into the water to see 
where I thought I had started from. It was 
so close I thought and yet I felt so 
drained. 

"We go already," he said as he 
climbed into the boat. "We come back 
here after." 

As we were heading home I thought 
about falling into the water, which gave 
me goose bumps. "Eh boy. See you can 
swim, yeah!" he said with a look on his 
face as though he had purposely made me 
fall into the water. 

Later that night I awoke to a light that 
was lit in the hallway. I opened the door 
and saw my grandpa fixing his net. 
"Look, big yeah the hole. One shark went 
bite 'em," he said pointing to the large 
hole. 

"The shark went bite that," I said 
astounded. 

"Yeah," he answered back. "Go back 
sleep already. We going go back bum 
bye." 

"Again?" I said surprisingly. "But you 
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just come back from work." 
"Eh boy. You gotta eat, yeah!" he said 

angrily. 
Early the next morning we went back 

to the harbor. This time he went alone on 
the boat. "What a relief," I thought as he 
paddled out to his nets. As I sat near the 
water's edge I did a lot of thinking. 
Grandpa not tired? He went to work all 
day and he fixed his net all night. Did he 
get any sleep? I slept but I was still tired. 

"Eh boy! Come help me. Get plenty 
fish," he said, as he pushed the boat 
toward me. He looked like a shriveled 
prune as he was shivering from the 
coldness of the water. 

As I helped him loosen the fish from 
the net I could see the joy on his face. He 
knew what he was doing and was good at 
it. "Eh boy. Hurry up. I like go eat 
already. I hungry," he said smiling, 
showing his yellow teeth that looked like 
honey, his wrinkled skin drooping and 
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Keoki 
Robert llonummi 

K
eoki is the boy with thin, 
scraggly, sandy colored hair, 
which hangs just above his 

shoulders. He comes to school late on 
some mornings, but not because he wants 
to. He says to the teacher, "It's not my 
fault. Mom wouldn ' t wake up." Keoki 
walks through the aisle to his seat with 
his head down, shoulders shrugged 
forward, as if he were carrying a 100-
pound box of weights, and his eyes are 
filled with disappointment. He sits down 
next to his best friend Jesse-Jesse the 
boy who always makes funny faces at the 
teacher when she is not looking or tears 
off pieces of paper in small bits and 
chews on them until they 're thoroughly 
saturated with saliva and then spits them 
through a straw with a short burst of air 
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eyelids that almost shut tight so that he 
almost resembled an old Chinese man. 

"Grandpa. We going come back 
again?" I asked him, not knowing what 
he would say. 

"Of course, son," he said, surprised, as 
if he didn't expect me to ask him that 
question. Why else would I be here, I 
thought. 

"Grandpa. We going come back 
again?" I asked him not knowing what he 
would say. 

"Of course, son." he said surprised, as 
if he didn't expect me to ask him that 
question. Why "Grandpa, Grandpa, you 
not tired?" I asked. "Me? I still young 
baro yet," he said. "You see .. .if you like 
catch one certain fish like manini or 
papio, you gotta make the eye the right 
size. If too big he going go thru. If too 
small he not going go thru. But if stay the 
right size he going thru and he going get 
stuck. You see!" I sat there dumbfounded, 

into the hair of classmates sitting in front 
of him. 

Keoki walks slowly to class with his 
shoes with the worn soles, his torn pants, 
and the same shirt he's been wearing for 
days. Jesse puts his hand on Keoki's 
shoulder and asks, "How come you look 
so sad? You never acted like this all day." 
Keoki keeps walking slowly, foot by-foot, 
taking baby steps down the hallway. Then 
he stops suddenly. 

"It happened again! That funny smell 
and strange people in my house. Mom 
acting like Doctor Jekyll and Mr. Hyde. 

Poor Keoki, with dark circles under 
his eyes like a raccoon, his frail weak 
body with bruised arms as though he got 
hit by a car. He says it 's because he 
bumps into the doorways in his house. 

Keoki often daydreams-daydreams 

not understanding what he meant. 
I was so tired that night I went to bed 

early. I lay there thinking about what had 
happened earlier that morning. Did my 
grandpa rock the boat so I could fall into 
the water? Why? If he did, did he know 
that I could have drowned and died. Was 
there a purpose? Then I realized what had 
happened. I could swim! Somewhat, I 
thought. And what about the net being the 
right size. What did he mean? Was there 
another meaning to it? Was he teaching 
me a lesson in life that he could only 
relate to through his experience in 
fishing? He's getting old. He doesn't 
know what he's saying. The fish are 
getting to him. 

With all those questions I asked and 
the trauma I experienced earlier, I dozed 
off only to be awakened early the next 
morning by my grandpa. "Eh boy! Eh 
boy! Wake up already. We go." 

about being Superman and being able to 
blow all the smoke away from his home, 
throw all the people out, and fly away 
before mom gets upstairs and into his 
room because there is no one left but 
them alone. 

After school he often seems to have 
forgotten his problems as he laughs at 
faces Jesse makes, chases the girls on the 
playground, or just sits there with a big 
smile on his face, the smile that shrinks 
with bitterness as if he ate a whole lemon 
when he sees that fire engine-red BMW 
drive through the parking circle. Oh, 
Keoki shrivels up like a prune when the 
car pulls up for him. He crawls in the car 
like a helpless worm, spineless. He shuts 
the door behind him and curls up next to 
the window, wishing that he was a bird 
and could just fly away. 
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The Heavenly "Blue Grotto" 
Suzanne Stigar 

I 
t was a clear day; there was hardly a 
cloud in sight. The sun had not risen 
to get a glimpse of Rome yet. All 

sixty of us (people from all over the 
world) waited patiently to continue our 
Easter pilgrimage. We all knew it was 
going to be another beautiful hot day in 
Italy. "All right here's our bus," the tour 
guide announced." All aboard, here we 
go off to Capri, to the Blue Grotto ." 

Capri, an island off the coast of Italy, 
is known to be a romantic island, but 
who could be romantic with sixty other 
people around? The bus took us to the 
city of Naples where our adventure 
began. We first got on a slow boat that 
resembled a ferry. Then we got onto a 
hydrofoil that flew like a s ilv-s.r bullet; 
our hair blew out of control as the mist 
of the Mediterranean Sea sprayed against 
our faces. However, our journey was not 
over yet, as we embarked on the last 
boat, which took us into the Blue Grotto. 
It was a little one that held four passen
gers and a conductor, who guided the 
boat with a long stick in the water. 

We finally stopped on the side of a 
mountain that had a stairway. There was 
a long line of people waiting to board 
the little boats . All the people on the side 
of the mountain gave us a grimacing 
look. I asked my husband, Lester, 
"What's happening and where is every
body going?" As we tried to analyze this, 
we noticed a small light coming out of 
the mountain; we blinked to focus our 
eyes and saw the little boats going 
through the hole. "Oh my God," we 
realized; this was the opening to the Blue 
Grotto . 

The hole was so small the conductor 
made everyone put his head down to go 
in. "Okay, lift up head now," he said in 
broken English. As soon as we lifted our 
heads , we saw that the whole cave was a 
luminous blue. The walls were dark blue 
with a natural light shining on them, and 
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the water had several other shades of 
blue. The water was transparent, yet we 
could not see the bottom; it looked 
bottomless. It was so clean that I could 
almost taste the freshness of it. I looked 
to find any sort of light that lit up the 
whole cave, but I was not successful. It 
was as radiantly bright as if lighted by a 
fluorescent light fixture. I even looked 
under the other boats as we went around 
the grotto. I kept wondering how that 
little hole could provide so much light in 
the big grotto. It was kind of nippy and I 
felt a freshness in the air. There were no 
signs of pollution anywhere. All one 
could hear was the conductor's stick as it 
hit the water and the "AWE" of those 
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who entered the grot~o. It was so breath
taking that tears blurred everyone's eyes 
in disbelief at such beauty. 

"Put head down," the conductor 
commanded. We slowly came out of the 
cave, and as we lifted our heads, we all 
cried out, "Let's go back." The conductor 
just smiled, and Lester said, "Welcome 
back to the real world." Yes, it was as if 
we had been in another world. A place 

· that does not exist here on earth. 
So if ever in Italy, go to Capri Island 

and see the Blue Grotto. It is like dying 
and being in heaven. We thanked God 
that night for giving us the privilege of 
having a little preview of what heaven 
would be like. 

Brodlyn and the Wind Man 
Jonathan Sing 

You can never have too much sky. 
You can never have too many 
clouds either. Clouds bring you 

emotion, sadness, happiness, wonder
ment, and even drowsiness. Most of the 
time clouds make me feel free. Clouds 
also form different shapes, figures, and 
just about any form you can think of. 

Brodlyn, who has hula dancer's legs, 
is very pretty with her hair that flows 
like a stream. Of course, she is just 
twelve years old and goes to King 
Intermediate as a seventh grader and 
loves to hang out at Windward Mall, 
McDonald's and the Fun Factory, and 
play video games. 

Brodlyn also loves to go riding with 
Teri and me. We have just come out of 
the Wilson Tunnel headed towards town, 
when she yells, "Teri look! It 's the wind 

man, it's the wind man!" And we all look 
up at the sky with clouds on the left and 
clouds on the right and we all ask, 
"Where's the wind man?" And Miss 
Tallulah, as we sometimes call her when 
she is punchy, points to a space with only 
one cloud and says, "There, right there, 
you see the cheeks , the eyes, and the lips 
blowing?" 

To our amazement, we see it, and it 
looks just like a cartoon picture of a 
cloud with a face blowing, and I know 
I'll never see that kind of cloud again, 
and Brodlyn knows this too, and she 
looks at the cloud one last time before 
she falls asleep in the back seat. 
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Darkness in the Midnight 
Xiaozhao Zhuang 

I 
t is a fun thing to hear some useful 
experience from others. Most of my 
friends, especially girls, like to pay 

attention to stories about kidnapping and 
rape from TV or the newspaper; 
however, these kinds of things rarely 
happen around us. So when I shared my 
midnight experience with friends , it 
became the hot topic. 

The story happened one night in 
winter, five years ago. At that time I was 
a student at an arts and crafts school in 
China and was busy preparing my 
graduation project. I was working so 
hard that I almost forgot to sleep and to 
keep my dress neat when I started 
painting. By midnight, I had finished 
part of the project and was ready to go 
home. Outside it was very dark, cold, 
and windy; moreover, it was a long way 
to the bus stop from school. I straight
ened my dress and bravely walked out 
of the campus while the wind blew 
harshly and cut my face like a knife. The 
only scene I could see was my shadow 
being changed from long to short and 
back to long while I was passing the 
street lamps. 

After I finished walking one fifth of 
the way, a sound became louder and 
louder behind me. "What is that?" This 
question came to my mind and I pricked 
up my ears. The sound came closer and 
closer and I became more and more 
certain: it came from a man's footsteps! 
Suddenly, lots of things came to my 
mind: rape pictures in the newspaper, 
stories about midnight rapes told by my 
friends. I was terrified. What could I do? 
If I had told my parents that I was 
coming back alone, instead of telling 
them that my friends would be with me, 
they would have picked me up at this 
time. Soon, I tried to relax and thought: 
"That man has probably just finished 
work and is walking back home. Don't 
be so nervous." But when the footsteps 
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hurried more and more, my heart banged 
stronger and stronger. Everything came to 
be horrifying and I tried to find some help 
at that moment. 

"Who can help me right now?" I asked 
myself. Nobody! The answer was certain. 
I began to check my pockets and tried to 
find some useful tools. Nothing! What a 
terrible thing that there was nothing I 
could do to defend myself! At the same 
time, I could almost see the shadow of a 
man; in addition, I smelled a mixture of 
cigarette smoke, alcohol, and perfume in 
the air. I realized I must do something to 
prevent a terrible thing from happening. 

What should I do? I began to hum and 
sing; I also waved my hands. At the same 
time, I spat a mouthful of saliva into my 
dirty and paint-stained palms. Then I 
slapped my face loudly. This action 
shocked the hooligan, and his footsteps 
sounded a little hesitant. After a while, I 
hummed lower and lower and walked like 
a normal person again. This action 
confused him. Do you know what I was 
doing? I pretended to act like a mad girl. 
Just two seconds before, a strange thought 
had come to me: why not act abnormal 
and frighten the man? I learned this 
method from a detective movie. The 
policemen paid no attention to the drug 
dealer because he acted crazy. I tried to 
relax his attention at that time, too. I 
repeated the abnormal behavior again and 
again on the way to the bus stop. I yelled, 
slapped my face, turned my dirty face and 
looked ferociously at that man or I ran 
quickly, sang, and then walked quietly. At 
the same time, I carefully observed the 
reaction of that hooligan. I found he 
became more and more hesitant, and when 
several persons also waiting for the bus 
appeared, he gave up following me at last. 
I was so happy that I was safe. 

On the way back home, many scenes 
came back to my mind, and I knew I 
would never forget this experience. I felt 

proud to have solved the emergency 
situation like that; furthermore, this 
experience taught me a rule of life
don't look down at abnormal behavior; 
there is a lot of wisdom in it. If you can 
discern the good side behind abnormal 
things, you will learn the power of the 
opposite action and rriore deeply under
stand the rule of life. 

19 





E N G LIs H l 00 



English 100 
Charles Mitchell 

Mr. Hall 
Alexandra Fujioka 

I 
t was a warm spring day in 
Cinnaminson, New Jersey when I 
finally figured out the big puzzle. I 

had been rather haphazardly mulling the 
puzzle over for the whole school year. 
Ever since I first noticed Mr. Hall and 
Peanut. 

In the sixties, when I was going to 
George Seitz Elementary School life was 
uncomplicated for everyone. The 
economy was good, marriages were 
cohesive, children minded their parents, 
and everyone went to Sunday church 
service. The whites lived on the better 
side of the-railroad tracks, the Negroes 
lived on the poor side of the tracks and 
the people of color, who-maintained the 
golf course, which I lived n~xt to, 
probably had to live out of town. 

There weren't many Negro children in 
the school. There were a few in my 
grade, two in my class. One, a little boy, 
was nicknamed Peanut. He was good
looking, well groomed, smartly clothed, 
clean and spoke White English-in 
summary, an acceptable Negro boy in a 
very upper middle -class white school. 
He was also small for his age which 
made him even more acceptable to 
everyone, especially me. 

I was also small for my age. Our 
smallness inspired a sense of camaraderie 
in me for him. He didn't know this since 
I was shy and seldom made big coura
geous steps such as befriending Negro 
children. 

Mr. Hall , the fi i th grade teacher, was 
also Negro. All summer long, all the 
fourth grade children hoped they 
wouldn't get the strict, handsome Mr. 
Hall as their fifth grade teacher. Some of 
us didn't get our wish. In the beginning I 
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began to notice little things. That Mr. 
Hall wasn't so bad after all. He didn't 
yell at me; he was almost tender towards 
me. My fear of him began to pale. Then I 
noticed there were others he wasn't 
tender towards, not outright mean, just a 
low-level harassment. These others were 
the two Negro children-Peanut in 
particular. He would needle Peanut and 
give him a hard time when it wasn't 
deserved. When a whole group of 
children were chattering in the back of 
the classroom, Mr. Hall would single out 
Peanut to be quiet. When a group of 
children hadn't completed their home
work, Peanut would be the only one in 
trouble. Peanut also spent more than his 
fair share of time in the corner for 
clowning around, more than the other 
children. 

I wondered why u~til the spring. I had 
thought Mr. Hall would give them 

_ just a little, not-too-noticeable extra 
help, because he and they were Negroes, 
but it hadn't worked that way. In my 
young mind I decided Mr. Hall was 
harder on Peanut because he was preju
diced against Negroes, or that he didn ' t 

want to help the Negro children for fear 
of being accused of favoritism. Now, as 
an adult, I wonder whether Mr. Hall 
wasn't helping Peanut, strengthening him 
to be an achiever. Mr. Hall may have 
demanded more from Peanut than from 
the other children because he knew life 
would demand more from Peanut. 
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In the Escape to America 
Linh Pham 

P arents always wish the best for 
their children. Parents are willing 
to do everything to make their 

dreams as kids come true for their 
children. When I was a kid, my parents 
always told me about their dream to see 
me wearing a gown in a college gradua
tion ceremony one day. They both 
worked very hard to make their dream 
come true. However, with very low pay, 
they could not afford to pay for my 
schooling. Moreover, the Vietnamese 
Communists put my father under house 
arrest whenever they heard about any 
antigovernment activity. This was 
because my father had worked for the 
former authority. 

After many sleepless nights, my 
mother finally agreed to let my father 
take me, the youngest and ·most beloved 
child, with him in an escape to America. 
We went on a journey full of hardship 
that I will never forget. 

The night was silent. Everyone was in 
a deep sleep. My father and I said our last 
good-byes to my mother and my sisters, 
knowing that we might never be able to 
see them again. Seeing my mother in 
tears, I felt as if my heart was broken into 
pieces. That minute seemed as long as a 
century. Then, we headed to "Rach Gia" 
and stayed in a small motel' which was 
quite crowded. I did not know until later 
that that motel was used as the rallying 
place for everyone who wanted to escape 
to America at that time. At one o'clock 
in the morning, my father woke me up 
and told me to get ready. When we got 
downstairs, there were about 50 people 
already waiting there. We all quietly 
followed a lady to a river bend where a 
small boat would take ten of us at a time 
to a mother ship, which was to be the 
means of our escape. After everyone got 
on board, the captain turned towards the 
land and bowed for the last time. Then, 
he started the engine and set forth on our 
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journey to America. 
The mother ship was only about 

fifteen feet long and five feet wide. After 
three hours of travelling on water, land 
was completely out of sight. As the ship 
moved slowly to the estuary leading to 
the Pacific Ocean, the captain moved the 
women and children down under the . 
deck, while the men pretended as if they 
were fisherman to mislead the sea guard. 
Unfortunately, the sea guard realized our 
ship was so heavy that it sank more than 
halfway. They whistled to notice they 
were boarding for inspection. The 
captain was panicked and told one of his 
men to speed up to the highest speed 
with the hope of escaping from the sea 
guard. 

Immediately, the sea guard started 
shooting heavily at our ship. The engine 
man was shot right in the head and died 
immediately. Without any delay, the 
captain took over the position and tried 
to maintain the maximum engine power. 
In the meantime, the women and 
children under the deck were holding 
one another tightly as the sound of gun 
shots vibrated. I was terrified by the 
shooting and started crying. Immediately, 
other kids followed my example, crying 
louder and louder. The lady sitting next 
to me held me tightly in her arms to 
comfort me. After a while, I stopped 
crying, but my heart began to beat faster 
and faster. I could not stop thinking 
about death and about my mother and 
sisters. Sitting in such an uncomfortable 
position for an hour, I began to feel 
numb all over my body. After over an 
hour of shooting, it suddenly became 
quiet. Several minutes after that, the 
captain came down and said, "We are 
now in the Pacific Ocean. We are safe." 
Everyone was so happy and began to 
<.;elebrate. 

However, our joy did not last very 
long. That night, a big storm hit us 

fiercely. The huge waves smashed our 
ship continuously for hours. I wondered 
why this ocean with such wild storms had 
earned the name "Pacific." Suddenly I 
heard the cracking of the wood under the 
deck. I was so scared that the ship would 
be broken into pieces. So I asked the lady 
sitting next to me to take a look at the 
deck. When she came back, she told us 
there was a big hole and that the water 
had started coming in. In a short time, the 
ship was full of water and began to sink. 
Everyone in the ship, even eight to ten 
year old kids, worked together to bail 
water out of the ship. Though we had 
never met each other before, we worked 
together in a cooperative manner like a 
team. Everyone was doing his/her best to 
protect the ship as if it was our house. No 
matter how hard we tried, water was still 
at the same level. Some people got 
discouraged and began to pray to God for 
help. Like a miracle, the storm was gone 
in a moment as if an invisible hand had 
just lifted it from us. 

Our work was much easier now. An 
hour after that, the hole was completely 
covered. Everyone was so exhausted, 
they started to let go of everything, and 
lay down like dead corpses. I sat there 
looking at mothers holding their children 
and crying out for food. The storm had 
taken away almost all our food and water. 
I myself was so exhausted and seasick 
that I did not care about anybody. I was 
so hungry, thirsty, and seasick that I did 
not care about ~nything, even my life. 

After the storm, the weather was clear. 
The next day, the sky was bright and 
sunny, and the waves were steady. We all 
began to feel even hungrier and thirstier. 
The engine was broken due to the big 
storm. We were all lying there half dead 
and half alive. All of us had lost our faith 
in coming to America. In addition, the 
news that one woman and a child had 
died in the night due to the starvation and 
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thirst discouraged us much more. The 
captain and his crew performed a brief 
ceremony and dumped their bodies into 
the ocean. We let the ship float with the 
wind and let our lives be decided by 
destiny. 

Suddenly, a lady saw a big ship 
heading to ours from the distance and 
started cheering. The news worked better 
than any kind of food or medicine. 
Everyone completely recovered and 
started screaming out for help. Finally the 

The -Prize 
Gordon Scott Au 

I t is th~ second night~of the ~99~ 
Merrie Monarch Hula }'Jesttval m 
Hilo. I'm in my room lying on my 

bed. Thoughts of the previous five 
months, jumbled with anticipation of the 
upcoming night's performance, race 
through my mind. 

The previous five months were filled 
with practices that ran me to the brink of 
exhaustion. My life was consumed by 
hula. It was like climbing a rugged 
mountain for five months with no end in 
sight. But tonight, the peak is so close. 
After climbing for five months I set 
myself up for either a huge fall or 
indescribable joy, I guess. I have never 
been here so I don't know. I feel so 
vulnerable, confused, excited. It's as if I 
am a wound up yo-yo ready to be spun. 
The only thing that I can think of to ease 
my anxiety is to caii my wife in Hono
lulu. She has been part of my strength 
throughout this fi ve-month experience. 
Her voice seems so far away over the 
phone, and yet her words reach a deep 
place within my heart. She simply says, 
"I love you," and I am calm_ 

In cold, calculating, slow motion, I get 
ready for the night 's activities. Combing 
my hair and putting on my shirt and pants 
are just events leading to the climactic act 
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big ship came. The other captain said he 
would tow our ship to land in exchange 
for all the jewelry we had. Our captain 
collected everyone's jewelry and showed 
it to the other captain. Our captain said he 
would give all the gold to the other 
captain when our ship landed safely. We 
landed in Malaysia safely. My father and 
I thanked God for letting us survive. 

During our lives, there are many 
things that happen that we will never be 
able to forget. For me, the journey to 

of performing tonight. I sit on the bus 
that is to take us to the stadium in a 
zombie-like state. Sitting there with my 
eyes closed, all I can do is envision the 
performance that is to take place. Every 
move, every step is engraved into my 
brain. Feeling the bus come to a rumbling 
stop, I open my eyes only to see the 
crowded stadium. I can see and feel the 
energy charge through the air. I can sense 
my own feelings of anticipation and 
excitement start to come to life. 

In the dressing room, I can sense that 
my hula brothers feel the same. We are 
one in body and spirit. Five months of 
climbing the mountain together produced 
a bond, a feeling of brotherhood, that is 
almost overwhelming. As minutes pass, 
the emotions intensify. 

The voice of our Kumu Hula sum
mons us together. Like a beacon sum
mons a ship in the dark night, his words 
provide us with purpose and direction. 
We are ready! We burst out of the room 
that can no longer contain our energy, 
alive with spirit, ready to step onto the 
plateau that we labored to reach for five 
months. The moment is upon us. 

Stepping onto the stage symbolizes 
reaching my mountain top. How satisfy
ing it is . The cheers from the crowd are 

America was so full of challenges and 
adventures that I still remember every 
single detail of that trip. Whenever I 
think back to that journey, I still don't 
understand where I got that energy to 
survive through all the hardship. I hope 
that there will be no more kids who have 
to live the life that I had. I hope no one 
has to go through such a horrible trip. 
However, whenever I see the pictures of 
the children in Africa, those memories 
keep coming back to me. 

.. 

deafening and yet the melodic strums of 
the guitar reach us with ease. The 
beautiful music commands my body to 
move. Every hand motion, every step 
seems to open my soul for the people to 
view. The frenzy of the crowd seems 
unquenchable. I am experiencing a 
euphoria, a high I have never felt before, 
I love it! Viewing the audience from the 
stage is like looking at a beautiful sunrise 
from the tallest mountain. The light and 
energy they give back to us is indescrib
ably beautiful. 

As we exit the stage, I can barely 
contain my joy. It is as if I am a child 
taking my first step, My legs feel as if 
they will give way. Off stage, we hug and 
celebrate our joy. We have reached our 
mountaintop. 

It is announced that we placed first in 
the competition. We all stand, cheer, 
scream, but I feel as many of my hula 
brothers feel, that the real prize was given 
to us on the stage through our perfor
mance. Trophies age and tarnish, but 
what we had on the stage I will always 
treasure in my heart. Because my journey 
up the "mountain" was so difficult and 
challenging, the outcome was that much 
more satisfying. I will never back down 
from challenging myself again. 
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Communication Gap 
Mei Lin Chun 

Ever since I was a small child, my 
dad had always been a symbol of 
authority and supremacy to me. 

Whenever he conversed with others, he 
always talked like a general dispatching 
commands to his subordinates. Surpris
ingly, everyone, including his wife, two 
daughters, and two sons, seemed to be 
used to that. A traditional and typical 
Chinese man, he believed that only sons 
would inherit the family name and 
contribute to the prosperity of the family 
by having offspring that carried its name; 
on the other hand, daughters were 
worthless once they were married to men. 
I often had the feeling that the "worthless 
daughter" in his mind was me, and that 
made me dare not approach him. Perhaps 
it was the only reason why an invisible 
communication gap, which widened with 
my age, existed between him and me. 

The feeling that Dad despised me 
grew in strength as years passed. When
ever relatives, friends, or customers of 
our store (Dad ran a store in Macao) 
admired his luck for having adorable and 
smart kids like my sister and my two 
young brothers, Dad would wear a big 
smile, expressing clearly his pride and 
satisfaction. I was always neglected and 
left out since a clumsy, fat, dark-skinned 
creature like me was incapable of 
drawing attention. Sometimes, some kind 
and generous people, who felt sorry for 
me, would try to make me feel better by 
complimenting my healthy outlook. Dad, 
kind of embarrassed, would abruptly 
change the topic. 

On one occasion, when the whole 
family was dining together, Dad suddenly 
hit my right hand with his chopsticks. 
Surprised and scared, I looked up with 
dozens of question marks reflected in my 
eyes and heard another "flick"-the 
sound made by chopsticks hitting 
things-but this time it was made by 
Mum hitting my elder sister's hand. Then 
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Mum argued with Dad about his being 
unjust and prejudiced. He should have 
punished both of us for committing the 
same mistake of not holding the chop
sticks properly. From my childhood until 
now, Mum has always been my guiding 
light in the darkness. 

When my sister and brothers were 
able to attain Dad's love and attention so 
effortlessly and naturally, I could feel 
nothing but contempt for myself; 
therefore, I decided to win his favor by 
showing that I also had something in me. 
As I knew Dad appreciated children who 
had the initiative for academic success
a quality which my sister and brothers 
were not blessed with-I changed myself 
into a sponge to absorb the vast knowl
edge from books. I never gave way to 
drowsiness and fatigue; nothing could 
ever obstruct my path to success. Proud 
and confident, I put my report card in 
front of Dad for his signature in the hopes 
of a few words as rewards for my hard 
work, but Dad just took a glimpse and 
signed the report card without saying a 
word. He showed me his usual atti
tudes-indifference and apathy. Even 
though Dad did not give me any credit, 
the idea of giving up never crossed my 
mind because I assumed that he was not 
satisfied with my second standing in 
class, so "aiming higher" became my 
next goal. 

Huge efforts seemed superfluous and 
useless when Dad rejected my idea of 
pursuing undergraduate studies in 
Australia. No matter how convincing and 
concrete my arguments were, Dad was as 
stubborn as a stone. · Tired of hearing me 
and eager to end the discussion, Dad said 
impatiently, "The store has closed and 
I'm a retired man of seventy. I can't 
afford such big expenses. Don't waste 
your time on building castles in the air!" 
He left my room after throwing those 
words at me. Immediately, I felt my 

cheeks burning hot and tears flooding out 
of my eyes. I cannot recall how long I 
stood there motionless, letting the salty 
fluid dry up on my face and the darkness 
swallow me up. 

N
eedless to say, it took me 
quite a long time to recover 
from the collapse and to 

rebuild myself for future plans. I began to 
look for a job and started off as a primary 
teacher. After spending two years at this 
profession, my curiosity drove me to 
explore the commercial world outside the 
teaching realm. I found this marvelous 
and challenging world was the place 
where I belonged. However, as I got 
more involved, I saw that job advance
ments counted heavily on educational 
qualifications, so my once-dead ambition 
of studying abroad was rekindled. 

With the savings I had accumulated 
over the years and the valuable advice 
offered by an old friend of mine, I felt 
confident enough to set out to collect 
information on colleges and universities 
in the States. After two weeks' study and 
discussion with my friends and Mum, I 
picked out Hawaii as my destination and 
began to send out my applications. 
Fortunately, I did not have to wait long 
before I received the admission letter 
with the I-20 form enclosed from KCC. 

KCC's admission was not only an 
inspiration but also a source of worries 
because the next thing to come would be 
the visa problem.·According to many of 
my friends, there was no guarantee for 
student visas even if a student had 
sufficient funds and enough documents to 
back him up. For me, visa approval was 
impossible and distant as I failed to meet 
the basic requirement-my savings were 
not sufficient to cover my academic and 
other expenses. Even though Mum 
suggested that I tum to Dad for help, my 
dignity did not allow me to do so. I knew 
that Dad was aware of my problem, but 
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he chose to remain silent. 
The turning point in my relationship 

with Dad came when Dad first broke the 
ice and offered to be my sponsor. He 
transferred a sum of money into my bank 
account and asked his banker to issue a 
statement as a financial guarantee. As 
soon as everything was ready, he accom
panied me to the U.S. Consulate. Despite 
his old age and the extreme coldness of 
December, he spent six hours waiting in 
the stuffy and crowded room just to make 
sure that my visa was approved. 

When we left the Consulate in the late 
afternoon that day, I happened to walk 
behind Dad, and a weird thought flashed 
into my mind. Dad's h!Jmped back and 
slow movement reminded~me that he was 
no longer the proud and powerful man he 
used to be. Aging had mercilessly ripped 
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him of his strength and youth. I began to 
sympathize with him and to wonder why 
this old man would have bothered 
himself with a daughter he did not care 
for. Perhaps what Mum said about him on 
the night he cruelly rejected my idea of 
studying abroad was right. Spending the 
night with me and holding me in her 
arms, Mum whispered into my ears, 
"Your Dad is not a stone-hearted man. 
He's simply not good at expressing 
himself in words, so his words may 
sound blunt and rude sometimes. You 
should never question his love for you. 
He turned you down because he thought 
you are still too young to leave home." 
On the day of my departure, when Dad 
handed over the bank drafts and made me 
promise to take good care and keep in 
touch, I was so moved and touched by his 

words that I could no longer withhold the 
long-buried passion for him and broke 
into tears. 

Although it took two decades to 
unravel Dad's love for me and for us to 
open ourselves up to one another, I was 
very happy to see that the communication 
gap, which separated us, had disappeared 
when I returned to Macao for vacation 
this summer. I found Dad very approach-

. able and open-minded. We could discuss 
or even argue over everything fro~ . an 
issue of international importance to a 
piece of trivial town news. Lastly, after 
all this happened between Dad and me, I 
cannot help but firmly believe in what 
modern psychologists claim today: 
"Communication is the best way to better 
human relationships." Dad and I are the 
living proof of it. 
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Private Men Only 
Mildred A. Daniels 

T he heat felt as if someone had just 
opened an oven door as we rode 
down the street. I could see the 

landscape matted with forest and tangled 
undergrowth. This was the jungle that I 
had previously seen in pictures. I could 
see beautiful green vegetation growing 
and smell the aroma of flowers. As our 
jeep traveled farther down the road, the 
smell changed from sweetness to the 
stench of garbage and decaying fish. The 
scenery changed from one of nature's 
beauty to man-made ugliness. The houses 
were nothing but rotten boards with no 
doors or glass windows. The lighting 
system consiste.d of a single light bulb 
strung outside which provided light for 
three or four houses. The people stared at 
us as if we had invaded their private 
world. The driver informed me that we 
had just entered the outskirts of Panama 
City in the Republic of Panama. Little did 
I know that I was about to enter a private 
world, a male-dominated world that 
resented the invasion of its ranks by a 
single female. I was the first female 
assigned to this male-dominated work 
site. Soon my self-confidence and faith 
would be put to the test of overcoming 
obstacles I had never faced. 

The next morning came quickly. I 
remember lying on my bunk listening to 
the screeching sounds, some of which 
appeared to be human voices and others 
of which were unrecognizable. I later 
learned that these sounds were from the 
primates and exotic birds unique to the 
jungle. 

My sponsor picked me up and we took 
a short ride to where I would be spending 
most of my days and nights. We stopped 
in front of a building that I soon learned 
was the main communication site. It was 
surrounded by a chained link fence with 
barbed wire at the top. There were guards 
at every entrance and locks on every gate. 
I remember thinking that it looked like 
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the outside of a prison. I was soon to 
experience that the prison was really 
inside. 

The adrenaline rush through my body 
was exciting as I entered the building. I 
was seeing the communication equipment 
I had just spent 26 weeks learning to 
operate. Next, I was introduced to 
Sergeant Moss. He was a man in his late 
30s, about five feet nine inches tall, and 
on the chubby side. His hair was standing 
straight up as though he only combed it 
once a day. The lenses in his glasses were 
as thick as the bottom of coke bottles. He 
was going to be my boss. He looked at 
me as though I was invisible. I should 
have known then that something was not 
quite right. 

W hen everyone had departed 
from the room, he looked at 
me with the most piercingly 

cold eyes I have ever experienced. After 
what seemed an eternity, he finally said, 
"Women do not belong in the military 
and I will make your life on my shift a 
living hell, so I suggest that you ask to be 
moved to another shift." I stood there in a 
daze, wondering what to say or do next. 
As I came to grips with reality, I said to 
myself, "I will not let this man intimidate 
me, and I am determined to be his best 
soldier." Right then, I decided to stay and 
fight. Thus my days in hell began. 

Most days started off with silence as 
Sergeant Moss said very few words to 
me. Even when I asked him questions, he 
would just hand me a book and say, 
"Look it up." After each shift, he gave me 
a list of questions that I had to find 
answers to before I returned to my next 
shift. The only place I could find the 
answers was in the library at work, where 
I spent most of my off-duty hours. 

My male co-workers inquired why I 
spent so much of my time at work. I 
replied that Sergeant Moss required me to 
find answers for certain questions. With 

smiles on their faces, they would com
ment that he never gave them any extra 
work. 

There was an upcoming outage 
of the communication circuits 

. and this required each circuit 
to be routed to another path. It was a 
tedious and time-consuming job because 
each circuit had to be tested when the 
patch was completed. I don't know why 
it surprised me when Sergeant Moss gave 
me the most difficult task. I remember 
asking, "Shouldn't this be given to a 
more experienced controller?" His reply 
was, "Just do it and I want it completed 
in two hours, and when you finish I will 
personally check your work." I knew I 
had to stay focused to complete it in two 
hours. I was very proud of myself when I 
finished in the time allotted even though I 
was mentally exhausted. 

I found him and told him my work 
was ready to be checked. With a smile on 
his face, he walked over to the patch 
panel, and started pulling out every patch 
cord. I could see the black and red cords 
flying through the air and landing on the 
floor. All he said was, "Do it again." 

Tears came to my eyes as I fought to 
hold them back. I just bent over and 
began to pick up the pieces of my hard 
work that had been destroyed in less than 
five minutes without even being checked. 
I turned around and walked to the outside 
door. By this time the tears were running 
down my face and my entire body was 
shaking uncontrollably. This was the last 
straw. As I stood there outside, I looked 
up at the sky and screamed as lo~dly as I 
could, "Please help me!" 

When I had regained my composure, I 
calmly walked back inside and started the 
job over. When I was about halfway 
through with it, Sergeant Moss came up 
and said that I had done an excellent job 
and to go take a break while he finished 
the job. This incident was a turning point. 
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From that moment on, my relation
ship with him changed for the better. He 
answered all my questions and trained 
me to be one of the best controllers at 
that site. Because of his training and my 
willingness to learn, I was recommended 
for promotion three times and was 
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promoted each time. I stayed on his shift 
until his tour was over. I remember his 
parting words to me: "Millie, I wish you 
had been a man." 

Although very challenging at times, 
my first taste of reality in a man's world 
turned out to be an ultimate learning 

The Best ~ot Two Worlds 
Devera Rita Chun 

P 
arents mean well. I am often 
reminded that mine waited five 
years before I was born, and 

another eleven months for my sister. All 
of their hopes and aspirations, such as 
integrity, mannerisms, and speech, were 
suddenly transferred to these children of 
theirs. 

My father always told me to "keep my 
nose clean." I was expected to respect my 
elders, but most of all I was told to 
respect my boss, whether he/she was 
right or wrong. Mom, on the other hand, 
said, "Respect is earned. It doesn't matter 
whether a person is older or even your 
boss. The two parties involved must do 
it." 

After hearing these statements many 
times, I became somewhat confused. 
Here were two people that I loved telling 
me two different things. How do I 
choose? Which makes sense? 

Actually, I don ' t think I chose just 
one. Instead, I combined the two, and 
added ideas of my own. Smart thinking 
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on my part! 
Once, I happened to be at a job

related seminar. The speaker was a 
psychologist. Okay. My once-in-a
lifetime golden opportunity to resolve 
my dilemma was here. I would finally 
get an answer. I raised my left hand 
quickly, and waved it around like a flag 
billowing in the breeze. My palms felt 
sweaty. I hoped no one in the room 
noticed my nervousness. Then, with an 
air of confidence, I asked my question. 
The speaker's reply was this : "Good for 
you! You've got the best of two worlds." 
Now I was even more puzzled. This type 
of response was not what I had wanted to 
hear at that time. I wanted a straightfor
ward and concise answer. 

Looking back, I have come to the 
following conclusions based on cultural 
and family history. My father was the 
eldest child in a Filipino family. He was 
admired and respected by his other 
siblings. Mom was the youngest child in 
a Chinese-Hawaiian family. Kung-Kung 

experience. I learned from this experi
ence that a woman who has self-confi
dence and faith can overcome obstacles 
of any type. I learned how much personal 
strength I had, and Sergeant Moss trained 
me to perfection even if he thought 
women didn't belong in his Army. 

(Grandfather) wove a tightly knit family 
very steeped in the Confucian principles. 
Mom, however, was Americanized and 
never hesitated to express herself freely. 

It has been more than ten years since 
mom's passing. Dad is in his late eighties 
now. I am married with two sons. 

My husband is Chinese and the only 
child in his family. As far as I can 
remember, my family has not had the 
supreme pleasure of hearing me utter 
what was said by my parents. They may 
have, however, felt parts of it either 
directly or indirectly. Growing up in a 
multi-ethnic and multi-cultural household 
has really taught me to look at both sides 
of the coin. I am inclined to be less 
biased in my viewpoint about racial, 
social , financial , or emotional issues . 
This has helped me in my everyday life 
to stop and think before making any rash 
judgments, especially when it pertains to 
other people. Now I understand the 
psychologist's answer to my question and 
what both of my parents were teaching. 
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The Harmless Seawall 
Marlene del Banco 

I woke up that morning eager to see 
my sister and my eight-year old 

. nephew, Andrew, whom I had not 
seen for years. They were vacationing in 
Hawaii for the first time. The plan for the 
day: playing tourist. It was a perfect day 
for sight-seeing. The sun was brightly 
smiling in the middle of a cloudless blue 
sky, the typical Hawaii weather. I quickly 
changed into my shorts, slapped on some 
suntan lotion, grabbed my sunglasses, 
and off we went. We all piled into a 
compact two-door Honda. My husband 
was the taxi driver, while I became the 
tour guide. My sister and my nephew sat 
on the back seat eager to see the island. 

I love showing this island off. First 
stop, Hanauma Bay. From the lookout, 
the U-shaped bay looked breathtaking. 
As the sunshine was reflected on the 
water ripples, the bay shimmered like a 
gem as though hundreds of tiny golden
silvery lizards were dashing across its 
greenish-blue water. My sister was 
completely taken by the bay. She took 
dozens of pictures trying to capture the 
beautiful scenery. After Hanauma Bay, 
we cruised along the eastward shoreline 
watching the waves crash along the 
rocky cliffs. The next stop was Sandy 
Beach. My nephew's face brightened and 
his eyes widened in fascination as we 
watched the bodysurfers sway back and 
forth to maintain their balance inside the 
huge tube of water formed by the big 
blue waves that rolled in one after the 
other. After Sandy Beach, we headed 
back to Waikiki. 

At Waikiki, we toured the zoo, 
checked out Kapi 'olani Park, and then 
walked to the beach near Waikiki 
Aquarium. It was a perfect place to relax. 
It was nice and quiet. The only sounds 
that could be heard were the soft cooing 
of several dozens of white doves resting 
on the trees along the beach and the 
soothing sound of the waves softly 
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landing on the shore. The beach was 
practically empty, and only a few people 
lounged lazily on the sandy shore, 
soaking up the warmth of the sun. Tired 
from the sight-seeing and all the walking, 
my sister decided to rest by the shaded 
area under a group of coconut trees. My 
husband went swimming to cool off, 
while Andrew and I played by the 
shoreline. After a while, Andrew got 
restless and wanted to watch the waves 
from the rectangular, flat-topped, open 
seawall (about four feet across) that 
extended from the shoreline to about 130 
yards out into the open sea . . 

"Auntie, can we go watch the waves 
over there?" he asked, pointing at the 
grayish seawall. 

"No, I don't think so, the waves are 
kind of big." 

"Aw, come on Auntie, we won't go 
far," he complained. 

"Okay? Huh, Auntie? Please, please, 
Auntie," he begged. 

I glanced towards the deserted 
seawall, and it looked harmless 
enough. The waves were reaching 

only halfway up the seawall. Although I 
was a little apprehensive because I knew 
that a huge wave can cross the seawall, I 
agreed to take him there to keep him 
entertained. Andrew had a grand time 
watching the waves crash against the 
seawall. We proceeded toward the tip of 
the seawall slowly, stopping here and 
there to observe the surroundings. About 
halfway down the length of the seawall, a 
funny feeling came over me. Andrew at 
the time was bent over, completely 
engrossed watching the small black crabs 
scurrying back and forth on the moss
covered rocks beneath the seawall. My 
heart skipped a beat when I saw a huge 
blue wave rushing towards us and 
another huge swell forming right behind 
it. I anxiously looked towards the shore 
and knew it was too late to turn back. 

"Uh-oh. Andrew, Andrew, there is a 
big wave coming. Whatever you do, 
don't sit down, okay? The wave will push 
you over if you sit, so don't sit down, 
okay? Here it comes, give me your 
hand." 

B iting my lower lip, I held my 
breath and braced myself. I held 
my nephew's hand as tightly as I 

could. The first wave smashed near tire 
top of the seawall, spraying us with cold 
water. In a split second, the second wave 
loudly crashed on top of the seawall 
sending a strong gush of foamy white 
water across it. As I struggled to keep my 
footing on the cold, rough concrete, I felt 
a tug. My heart sank! This can't be 
happening! In an instant, my nephew was 
gone. 

"Andrew, Andrew, Andrew!" I 
desperately cried out. 

I quickly scanned the water near 
where we had been standing, but he 
wasn't there. I ran towards the tip of the 
seawall, but he was nowhere in sight. I 
went back to where we had been stand
ing, frantically shouting his name. I then 
heard a faint cry from below. As I looked 
down, I saw Andrew clinging to a rock 
that stuck out on the side of the seawall, a 
look of terror in his eyes, his lips quiver
ing. There was no support for his feet, 
and he was just dangling. Below him, the 
huge sharp rocks at the bottom of the 
ocean were barely visible. 

My heart was· pounding wildly. I 
quickly bent over and tried t.P lift him up, 
but he was too heavy for me. I was 
frantic and felt totally helpless. I didn't 
know how to swim, so I couldn 't jump 
down to help him. I knew time was short. 
Andrew was not strong enough to support 
himself in that precarious position for 
long. I ran to the other ·side of the seawall 
to where my husband was swimming. I 
was screaming his name at the top of my 
lungs, trying to get his attention. 
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"Rene, Rene, Rene! Help me, help 
me!" I cried out. 

"What, what?" he asked. 
"Hurry, hurry, come on!" I pointed 

frantically to the other side of the 
seawall. 

He couldn't understand me but he 
knew something was horribly wrong 
from the way I was wildly waving my 
hands up and down. He quickly swam to 
shore and rushed towards me. As he 
approached, I grabbed his hand and ran 
to where Andrew was. Andrew was 
struggling to maintain his balance. We 
quickly dropped on our knees and tried 
to lift Andrew up, but a big wave came 
crashing across the eawall again, almost 
knocking us over. I lo t'my grip on 
Andrew and badly scraped my knee. 
Luckily, my husband was holding 
Andrew's hand tightly. From the corner 
of my eye, I could see another huge 
wave forming in the distance. 

"Hurry, another big wave is coming!' 
I fearfully cried out. 

W ith determination, we tried to 
lift Andrew again. A tremen
dous feeling of relief came 

over me as we finally got him off the 
rock. Seeing that the huge wave was 
clo ing in fast , my hu band quickly 
picked Andrew up ,and we ran to the 
shore. As we reached the safety of the 
shore, my knees buckled under me and I 
collapsed on the sand. My heart flut
tered, and I felt a large knot in my 
stomach as I saw my sister ru hing 
towards us. I couldn t look her in the 
eye. I felt terrible. I had almo t lost her 
precious baby. Neither of u poke. She 
simply knelt down be ide me and ga e 
me a hug. With a sigh of relief I knew I 
wa forgiven. 

As e eryone calmed down I burst 
into tears. The fear guilt anger and 
fru tration that I felt during the ordeal 
came gushing out. I wa furiou with 
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myself. How could I take my nephew out 
there when I didn't know how to swim? 
How could I have been so careless? I 
should have known better. Since my 
nephew didn't know how to swim, if he 
had fallen into the water when he was 
swept over the seawall, he could have 
drowned. If anything had happened to 
him I know my sister would never have 
forgiven me nor would I have forgiven 
myself. Andrew is the only child and due 
to birth complications, my sister can 
never have another child. 

The whole ordeal only took a few 
minutes, but it seemed like eternity at the 
time. Even today, I still shudder at the 
thought of almost losing my nephew. 
From this experience, I learned to be 
more careful, especially when dealing 
with mother nature. I also learned to 
appreciate life a little more, because I 
know it can be taken away in a blink of 
an eye. 
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An Emptiness . That Is Filled 
Melisa S. Behrens 

B ack in the Philippines, my family 
lived an impoverished life. My 
parents did their best to care for 

us, but my needs for emotional support, 
attention and affection were not met. At 
any rate, I was one of the nine children 
they had. I was in the middle, and on my 
own for the most part. 

At fifteen, I began to lose interest in 
life. I did not feel good about being alive; 
however, I did not give up because my 
family needed me. I always did what I 
could to help my impoverished parents 
and siblings, sacrificing my own re
sources. Yet, I felt that I needed someone 
who could sacrifice and care for me too. 

At the age of seventeen, I realized it 
was hard to find a loving person to really 
care for me. By the time I turned twenty
one, on June 29, 1991, I still had met no 
one special to me. I spent my 21st 
birthday by myself. I recall that day as if 
it was only yesterday; I spent the day 
realizing that in the previous years I had 
not really given myself a chance to get 
involved; instead, I had been discreet and 
aloof. But these traits changed when I 
allowed myself to meet a stranger, who 
now is my husband. 

The day before I met my husband, I 
had just moved into my sister's house. 
She is married to an alcoholic husband. 
He would go wild when drunk. Often
times, I found myself being disrespectful 
toward him. To be around him put me in 
such a state of uncertainty that I could not 
go to sleep at night. 

The next day, July 25, 1991, at three 
o'clock in the morning, I was in a better 
mood and inspired to get going with 
whatever plans God had for me that day. 
At six o'clock, I was already down the 
road, walking out my frustrations. I 
decided to reminisce where I used to rent 
a room. It was so early that no one was 
awake. I sat there until it was time to go 
to work. 
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As I walked up the road to catch a 
ride, I saw from a distance an isolated 
man walking toward me. He looked 
haggard to the point that I could almost 
feel his burden. Instantly I thought, " I 
wish I could mollify his loneliness." I 
did not know then that he felt the same 
for me. Maybe we both looked glum. We 
began to talk and to share what made us 
look so gloomy early in the morning. We 
became more curious about each other 
and so we agreed to meet again that 
evening for a Catholic mass to extend the 
brevity of our encounter. 

In the church, he prayed fervently. The 
quiescent atmosphere in church made me 
feel at one with God, as if something 
mysterious was happening. Once, I gazed 
at him, hoping not to be caught, and I 
could see the candor on this gentleman's 
face. He also looked more personable this 
time, and I felt much more naturally 
attracted to him. He invited me for dinner 
afterwards at McDonald's. 

At dinner, he expressed sympathy 
when I told him all about me and 
what had been bothering me. I 

felt pity for him too, because of what he 
had gone through before meeting me. But 
the recent past was of little consequence 
considering the fact that what we really 
wanted from the moment we had met was 
to know each other better. In such a short 
time, we discovered we were attracted to 
each other. As a matter of fact, we both 
looked forward to meeting each other 
again the next day for morning mass and 
breakfast at McDonald's. 

From then on, everything happened so 
fast. Within just five days we got married. 
Four years later we are still happily 
married and have two beautiful kids, a 
girl and a boy. During this time, there has 
rarely been a moment when we doubted 
each other's love for one another. 

My husband, who is oftentimes a 
spirited and altruistic person, has had a 

great impact on who I am now. Now, 
there is not a moment when I feel distant 
from anyone; instead I am friendlier and 
more sociable and always eager to share 
my experience with every new friend I 
meet. I am the happiest wife in the whole 
world. Undoubtedly, our two children 
share the bliss of our love. 

M alia, our first child, reflects all 
the happiness we share. She is 
now thirty-two months old. 

David is a newborn, only two weeks old. 
Now we are a complete family and look 
forward to a long life through God's 
grace. We want to share with everyone 
that true love can exist in short acquain
tances although for some this might not 
be the case. 

But what if I had not taken the chance 
to meet my husband? I don't know. I hate 
to think of myself as I was in the past 
before I met him, so I don't. All I know is 
I now have my true love, I feel complete, 
and I am grateful for all. 
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January 24, 1994 
Wei Bin Deng 

I am Chinese. While I was in China, 
like many other ambitious young 
Chinese people, I had a dream, a 

dream to pursue a better education and a 
better life in America. My dream did 
finally come true after many years of 
effort. It was on January 24, 1994 that I 
made the first step toward the fulfillment 
of my "American Dream. ' 

I will never forget January 24, 1994, a 
day so important in my life. It was on 
that day that I parted from my aged 
parents, my dear brother and sister, my 
lover and all my good friends in China. I 
was to board a plane toward a remote 
destination, Honolulu, on the other side 
of the Pacific Ocean. Before entering the 
plane, I gave a last l01ig hug to my 
parents. Tears rolled down my eyes. I 
looked into the sky to find out that it was 
covered with dark brown clouds. The 
chilly winds, like sharp knives, cut off 
my endless tears. I said quietly, "Good
bye, my motherland-China." When the 
plane was slowly taking off from the 
ground, I looked through the window to 
see my parents still standing in the 
crowds, waving their hands and sending 
their best wishes to me. Seen from the 
sky, the ground was dark green and the 
rivers were brown yellow; however, I felt 
empty in my soul. The excitement I felt 
when I got a U.S. visa to go to Honolulu 
a week before had gone. I was tired and 
gradually fell asleep in my seat. 

Suddenly, I was awakened by shaking 
and bumping. \Vhen I opened my eyes, I 
found the plane had already landed on 
the runway of Tokyo Airport. This was 
the first stop of my journey. I had to wait 
at the airport for exactly six hours for the 
next flight to Honolulu. The two hands of 
the big quartz clock on the white wal l at 
the ba k of the waiting room were 
o erlapping at 12:00 p.m. At that 
moment, I was standing in the middle of 
the waiting room, witnessing hundreds of 
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passengers rushing in and out of the 
entrance to catch the next flights to their 
final destinations. I started to question 
myself, "Is Honolulu really the final 
destination to fulfill my American 
Dream?" Even though I was trying very 
hard to find out a satisfactory answer, I 
was frustrated at the end. Again, like a 
lonely falling leaf, hanging in the sky and 
going nowhere, I felt lost and aimless. 

Now, the room was empty, only I still 
stood there and heard the clicking of the 
quartz clock. The silence made me 
frightened. At that very moment I had an 
impulse to talk to my parents. I dropped a 
five Yuan coin into a coin phone and 
dialed my familiar home phone number. 
There came my Mom's excited voice, 
"Where are you now?" It was the voice 
that I had been so familiar with since I 
was born twenty-three years ago; it was 
the voice that had given me an enormous 
amount of confidence and power when I 
was in especially difficult situations, like 
the one I was in now. Immediately, I felt 
very warm all over my body. A sense of 
excitement came through the bottom of 
my empty soul. I tried to control myself 
and replied calmly, Yes, Mom, I am at 
the Tokyo Airport and am waiting for the 
next flight to Honolulu." 

After finishing the long and warm 
conversation with my lovely Mom over 
the phone, I was so relaxed. It was 
already 2:30p.m. I lay myself down on a 
soft sofa in the corner of the waiting 
room and fell into a long, sweet sleep. I 
had a wonderful dream. I dreamed about 
myself being welcomed by my sister with 
beautiful Hawaii ginger flower leis at the 
Honolulu Airport; I dreamed that I had 
great success at school after four years of 
hard work. On my graduation day, I stood 
on the stage right in front of thou ands of 
my choolmates to recei e my under
graduate degree and the highest honor, 
umma cum laude, from the hands of the 

reputable headmaster, With tears in their 
eyes, my parents stood in the front of the 
crowd sharing my greatest moment and 
receiving sincere thanks from me. The 
exciting tears which they had been 
waiting for so many years to shed for me 
finally ran down from their eyes. 

My dream was stopped by the sudden 
loud voice coming from the waiting 
room's speakers. It was already 5:30p.m. 
I realized that it was time for me to board 
the plane for my next destination, 
Honolulu. This time, when I was walking 
toward the boarding entrance, I found 
myself full of confidence. The previous 
feeling of emptiness and loneliness had 
been replaced with my strong determina
tion of fulfilling the "American Dream." 
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Coming Of Age 
Neil Graves 

W
hen I decided to leave high 
school early at the age of 
sixteen, I became an adult. 

The combination of dropping out and the 
consequences I faced because of my 
decision have forever changed the way I 
live, think, and act. On a mid-October 
day in 1991 I became a new man. 

Fear and anxiety filled my mind as I 
waited for my mom to return from her 
trip to Japan. Before she had left for her 
trip, I was excited about school even 
though I had to attend after school and 
weekend classes in order to graduate on 
time. By the time she came back, I had 
decided that school was too much work 
for me to handle and that it would be best 
for me to drop out. I expected her to be 
disappointed but never in my wildest 
dreams did I expect her to react the way 
she did. 

My mom stood there for a while with 
a disconcerting look on her face after I 
told her of my decision. Everything 
seemed fine and dandy until she told me 
that she was kicking me out of the house. 

My fear and anxiety soon turned into 
anger. I thought to myself, "How dare she 
kick me out!" I walked to my room trying 
to remain calm as I kept asking myself, 
"Why is she doing this to me? All I did 
was quit school." I figured that I was the 
one who had to sit in school for eight 
hours a day. Unable to understand why 
my mom would be so harsh, my temper 
took control over me. I stormed out of my 
room yelling at her about how bad a 
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mother she was. I hated her. She stood 
there laughing at me, telling me how 
stupid I looked standing there screaming 
at her. Enraged further, I punched the 
wall with all my might, thinking that it 
would somehow make the situation 
better. She then told me to get out before 
she called the cops. I was aware of the 
fact that she was serious, so I gathered up 
my things and called my sister to tell her 
what had happened. She said I could stay 
with her and that she was on her way to 
pick me up. 

Later that night at my sister's house, 
my anger became fear once again. As I 
sat there with my hand throbbing in pain 
I thought to myself, "What am I going to 
do now? How will I make it on my 
own?" I suddenly felt alone, almost as if 
I were lost in the dark. It was at that 
moment I realized that things had to 
change. The only person I could really 
count on was me. 

I discovered what a big waste of time 
it had been to get mad about things. I 
broke my knuckle when I punched the 
wall and it didn't help me in any way. All 
I got out of it was pain. I realized that 
when something goes wrong, it makes 
more sense to try and get something 
positive out of it instead of being mad 
and getting nothing out of it. Instead of 
punching the wall I could have tried to 
settle down and talk with my mom. All 
my anger did was enrage her further and 
cause her to threaten to call the police on 
me. 

Most of all, I found out that I was 
happier doing what I wanted to do. 
Growing up I used to think that every
thing in life had to run in a certain order: 
go to school, graduate, go to college, and 
then start a career. Now I realize that 
although it is the path in life that most 
people choose to take, it's not the path for 
me. I finally had my freedom from the 
rules and regulations my mother had 
made when I was living with her. Even 
though I had to make it on my own, 
without her help, I was happier doing it 
my way. 

Looking back, I feel I'm a better 
person now. Even if I could, I 
wouldn't change a thing about my 

past because it has made me into who I 
am today. I grew up doing everything that 
was expected of me, but I didn't grow up 
until I started making decisions for 
myself. 
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A Baby, A Dream 
Renee Hatchie 

When I was a little girl, I always 
thought I would have a family 
of my own when I grew up. 

As I reached my 20s, I kept hoping that 
my prince charming would come along. I 
started to panic at 25, when still my 
prince charming was nowhere in sight. 
Oh, I had a boyfriend, but he had no 
intentions of making the big "C" word: 
Commitment! All my friends were 
getting married and having children. 

Well, 30 was fast approaching and still 
there was no man in my life. By now I 
became dep~essed every time I heard of 
someone having a baby. 

The years continued to slip away, and 
in my heart, I knew the dream of having 
children was slim. With every year that 
passed, a little of me would die inside. 
Then, at 35, I seriously contemplated 
artificial insemination and raising a child 
on my own. All I wanted was to pass on 
to my children the wonderful values my 
mother and father had instilled in me. 

Then one day a close friend of mine, 
Susan, who was expecting her first child, 
asked me to be one of her coaches; her 
husband Roy was her primary coach. 
Both Susan and Roy thought they would 
feel more comfortable having a second 
coach to help support them. 

Susan and I had become acquainted at 
work. At that time, Susan and Roy were 
dating and attending college. Soon after 
graduation, Susan and Roy got married. 
After being married a year, they decided 
to start a family. They tried and tried, and 
finally, in December of 1992, Susan got 
pregnant. A part of me was happy for 
them, because they were such a nice 
young couple, and a part of me was sad, 
because Susan was the age I always 
dreamt that I would be when I started my 
own family. 

The day came. It was a Friday, and I 
had just come home from work. Susan 
had been in the hospital since early that 
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morning and I was on standby for her 
call. The waiting was killing me. Finally, 
the phone rang; it was Susan. All I could 
think of was getting down to the hospital 
as fast as I could. 

After making my way through the 
maze of brightly lit corridors at the 
hospital, I came to Susan's room. Her 
door was closed. I slowly opened the 
door expecting to hear screaming and 
yelling. There, in a dimly lit room, lay 
Susan in a bed as Roy stood by her side; 
it was so quiet I could hear a pin drop. 
Susan looked tired, as did Roy. Just then, 
Roy motioned to one of Susan's moni
tors; Susan was having a contraction. To 
my surprise, she just lay there motionless 
as the contraction passed. Susan was 
numb from the epidural and could not 
feel the contractions. She was having a 
tough time and so was the baby. With 
every contraction, the baby went into 
distress. We all waited anxiously for 
things to stabilize. Hours went by, and 
everyone was exhausted from worry. 

Then, at 11:00 p.m., a new nurse came 
in. She examined Susan. All of a sudden, 
she turned the overhead lights on, 
flooding the room with bright fluorescent 
lighting. My eyes hurt from the bright
ness. Roy and I were given white 
overalls, booties, hair bonnets and face 
masks to put on-it was time! 

Susan and Roy wanted me to take 
pictures, so I quickly grabbed the camera 
I had brought with me: Roy and I each 
grabbed a side of Susan 's bed as we 
headed out into the busy corridor down to 
the delivery room. 

Now, in the delivery room, camera in 
hand, I anxiously waited to snap my first 
shot. As I looked at Roy, I could tell he 
had the biggest smile under his face 
mask, and at that moment I knew this 
would, be my first shot. Before I knew it, 
I had gone through a roll of 36 shots and 
had to reload my camera. 

When Sean emerged, the room was 
quiet. The nurses stood silent as the 
doctor held a lifeless baby. Sean was 
blue, and not crying. The umbilical cord 
was wrapped around his neck so tightly 
that every time the doctor grabbed it, it 
would slip out of his hand like a giant 
rubber band. Roy was unable to see Sean 
from where he stood, but the head nurse 
had moved me near the doctor so I could 
get better pictures. I became worried. The 
doctor asked for a scalpel, and with 
lightning action, he cut the umbilical cord 
from Sean's neck. The nurses quickly 
took him over to a table where they 
worked on him furiously to get him 
breathing. After what seemed like an 
eternity, Sean took his first breath and let 
out a jerky yet strong cry. His little body, 
trembling and naked, started turning pink. 
The nurses cleaned him up and wrapped 
him in a blanket like a little cocoon. He 
was then handed to Susan and Susan 
handed him to me to hold. Holding a new 
life in my arms was the warmest moment 
I have ever experienced. 

I thank Susan and Roy for letting me 
share in this intimate moment, and for 
helping me realize that not having a child 
of my own wasn't the end of the world. It 
also helped me realize that the values I 
had so much respect for, while being 
brought up, were values passed on to me 
by both my mother and my father; and, if 
I had decided to become a single parent, I 
would be robbing my child of the 
invaluable things both parents have to 
share with their children. 

Since Sean's birth, I have decided to 
go back to school and become a veteri
narian: another dream of mine. Ironically, 
if I were to start a family at this time in 
my life, another dream would be lost. 
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The Whole Picture 
Joyce Stevens 

I
t's a typical summer night, hot and 
sticky, the way only Chicago can be 
in August. My dad and I are sitting 

on the back porch, rocking on the 
squeaky glider, hoping for a breeze. A car 
with a noisy muffler and a loud radio 
goes by, pausing long enough for the 
driver and his friends to check out the 
teenage girls sitting on a stoop a few 
houses down. A pair of middle-aged 
ladies with bouffant hairdos and large 
handbags hurry past, late for bingo. My 
dad's old dog, Poncho, gives a half
hearted woof, then settles down again 
with a grunt. Not a whole lot has changed 
since I was a little girl. 

I live in Honolulu now and only get 
back to the Midwest once a year or so. I 
return to the house I was raised in, the 
house my parents built in 1952 with such 
high hopes. Their dream of a home of 
their own and two children, a girl and a 
boy, was realized, but not everything they 
wished for came true. My husband and I 
spent twenty years in Japan and our 
children never really got to know their 
grandparents. My brother made mistakes 
in his life that caused a lot of worry and 
heartache. Now my father is in his 
seventies. He has severe arthritis in his 
knees and hands. It's hard for him to get 
around, even with a walker. The present 
is not such a comfortable place to be, 
especially since my mother passed away 
a few years ago, so my dad lives more 
and more among his memories. 

As we sit and rock we talk about the 
grandkids and our plan to visit relatives 
tomorrow. Then I notice Dad's eyes have 
the faraway look that means he's remem
bering a time and place I've never been 
to but that I've gotten to know pretty 
well. 

"You know, this weather we've been 
having reminds me of that summer in 
France after D-Day." "How's that, Dad?" 
We were back in 1944. 
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"It was so hot that guys would faint, 
waiting in the chow line. And the flies! 
Of course, it didn't help that this young 
lieutenant they sent us ordered us to dig 
the latrines way too close to camp. 
Finally, the lieutenant got tired of us guys 
griping about the flies and the smell 
around the honeypots. He decided he was 
going to bum off the methane gas in the 
pit. We figured this should be good, so 
we ran and got our cameras and hid 
behind the supply crates. The lieutenant 
came back with some gasoline, sprinkled 
it around down there, struck a match, and 
dropped it in. Kaboom! There was such 
an explosion most of the men thought we 
were being shelled and they dived behind 
the bunkers. The whole row of seats shot 
thirty feet straight in the air and then split 
into a million pieces. The stuff in the pit 
flew everywhere. It landed on the men 
diving for cover, on the tents, and on the 
jeeps and trucks in the motor pool. God 
almighty, what a mess!" 

"What happened to the lieutenant?" 
"Oh, they found him sitting against a 

tree, kind of stunned. His face looked 
scalded, his eyebrows were gone, and his 
hair was smoking, but he was all right. 
Except for being stupid." 

"And being covered with 'honey,'" I 
added. 

"Yeah. That, too," he laughed. 
I've heard the story more than a few 

times, but it's always good for a laugh
at the poor lieutenant's expense. My 
father was a combat photographer with 
the First Army, I 65th Signal Corps, under 
General Eisenhower. He has dozens of 
stories that make his two years overseas 
sound like an extended stay at a summer 
camp for delinquent boys, but when his 
mood darkens he'll talk about the other 
times. It was his unit's job to record the 
fighting and the dying as well as visiting 
dignitaries and USO shows. 

"In December of 1944 we were in the 

Ardennes in northern France. It was the 
Battle of the Bulge, the last big push for 
the Germans. Some of our troops were 
surrounded at Bastogne and Patton had us 
headed there to help them out. 

"Joyce, you can't imagine what it was 
like: the noise of the shelling, the 
screams, wounded boys calling out for 
their mothers. It was snowing. We were 
all wet and freezing and miserable. Every 
time we advanced we had to dig new 
trenches in the frozen ground. 

"We were all suffering from battle 
fatigue to some degree, but the worst was 
Johnny, one of the photographers in our 
unit. It got harder every day to get him 
out of his foxhole. We could tell he was 
ready to snap. He was crying a lot and 
talking to himself. We were afraid he 
might do something stupid, like try to 
desert. That month Eisenhower had a 
soldier executed for desertion. So, we 
covered for Johnny as much as we could 
and even turned in our film under his 
name. The CO probably knew what we 
were doing but he didn't let on. In 
January, Johnny managed to catch some 
shrapnel in his leg while he was in his 
foxhole and spent some time in the 
hospital. He even got some of his marbles 
back while he was there. They gave him a 
purple heart and he still talks about his 
'war wound.'" 

"How do you feel about that? Did he 
eyer thank you and the other guys?" 

"No. He probably doesn't remember 
that part. People remember what they 
want to remember." 

"What about you, Dad?" 
He thought for a long minute and then 

leaned back with a sigh. 
I want to remember all of it. I made so 

many friends from all over the country. 
Most of us weren't very important by 
ourselves, but together we did a great 
thing. I want to remember the terrible 
parts, too: the suffering, how much the 
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war cost every one of us and our families. 
If we don't remember the bad parts, too, 
we aren ' t seeing the whole picture." 

While he was talking, I saw my father 
at twenty-five-strong, handsome, 
clever, smart-alecky. Now I see him again 
on this porch, an old man looking back 
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through the years. I was wrong to think 
he must be full of regret and disappoint
ment. My dad is smiling. He must be 
looking at the whole picture. 

A Career-Changing Headache 
Karen Kashimoto 

I 
was having lunch with my friend 

Terri and as we were eating our 
dessert, I happened to look out the 

window. A woman was walking by, and 
as I held a spoonful of ice cream, I said, 
"Look at that woman limping." Terri put 
her glass of water down, looked straight 
at me and in a serious tone of voice said, 
"You know Karen, a few months ago you 
wouldn ' t have noticed her limp, because 
it's so slight." In the past, when I saw the 
physically challenged, it didn't phase me 
one way or the other. They were just 
there. Then it happened to me. 

The day started with a big headache. It 
felt like someone was hitting the back of 
my head with a sledge hammer, trying to 
pound my eyeballs out. The pain was so 
excruciating, all the Anacin and doctor
prescribed pain killers seemed like candy 
because they weren ' t helping at all. 

At the end of my work day, I went 
home, told my family I wasn ' t feeling 
well , went into my room and crashed on 
the bed. As hard as I tried, I couldn't fall 
asleep because my head was pounding. A 
few hours later, as I lay on my stomach, I 
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began to feel a strange tingling sensation 
from the back of my neck running down 
my left arm and leg. I got so scared; I 
didn ' t know what was happening to me. 
All of these thoughts ran through my 
mind: "Am I having a stroke? Am I going 
to die? What's happening to me? What 
am I going to_ do? I'm home all alone." 
(My family had gone to church that 
night.) All I could do was pray. I prayed 
so hard for God to help me. I kept saying, 
"Please Lord, help me, please help me." I 
don ' t know when I fell asleep. All I know 
is when I awoke I was holding my Bible 
close to my heart. 

Fear returned when I almost fell 
getting out of bed. My left arm and 
leg were numb and weak. I 

couldn ' t walk without holding on to the 
wall with my right hand; my left hand 
had no strength and I still had the 
headache. 

My brother took me to the doctor and 
that evening I was admitted to the 
hospital. The nurses gave me shots of 
Demarol , a strong narcotic, to ease the 
pain, but even that didn ' t help. The 

doctors also ran a series of tests on me to 
try and find out what had happened to 
me. All of the test results were negative. 
A week later, I was wheeled out of the 
hospital with a cane in my hand, a 
headache that was not quite as bad as it 
had been and still no knowledge of what 
had happened to me. This was in 1987. 

S ince this incident, I have seen 
many doctors and been through 
many tests and therapies, and still , 

what happened to me is baffling to all. 
Physical therapy (PT) has helped me to 
regain almost all of my strength in my 
left arm and leg. A lot of this is due to the 
care and encouragement of the PT staff. 
As an added bonus, my therapist and I 
became very good friends. 

Prior to this episode, I never noticed 
people in wheelchairs, or walking with a 
cane or on crutches, but I now notice a 
person with even the slightest limp. And, 
now I can feel for the physically chal
lenged because I know the obstacles they 
might be facing. 
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Life's "Oh Shit" Lesson 
Elizabeth M. Ryan 

T he motorcycle safety course was 
hard. It met three Sundays in a 
row, from 8 a.m. to 5 p.m. 

Classroom time was spent in a comfort
able air conditioned room, but the hands
on experience was brutal, standing in the 
middle of a blacktop parking lot, intense 
sun beating down, no shade. We spent 
most of our time outside, dressed in long 
pants, long-sleeved shirts, sneakers, 
socks, and a helmet. The helmet was hot, 
heavy, and ugly. I had purchased mine 
just for this class. 

I had been riding a moped for two 
years. Mopeds are a great mode of 
transportation, lots of fun, and I had 
never been in an accident. I felt it was 
time to do something I had always 
wanted to do: ride a motorcycle. I had 
heard about the safety course through a 
friend who rides. He said that it was the 
best thing I could do for myself. Little 
did he know that in just a few months his 
words would save my life. 

Several months before the class, my 
helmet was stolen off my moped while it 
was parked at the Ala Moana Shopping 
Center. At the time, I was furious that 
someone would take my property. I rode 
for several months, helmetless. My 
friends begged me to buy another one. Of 
course, I had many excuses for not 
replacing it, none of which make any 
sense to me now. 

Then I decided to enroll in the safety 
course. The woman on the phone was 
extremely helpful in relaying to me all 
the necessary information about the 
course, cost, location, time, clothing, and 
helmet requirements. The course would 
supply a helmet or I could bring my own. 
The idea of wearing a helmet that had 
been worn by many others, in the hot 
Hawaiian sun, for up to eight hours, was 
not appealing to me. It was time to 
replace my stolen helmet. 

After asking around I decided to buy 
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my helmet from Glenn's Cycle Supply in 
Kaimuki. It was close to where I lived 
and the store seemed to have the best 
reputation among my friends. The guy 
behind the counter told me that the safety 
course would strongly recommend I have 
a full face helmet. I was more interested 
in the less expensive, half helmet. After 
much discussion I was convinced that the 
full face is what I should have, even 
though it cost more. Later on, I was 
grateful that the salesperson took the time 
to change my mind. 

I passed the course. I could ride a 
motorcycle. I came away an informed 
rider. The two most important things I 
learned were 1) always wear a helmet
no excuses, and 2) I will be in an accident 
if I ride on two wheels-eventually. My 
eyes were now wide open to the dangers 
and safety issues of riding. Although I 
rarely wore my helmet before the class, 
now I rarely rode without it. 

I graduated from the course in early 
February, 1994. On March 9, 1994 I left 
work to attend my Russian class at KCC. 
It was a beautiful, warm , sunny day. I 
decided to leave the helmet locked to the 
back of my moped and experience the 
wind in my face. It was a great ride. 
Upon returning to work, I discovered that 
the lock for my moped was missing. It 
must've fallen off in the parking lot at 
KCC. I let work know I had to go back to 
school to retrieve it. As I prepared to take 
off, I stopped for a split second and 
thought about the time. It was getting 
near rush hour. I realized the traffic 
would be picking up and thought about 
what I was taught in the safety course. I 
unlocked my helmet and put it on my 
head. 

The trip to school went smoothly. I 
found the lock where I expected 
to find it. Feeling relieved, I 

started back to work, wondering if I 
should take the time to stop and get a 

chocolate shake at McDonald's. I was 
traveling full throttle, about 32 mph, 
when I approached the intersection of 
Kilauea and 9th Avenue. I began to slow 
down, assessing the intersection. Vehicles 
traveling 9th Ave. have a stop sign. I had 
the through right-of-way. A city bus, full 
of riders, was stopped to the right. I saw a 
car approach the stop sign to the left and 
come to a complete stop. I made a 
decision, at that time, that would com
pletely change my life. 

I determined it was safe to enter the 
intersection. I gave my bike full 
throttle, and wondered if I should get 

that shake. Then I saw it out of the comer 
of my eye. The car was coming into the 
intersection. I knew I was going too fast 
to stop. The lessons I had learned in my 
safety class flashed through my mind. I 
was in the "Oh Shit" position. My 
instructor had talked about it. He said, 
"There will come a time when you can' t 
do anything to avoid the crash so you just 
say 'Oh, shit. '" I laughed at the time. I 
wasn't laughing now. I was terrified. I 
thought I was going to die. I said, "Oh 
Shit," and it happened. 

I slammed into the car·with my bike 
and flew over the handlebars. I smashed 
the windshield with my head. I can still 
hear the sound my head made as it turned 
the windshield into thousands of tiny, 
spider-web-like cracks. The left side of 
my body slammed into the hood and 
fender of the car.with such a force that I 
landed with a thud in the center of the 
intersection. I was stunned. It all hap
pened in less than 30 seconds. i was 
alive. I thanked God. I sat there for a few 
minutes, not quite sure what to do next. I 
was afraid to take my helmet off, for fear 
of neck injuries. People were coming 
around, concerned. An ambulance was 
called. Eventually, I shimmied to the side 
of the road and removed my helmet. As I 
sat there and waited for the ride to the 
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hospital, I answered questions from the 
police and assured the woman, whose car 
I had hit, that I would be fine. 

My injuries were minor, considering 
the impact I had take. I was home from 
the hospital that night, sore, confused, but 
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A Tearless Death 
Jamie Siletti 

Perched upon a quiet hill of green, I 
gaze out at the Ko' olau Moun
tains and wonder at the majestic 

beauty. This place is so peaceful that I 
almost forget I'm in a cemetery. I never 
imagined that a place so grim could look 
so beautiful. Here at Hawaiian Memorial, 
I realize that my beloved mother rests at 
my feet, part of this beauty. It feels 
strange to see my last name on a grave 
marker, and stranger yet to know why it's 
there. 

It happened when I started my junior 
year in high school. I was doing home
work when my mom called my name, 
sounding as if she needed help. As my 
father called the ambulance, my mother 
collapsed, practically in my arms. I tried 
to revive her, but before I knew it, the 
paramedics were there. While they 
worked on her, I stood outside in the 
night air, under a dark night sky, and 
somehow I knew she wasn't going to 
make it. They got her to breathe and 
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alive. I walked away from this because I 
had my helmet on. It saved my life. 
Riding my moped without a helmet was 
foolish. It took a serious accident for me 
to see that. And, if it hadn't been for the 
Motorcycle Safety course, I would have 

rushed her to Castle Hospital, but I 
refused to go with them. Everyone said 
she'd be all right, but I felt differently. 
Not too long after, I received the phone 
call that never washed from my mind. 
"Your mother's gone, Kau' i," my 
grandmother mumbled under her tears. 
went to the hospital to say my first good
bye. A week later, at the funeral, I went 
to say my last good-bye. All without 
shedding a single tear. For some strange 
reason, I felt nothing. I don't mean I 
didn ' t feel sad. I mean I couldn't cry; I 
wouldn't cry. 

From the moment my mother died, 
my life became empty and dark. I 
withdrew myself from my normal 

life, and I promised I would love nothing. 
The one person I loved most dearly left 
me alone with pain and emptiness. I 
regretted all the times I had neglected her 
and ca_used her pain. I wanted to hold her 
once more and tell her that I loved her. 
There was no going back; she was gone. 

died before I had learned the most 
important lesson. My life is worth the 
cost of a good helmet. 

A I though my father was there, 
my mother raised me. She made 
me laugh· with her crazy ways 

and made me cry when I disappointed 
her. Ever since I was a child, we had had 
conflicts, but it was because we were 
exactly alike. The memories of my mom 
will always make me yearn for her. It 
took some time, but I came out of the 
emptiness that held me for so long. I 
finally understood the saying, "You 
never know what you got till it's gone!" 
It was hard for me to know that I had 
something special in my hands, and I let 
it go. After many tearless nights and 
melancholy days, I finally realized one 
day that no matter what I did, I couldn't 
bring her back. It made me a stronger 
person, and that night, I finally cried. 
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A Horse Named Skeet Muscatel 
Laurie Smith 

S ummertime was the greatest of all 
seasons. For a young girl growing 
up in the country, summer was 

meant for horseback riding from sunrise 
to sunset. Horses meant everything, and 
all my friends had them. We would spend 
our time galloping the countryside and 
swimming in the lakes with our horses. 
During one summer, when I was 10 years 
old, a new horse arrived on the farm. His 
escapades and behavior caused me to 
question preconceived ideas and brought 
a clearer understanding of animals and of 
compassion to my youthful life. 

The horse first arrived in June. He was 
a large animal, standing 16 hands high, 
and his rump and chest rippled with 
muscles that belied his true age of three. 
His bay coat shone with the brilliance of 
a new copper penny, and his whole 
stature, in its perfect form, appeared to be 
chiseled from granite. This was no 
ordinary horse. He was a retired thor
oughbred racehorse named Skeet 
Muscatel with two starts, zero wins, and 
two broken limbs (human) to his credit. 

His arrival brought much interest, not 
only because of his dominating physique, 
but also -because of his notorious reputa
tion. We heard he was an unmanageable 
and temperamental animal on the 
racetrack. He was destined for slaughter 
because of these unwanted qualities, but 
"Grandpa" Tacco, who owned the farm 
and was a close family friend, intervened 
and decided to take the "poor" horse 
home. For a na"ive, impressionable girl, 
his presence left me fearful and yet 
curious at the same time. For the whole 
month of July I steered clear of the horse, 
and watched as Gene would try to tame 
Skeet. Gene, Mr. Tacco's grandson, 
would come up from the city on week
ends and ride the horse vigorously. Gene 
would say, "He needs to be handled like a 
man. Not babied as they probably did at 
the track." He would smugly appear on 
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weekends, swirling chewing tobacco in 
his jowls, pausing only briefly to spew 
the venomous liquid from his lips. His 
right leg, disfigured from polio, would 
drag solemnly behind him as he tacked 
Skeet up promptly with the saddle girth 
taut, and the hackamore used as his 
constraint. Skeet would bolt, spin, hit 
against the fencing, and if all else failed 
he would roll. Gene would ride him 
mercilessly, flailing him with his one 
crutch which he would use in place of a 
crop. Skeet would always return from 
these forays in a frothy, heated lather 
with sweat pouring down his flanks. 
Gene didn't seem to be making any 
improvements with him, and in a short 
amount of time his visits to the farm 
became less frequent. I was relieved, for 
pity would overwhelm me, and my initial 
fear was slowly replaced by compassion 
for the horse. 

I t happened early one morning, 
shortly thereafter. it wasn't some 
thing planned; it just slowly came to 

the surface. I was standing in Skeet's 
stall, watching him slowly chew his hay, 
and rubbing his coat with a curry brush. I 
placed my palms firmly on his back, 
putting more and more pressure on him, 
testing his reaction. He continued to eat 
undisturbed. My heart raced wildly, and I 
felt a heated flush engulf my body as I 
realized what I was thinking. I looked 
down at his head, looking for an answer: 
Yes? No? Give me a clue. He blinked his 
eyes-once, then twice, and again. r was 
becoming delirious as I fought the 
opposing emotions within. I moved in a 
dreamlike fashion towards the tack room, 
wming myself to stop. I continued on and 
pulled the heavy saddle down from the 
rack. It fell with an echoing thud. 
Dragging the saddle back towards the 
stall, I thought of the next day's head
lines: "Ten-year-old girl killed in horse 
accident." I continued on. I led him easily 

out of his stall and out into the open 
pasture, thinking it would be better to fall 
on firm ground, rather than against any 
structure. With a resigned sigh, I gently 
mounted Skeet Muscatel. He stood still, 
looking about his surroundings, not 
making a move. We both breathed in 
unison, and the only sound was the 
erratic booming of my heart. After he 
stood still for what seem like an eternity, 
I softly clucked to him. He moved 
cautiously and increased his speed as the 
weight on his back relaxed. His gait was 
smooth and fluid as we loped the 
circumference of the pasture. He re
sponded to every slight movement from 
the reins, completely receptive and well
behaved. I laughed into the wind, as we 
went around and around. Relief flooded 
my senses, as I realized that Skeet's bad 
habits were incidents of the past. He was 
now controllable and truly tame. 

The summer was coming to an end, 
and Skeet was now being ridden with 
confidence. Not only would I ride him, 
but Patty, grandpa's granddaughter and 
my best friend, rode him as well. Skeet 
would always behave admirably, and by 
this time we included him on our forays 
to the state park. Giving horse rides was 
the way to go when we needed candy 
money, and Skeet was now being brought 
along with the Shetland pony and old 
gelding. Skeet seemed to enjoy the rides, 
and when we put the children on him, his 
delicate sense compelled him to move 
slowly and carefully. 

0 ne day, Patty and I he~ded to the 
park to do a little business. We 
pulled out the old brown 

cardboard sign that read: Horse Rides- I 0 
cents. The edges were frayed and the 
black ink smeared, but it always served 
its purpose. The park was less than a mile 
from home, and we set up shop quickly. 
We never lacked customers, and the little 
children would line up immediately with 
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their heads bobbing like ducks on a pond. 
1looked up and saw a tall, slender black 
man in line. 1 giggled inwardly, for he 
stood in the middle of the line, slicing the 
uniformity of the bobbing heads. He was 
wearing a serviceman's uniform, and 
when he spoke, the southern drawl 
poured out of him like a fine red wine. 
He was a long way from home, and when 
his turn arrived, he pressed his dime into 
my palm. I hesitated. I thought, "Should I 
let him ride for free?" Mother's words 
were repeated in my mind, "We must 
respect our veterans and treat them with 
deference. They are fighting for our 
country. Instead, greed overtook me, and 
I slipped the money into my pocket. He 
was nervous, and his tongue darted in and 
out of.his thick lips, and a nervous tick 
appeared below his left eye. The tick 
matched the beat of his jerking move
ments. He seemed embarrassed, and felt 
compelled to explain. 

I've nevah been on no horse befor,"' 
he said. 

Oh, it's lots of fun," 1 answered. 
Mmm, my fust time. Nevah had no 

chance be for,'" he explained. 
Oh, that's too bad. You will like it," I 

replied. 
With that I helped him up on to Skeet. 

He grinned like a little boy getting his 
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first bicycle, and he murmured his 
admiration from far above. 

H olding the reins gingerly, I 
guided the horse easily down the 
road. In a flash , Skeet was on his 

hind legs, jerking the reins out of my 
grasp. I pulled back hopelessly, but he 
was out of my hands, bolting swiftly up 
the street. His rider clung to him desper
ately, screaming shrilly into the wind and 
out of sight. Patty and I ran hysterically 
after them, abandoning the other horses 
and leaving them far behind. As I 
staggered up the road, words clamored in 
my ears. "How could you be so stupid? 
What must you have been thinking? 
Stupid. Stupid." The words seemed to 
come from all directions: the trees, the 
pasture, the birds. They all spit obsceni
ties in my direction and taunted me 
without remorse. I thought of death. 
Death of the rider, death of us, but most 
important was the death of beloved Skeet. 
They would surely euthanize him now. 
The man's image passed briefly through 
my thoughts, and guilt left its indelible 
imprint on my mind. 

As tears magnified and blurred my 
vision, I discerned a moving shadow on 
the horizon. As its size increased, relief 
slowly surfaced, and a glimmer of hope 
appeared. It was the toppled rider with all 

limbs visibly intact. He was shaking like 
a withered leaf exposed to the bitter 
elements. Sweat dribbled down his brow, 
and the bulging whites of his eyes 
reflected the horror of the day. His limbs 
appeared to be made of synthetic rubber, 
and to accommodate for his lack of 
balance, he kept his arms slightly abreast 
of his sides. This maneuver didn't seem 
to help him as he wobbled and stumbled 
with each step back toward the park. Not 
knowing what to do, I feebly handed him 
a dime. He vigorously shook his twitch
ing head, and replied, "Dat ride 'twas 
worth mor' than no dime. Dat ' twas my 
fust and las' ride on no horse." As I 
watched the receding figure move 
awkwardly back down the road, I realized 
that no man would ever be able to control 
or ride that horse again. Skeet would live 
on to be an old gelding, but he was never 
tested again with men. Women and 
children were always welcome and 
accepted on his back, but not man, for 
man made him fearful. I understood that 
day the misconceptions surrounding 
Skeet Muscatel. I have since become 
more compassionate, and realize that 
animals are sensitive to the kindnesses 
and cruelties doled out. They can 
remember and react to feelings, just like 
humans. 
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My Daddy Said So 
Jin Sung In 

I 
t was not just another humid day in 
the fall of 1984. It was the first day 
of school. Usually, the first day is 

used as an orientation for students. It is a 
time to find classrooms, meet with 
friends, and get acquainted with teachers. · 
Little did I know I would learn a valuable 
lesson that day-but not with pen and 
paper. 

As my grandfather drove up to the 
entrance of the parking lot, I read the 
huge familiar sign once again, "Village 
Baptist School." I was ten, and entering 
fifth grade in that small, private church 
school in Huntsville, Alabama. The 
majority of students were white, middle
class suburbanites, from kindergarten to 
high school. 

The first half of the day went surpris
ingly smoothly. I found all my classes 
with ease and met many familiar faces 
from the previous year. All my teachers 
were friendly and gave me a good 
impression for the coming semester. My 
initial feelings of apprehension slowly 
dissipated, and as the lunch bell rang, I 
breathed a sigh of relief. The first half of 
school was over. 

After getting my tray of food (or a 
reasonable resemblance of it), I spotted a 
group of my friends gesturing for me to 
sit with them. As I sat and began to eat, I 
noticed a new student sitting at the corner 
of our table. 

I recalled from an earlier class that his 
name was Steve. His blonde hair was 
scruffy and unkempt, and he wore thick
rimmed glasses, one size too big for his 
head. Steve also had very pale skin, as 
pallid as a sheet of notebook paper. He 
seemed shy and quiet, probably because 
we were all strangers to him. Unfamiliar
ity not only breeds contempt, it also 
breeds introverts. 

I called his name and waved "hi." But 
instead of a responding gesture, he 
looked at me with cold, steely eyes. Steve 
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also glanced menacingly at Mark, a black 
boy who had just come and sat next to 
me. There was no friendliness in his 
demeanor. 

Adam, a white friend of mine sitting 
closest to Steve, asked him what was 
wrong. With great agitation, Steve 
replied, "Why can't that nigger and chink 
sit at their own table?'' 

Adam, Mark, and I, being the three 
nearest to him and the only ones who 
heard, were taken aback by his remark. 
Before any one of us could respond, 
however, Steve stood up and walked 
away. 

There were few words exchanged at 
the table for the rest of the lunch period. 
Mark, the epitome of passive, nonviolent 
behavior, shrugged off Steve's remark. 
Jovial Adam cracked a couple of jokes, 
and did a good job of lightening the 
situation. Yet, I could not dismiss it so 
easily. 

When lunch was over, I slowly 
walked to my next class. 
Thinking about what had 

transpired, I felt humiliated. But there 
was something far worse than that. I felt 
fear. 

I had been through some instances of 
indirect racism. There were comments 
about ruining the grade curve in math 
class. I had also been nicknamed "The 
Kung-Fu Master." Also, there were those 
who pulled up the skin around their eyes 
to emulate oriental faces. However, all 
this was done good-naturedly, and mostly 
by friends who never discriminated 
against me or wished me harm. 

This was very different. 
As soon as the final bell rang, indicat

ing the end of school, I began to walk out 
the door. My teacher called me over 
before I could leave, and instructed me to 
go see the principal. Fear struck every 
chord in my body. "I must have done 
something wrong," I thought to myself. 

Nonetheless, I trudged my way to Mr. 
Bowden's office. 

Mr. Bowden was a man of few words 
and even less tolerance. He emanated an 
aura of strictness and discipline. Al
though he had been a principal at Village 
Baptist for only a couple of years, Mr. 
Bowden had earned the respect of faculty 
members and the caution of students. 

A fter entering his office, I noticed 
my friends, Adam and Mark, 
were also there. Mr. Bowden 

motioned for me to sit down, which I did 
very quickly. 

"Adam told me everything that 
happened in the cafeteria. Could you tell 
me your story?" Mr. Bowden asked in a 
voice slightly louder than a whisper. 

Nervously, I related to him everything 
that occurred during lunch. He listened 
intently, though there was no reaction 
from his stem face. When I finished, he 
called Steve into his office. 

With a confused look on his face, 
Steve entered and settled himself in a 
chair. Mr. Bowden then asked him what 
had occurred in the cafeteria. Calmly and 
with a matter-of-fact air, he gave the 
same account that I had given. 

Mr. Bowden then asked Steve, "Do 
you know what you did wrong at lunch?" 

With no sign of guilt or remorse, Steve 
replied, "No sir. If I did something 
wrong, I was not aware of it." 

At that point, Mr. Bowden showed the 
first sign of emotion in the three years I 
had known him-a look of surprise. "Do 
you mean to tell me that what you said to 
Jin and Mark was appropriate student 
conduct?" 

With that eerie calmness, Steve 
answered, "That nigger is just an animal. 
He shouldn't even be in school. And the 
chink should go back to where he came 
from." 

Mr. Bowden stared at Steve for about 
half a minute. Dead silence filled the 
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room, except for a typewriter busily 
clicking outside the office. Finally he 
asked Steve, "Who has been telling you 
these things?" 

"My daddy said so. He told me blacks 
used to be put in cages but had to be let 
loose. Now those niggers run around 
everywhere. He also said he fought 
chinks in the war, and they have no 
business being in my country." 

M
r. Bowden looked at Steve 
with frustration in his eyes. It 
was as if he had seen this 

before, at other schools with other 
students. "You are not to say that sort of 
thing in this school. Is that understood?" 
he commanded. 

"But they shouldn't be here. My 
daddy said so!" Steve argued, as if 
convincing the world that the sky was 
blue. 

"I will have a meeting with your 
father. But for now, you will apologize 
and say nothing more to Mark and Jin." 
After Steve begrudgingly apologized, Mr. 
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Bowden dismissed Adam, Mark, and me 
from his office. 

I never saw Steve again. Perhaps he 
was expelled from school, or his father 
took him out after his meeting with the 
principal. But Steve left a lasting impres
sion on me that day, one I will not soon 
forget. 

I hear activists on television say the 
same old cliches. "Fight racism with 
education!" or "Young people become 
ignorant if they are not taught." There are 
times though, that children who grow up 
as bigots are not to be blamed for their 
beliefs. Many parents, whom these 
adolescents have known all their lives, 
teach their kids hate-filled messages. It is 
not fair to these youngsters; and it was 
not fair to Steve. Teachers, friends, and 
role models can only do so much; the 
ones who hold the child and tuck him or 
her into bed make the most difference. If 
"mommy and daddy are saying so," how 
can we brand these children simply for 
listening to them? 
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Leap of Faith 
Chad Hashimoto 

I t is 1984-not the beginning of 1984 
with everyone wrought up about 
Orwell's book, and not the end of 

1984, with its collective sigh of relief, 
but comfortably in the middle of 1984-
and I am standing up on top of a forty
five foot tower. My heels hang precipi
tously over the edge, and I face the Son 
of Kong, personified by a Sergeant who 
does not bear me any good wiil, I am 
sure. A length of half-inch nylon rope 
binds my waist and loins, its constrictive 
pressure perhaps the only thing that 
keeps me from emptying my bladder. 
The tightly knotted cord serves as a 
visual reminder of how my insides feel, 
and does nothing to quell my nerves. 

Behind me, a doubled length of nylon 
rope dangles into the abyss, where my 
peers wait, jaws snapping in eager 
anticipation, like so many hungry 
piranhas. They are so small, so minuscule 
that I cannot even see their faces clearly 
- or is it the perspiration which ob
scures my vision? I wish that I could take 
the time to consider this quibble, but 
Kong Junior is telling me to take the first 
step off the edge of the world in a very 
loud, very strident tone, a tone which 
clearly would brook no disobedience. 

My vertebrae compact under the three 
thousand pound weight of the steel 
helmet. My hands tremble, and the 
insides of my gloves are slick with sweat, 
or perhaps blood, my hands are clenched 
so hard. My legs stiffen and lock in 
rebellion against this obviously suicidal 
undertaking. My guts coil and contort in 
a last-ditch effort to stave off the inevi
table gravitational death below. My mind 
disavows any part in this predicament, 
laying blame on my machismo, which is 
strangely absent now that I am up here 
teetering in the breeze. 

I am aware of the utter clarity of the 
day; I hear every rustle of the leaves in 
the trees, feel the sunlight as it interplays 
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with the swaying branches, I see the 
razor sharp creases on Kong's 
fatigues, starched stiff as cardboard, 
smell the creosote coating on the 
wood, the altar on which I will 
presently be sacrificed, and I taste 
the bile rising in my throat. It is as 
though my subconscious is trying to 
preserve in consummate detail the 
sensations of one last perfect day 
before I plummet to the earth far 
behind and further below. 

I realize then that I will die here, 
my reverie interrupted by the sight 
of the simian terror threatening to 
pull out a knife and cut my lifeline, 
and leave me to hurtle into space, 
and then to bum in to the ground. I 
wonder if I will pass out from shock 
and fear before I hit, or if I will be 
painfully aware of every terrifying 
moment of the fall. I wonder how , 
high I will bounce. 

There is only one way back down 
the tower, and that path doesn't 
involve a ladder. I am afraid, but I 
must not allow the fear to overcome 
me and shame me. 

My hands slowly respond to the 
steady voice of Sergeant Air 
Assault, the anchor in the maelstrom 
of random thoughts and emotions 
whirling in my skull. They feed the 
rope through the snaplink, and my 
body leans back into the slack, 
slowly, slowly taking up the tension 
in the rappel line. I hear my voice, 
small and weak, but growing in 
conviction: 

"Line one on rappel!" 
Suddenly I see my feet in front of 

me, at chest level. How did they get 
there? It doesn't matter. I look up, 
and Kong is above me, looking 
down, telling me to play out more of 
my precious umbilical cord. In spite 
of myself, I am backing down the 

vertical surface, step by tiny step. 
Then, still locked irrevocably on the 

cues from the rappel master, I jump, 
tentatively, a small hop in the face of his 
remonstrations to kick the very boards 
out of the tower. A small leap, then larger 
ones, as I sway out like a pendulum, only 
to come crashing back into the wooden 
face of the tower. Now I must coordinate 
my actions, release some line while 
leaping out, then brake before my feet hit 
the boards. I concentrate on this rhythm, 
conscious of the possibility of hitting the 
side of the tower and sliding down head 
first. Slowly, ever so slowly, I back down 
the wall, toward the ground, the ground 
and safety. 

Perhaps I could have clambered back 
down the ladder, because in spite of all 
the menacing bluster by the instructors, 
they would not force anyone to go down 
the rope. But if I did choose that option, 
if I did climb back down the ladder, then 
my pride and my dignity would have 
surely been left behind, back on top of 
the tower. No one would say anything, 
not directly, but I would instead be 
treated like someone who is ill and who 
will never get better. 

I made the choice to go down on the 
rope, to overcome my fears, because I 
realized that there are indeed worse 
things than death. Shame, self-doubt, and 
a myriad host of other small nagging 
anxieties, anxieties which have a propen
sity for revealing themselves at 2:00 in 
the morning when the mind is taking 
inventory of its stock. A man's ability to 
look himself in the mirror and believe in 
himself and his abilities transcends fear. I 
have a rappel seat hanging in my study to 
remind me of just that. 
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