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~rtist's Statement 

'"Aina" was done in the Hawaiian Art and Design Class with Chuck Souza. The 
assignment was to create a piece of art that expressed a point of view or event regarding 
the land in Hawai'i. 

I chose to depict the illegal overthrow of the Hawaiian monarchy because it was a 
very sad, emotional event in Hawaiian history. My piece protests the overthrow. 

The American flag hand snatching of the islands, the dollar bills, and the bar codes 
symbolize greed and capitalism. Drab colors were intentionally chosen to show the 
contrast between greedy capitalism and naturalism; bright colors showed the pristine, 
natural beauty of the Hawaiian Islands prior to the overthrow. 

Natural beauty, traditions, people and the environment are often destroyed in the 
big quest for the great "Pot of Gold." 

- Carol A. Hawkins 
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rThe "~rt" 
§uineviere 'D. Pe r.Benito 

When I first started thinking about writing this essay, especially about my poten
tial topic, the dilemma I had was not the lack of possible topics, but the abundance of 
it. Anything can be an art. It's just a matter of whether or not one sees its existence. 
There may be countless definitions of"art", but_Merriam-Webster's Ninth New Colle
giate Dictionary says it best: "Art is the conscious use of skill and creative imagination." 

Our mere interpretation of things, people, events, concepts, and basically about 
anything is not only an art, but the art itself. Art does not exist by itself. It needs our 
imagination and interpretation to do so. For instance, a painting is just patterns and 
colors, yet we interpret them as more than that and give meaning to those colors and 
patterns. People give meaning to the use of colors, to every stroke and even to simple 
straight lines or a tiny dot. We provide the painting its own feeling and we draw up 
conclusions based on these little interpretations on what we think the painting is about 
and what it is trying to convey. It really amazes me sometimes the human mind's capa
bility to interpret things. 

I went on a field trip to a museum when I was younger and saw this canvas with 
different colors splattered all over it. As much as I tried to see the picture, there re-
ally was no visible one but different colors all over the canvas. I even tried to look at 
it from afar because I thought it could be one of those pictures you have to see from a 
certain distance in order to visualize the pattern, but there really was nothing to make 
out of those messy colors. And so I went home wondering who in the world made that 
painting on the wall, when a kid like me could have created the "masterpiece" in five 
seconds. 

I was watching figure skating the other day, and I just enjoy watching it once in a 
while because I like the general dance routines and the music is really soothing. When 
I say I like the general dance routines, I simply mean it is easy to look at as opposed to 
what dance I see on MTV these days. I don't know much about figure skating because 
as I said, I watch only once in a while. If you ask me, their dance routines are just 
graceful movements but when I was watching the other day, I don't know why but 
for the first time, I was actually paying attention to what the commentator was say-
ing. I guess I knew in the back of my mind that their movements must somehow mean 
something but I didn't really give it any thought. I just simply watch. Anyway, the 
commentator was interpreting the dance routines, how the figure skater portrayed the 
death of a lover in that certain routine. I thought it was pretty amazing how people can 
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I mean, people like me who don' t know the depths of figure skating can' t get to that 
level and see that expression. 

I was in this introductory course to literature, and of course like any other literature 
class, we did a lot of interpreting from plays to poems. For a few weeks every clas 
meeting the teacher would give u at lea t one poem to analyze what the poet wa try
ing to say. One day she gave u this grocery list and as always, asked us what it means. 
After a few minutes there was a lively discussion on how eggs represent our sensitivity 
because a we all know eggs are so fragile. And how oil and bottled water represents 
human diversity because they will never mix. There were a lot more bizarre concepts 
people came up with while I just wondered if it was even a poem in the first place. 
Towards the end of the class, it was as if someone heard what I was thinking because 
someone actually asked if the grocery list is even a poem. The teacher responded by just 
saying, "It could be if you open your poetry-seeking eyes." 

There is no such thing as "art" but the human mind's thinking and interpreting. A 
painting i just a picture. A dance routine is just graceful movements. A poem is just 
words, which sometimes rhyme and it could also be called a sonnet if the poet decides 
to stop writing after the four-
teenth line. Art's existence is not 
the same for everyone. My art 
may not be your and vice versa 
which ju t add beauty because it 
creates diversity in our thinking 
and therefore, in our interpret
ation as well. 

'Untit{ed 'By Xau{ana Watanabe 

Charcoal 
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'1 'Memorias-nya' ha Saa.an un !Estoria 
(IJ-fer 'Memories Tef[ a Story) 

'Katfifeen Sa[as 

On December 7,1941, the Japanese attacked Pearl Harbor in hopes of destroying 
the United States Pacific Fleet. The Japanese were successful in the destruction of a 
fleer of 145 hips at anchor. The dawn of that day marked the beginning ofWorld War 
Two. It wa nor until another two and one-half years that the orthern Marianas was 
needed in the United tate defeat against Japan. 

The Northern Mariana Islands, which consist of Saipan, Tinian, Rota, and Guam, 
were home to Chamorros, Carolinians, and Japanese. The Carolinians had migrated to 
Saipan after the Spanish period on the island and settled there. After the migration of 
the Carolinians to Saipan, the Japanese had come some years later to start fishing and 
sugar industries. 

The island of Saipan i home to my great-grandmother Kachang Palacios Togawa. 
he is now 83 and live in one of the oldest village Susupe ince the time of the war. 

She and many other survivors often remember the ounds of gun fires and bombs 
exploding in their homeland. Along with her husband, Tochang, Kachang cared for 
their children and lived through the most difficult times World War Two brought upon 
them. 

She will never forget June 15, 1944, when the United States began their invasion 
on the island. For two days, American destroyer and battle hips shelled Tinian and 

aipan. Families headed for the jungle for hiding. Kachang and Tochang packed up 
their children and left their home in usupe for the jungle. For twenty-nine days we 
hid in the jungle. Every rime the opposing forces came near, we would be running and 
hiding," recalls Kachang in an interview. Many islanders feared the American soldiers 
and thus, hid in caves. 

Caves in the jungle had been the only shelter to protect Kachang, Tochang, and 
their four young children from all the explosion and bullet traveling in rhe air. On 
their way to the jungle, he had seen many familie caught in the canon fire and she 
had feared that they would too. Fortunately, the couple managed to get their children, 
Takabo (my grandfather), who was seven; Fumio, who was ix; Appo, who was two; 
and Iromi, who was six months old, into safe hiding. As they fled, my grandfather, 
Takabo, remembers in an interview: "Stepping on dead bodies as we made our way to 
the caves, I didn't know if they were Chamorro or Japanese." His parents carried his 
isrers, and he ran by himself behind his parents because he was the oldest. They and 

other familie who escaped the gunfire and explo ions, lived in large openings in the 
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We couldn't really move about because we were on the edge of the cliff which drops 
into the open ocean below." 

Perhaps out of all the people who were living in Saipan, the Japanese were the most 
fearful of the American soldiers. Fearing that they would be tortured by the Americans, 
many Japanese took their own lives by jumping off cliffs. Hundreds of families com
mitted suicide. Kachang remembers a Japanese girl begging her father for her life. She 
did not want to jump off like everyone had been doing. "She cried, I don't want to die 
... I'm afraid to die;' her father threw her into the ocean and soon followed after." This 
tragic event continued despite efforts by Americans using loud speakers to try to con
vince many Japanese that surrender would be shameless and harmless (Stewart). 

While living on those cliffs, Kachang and family eventually ran out of food and 
water. Other families had also been starving for days. T akabo recalls seeing many ema
ciated people, "I remember seeing people so skinny, just skin and bones ... I, too, was 
hungry and thirsty." On one occasion, Tochang headed out to find some food and wa
ter. T ochang was quite brave in doing so because he was a Japanese national, hence, the 

family name Togawa. On his way, 
T ochang ran into some Amer-
ican soldiers who gave him water 
from their canteens, crackers, and 
canned food. "T ochang told us 
to be calm because he found the 
American soldiers to be very nice 
and generous," explained Kachang 
in the interview. Together the 
couple convinced other families to 
come out of hiding. "We con
vinced them that the American 
soldiers were very kind; there is 
nothing to fear." A few families 
remained in the caves, even after 
the fighting had ceased on July 9th 
when the American force landed 
on the beach of Chalan Kanoa, 
forcing the Japanese military sta
tioned on Saipan to surrender. 

Soon after the battle, the 
American troops started creating 
airbases on Saipan and Tinian. 
These airfields were necessary to 

'Untit(ed 'By ~rin Yamada 

Oil 
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suit the B-29 Superfortress that would lead to the United States defeat against Japan. 
The Northern Mariana Islands were geographically perfect for this bomber's flying 
range. Because of its massive weight, it was capable of flying only from Saipan, Tinian, 
and Guam to Japan and return (Stewart). 

The families found themselves at the camps established around Lake Susupe. The 
camps housed Chamorros, Carolinians, Japanese, and Koreans. Other than shelter, the 
islanders were also provided with clothing, food, and medical assistance. During the 
day, they were released from the camps to grow vegetables. There, Kachang met with 
her parents who had been hiding out at their ranch located in a remote area during the 
fighting. Her parents had followed American soldiers to the camps for food and water 
after the battle for the island was over. Kachang thought her parents had died. Fortu
nately, none of her family members was hurt or injured during the war. "We were very 
lucky. Each day in hiding, I would pray to the Sacred Heart of Jesus to protect us from 
harm," she happily explains. 

The war ended a few days after August 6,1945, when an American Superfortress 
bombed Hiroshima from Tinian, which led to Japan's surrender on the 15th. Even- . 
tually, Kachang and T ochang made their way out of the camps. As difficult as it was, 
and having no home to return to, they were determined to rebuild and start their new 
lives in a new house. After a couple of months, with the help of family and their faith 
in God, they had once again become homeowners. A surviving picture was taken a year 
before the war hit, and it is one of the few that was not destroyed by the war. T ochang, 
Kachang, and their children (Iromi was born some months later) are dressed in expen
sive Japanese attire which displays that the family was well off before the war hit. It did 
not take long for them to be once again financially comfortable. 

T ochang opened an auto shop, and Kachang established a poultry farm. They 
again raised their unharmed family as they did before the war hit and also expanded 
their family with three more children. After sharing her memories about the war in the 
interview, Kachang finishes her story by simply expressing her gratefulness to God for 
her life and her family's lives, "by the grace of God, we were very lucky and really didn't 
suffer that much." 
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~ may to ~emember 
Lo8a 'l'farayanasamy 

Since the first day I stepped foot onto the Kapi'olani Community College campus, 
I have held a secret desire to accomplish something remarkable- to create a cherished 
memory that I would hold and remember, even when sitting in a wheelchair during my 
old age, back in my home country of Malaysia. Many things have happened in my life. 
However, only a few events have created a lasting impression and become memorable 
gems. 

I'm sure you have experienced such an event. Your heart adamantly remembers 
it not only because it brought you joy and honor, but also because it temporarily and 
instantaneously washed away your life's sorrows and pains. For me, such an event took 
place on the afternoon of November 17, 2001. That was the day I was inducted as a 
member of Phi Theta Kappa International Honor Society. It was a day of sparkling 
beauty, like a tiny drop of mist on a lotus leaf. 

One afternoon during spring 2001, I walked by the Honors Office and saw a poster 
that caught my attention. It read, "Phi Theta Kappa International Honor Society: 

rtlntitfed P>y Ximi Werner 
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Excellence has its Rewards." "Honor Society ... Hmmm! .. .I like honor," I thought. Cu
rious, I knocked on the door. A woman sat in the office. When I approached her, she 
greeted me and introduced herself as Linda Letta, speech professor. She was extremely 
kind and welcoming. I soon learned that she was the advisor of Phi Theta Kappa. 
Although I was enthusiastic about the possibility of joining Phi Theta Kappa, I doubted 
I could make time to be involved with this organization. After I left, one thing lingered 
in my mind for some time: Professor Letta had mentioned scholarship opportunities. 
To receive scholarships and attend a prestigious university was my unflinching dream. 

Two semesters later, while I was sitting on campus working intensely on a lin
guistics paper, I heard a female voice greet me. When I looked up, I caught Professor 
Lena's soothing smile. "Hi, Loga. How are you?" Before I could answer, another 
question landed on me. "Have you thought any more about Phi Theta Kappa?" 

"Uh .... I'll let you know later," I answered. I did not want to say "Yes." After 
the first meeting, I didn't pursue Phi Theta Kappa, so I felt a little guilty. I was still 
reluctant because of the time commitment. 

In the days and weeks that followed, I kept telling myself that I should give Phi 
Theta Kappa a try. I even mentioned it to my college friends. My inquisitive mind 
compelled me to seriously find out more about joining the organization. Three months 
later, I knocked on Professor Lena's office door. At that point, I felt that joining Phi 
Theta Kappa was meant to be. Professor Letta cordially invited me in and asked if I was 
ready to join. I replied with alacrity that I was. After I gave my application, she handed 
me an invitation to attend the induction ceremony. She said that on that day all the 
newly enrolled students, including myself, would be officially inducted as Phi Theta 
Kappa members. I knew it was going to be a formal occasion, but my heart experienced 
a quiet exuberance. I was also nervous. I wondered how formal this event was going to 
be and how it would feel to receive a certificate of honor in front of faculty members. 
Reed Ratliff, the president of Phi Theta Kappa, told me to dress up, because this was 
indeed a "special" occasion. 

When Saturday, November 17th, finally arrived, I dressed up, jumped on my mo
ped, and sped away to campus. When I walked into the cafeteria, I was amazed to see 
such a beautiful set-up. Plants surrounded the stage area. A table with the Phi Theta 
Kappa banner held roses and candles. One hundred chairs were arranged for guests 
and 50 special chairs were placed on stage for inductees. Professor Anne Craig and the 
Kapi'olani Community College Synthesizer Ensemble prepared to play music to embel
lish the celebration. They all were festively dressed men and women in white and red 
hibiscus-patterned aloha attire. 

Two members of Phi Theta Kappa spoke to the inductees while we waited for the 
ceremony to begin. In addition to giving us instructions for the ceremony, they encour
aged us to become active participants in Phi Theta Kappa. The whole occasion was 
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painstakingly and elaborately prepared to honor us, and it was my heartfelt pleasure to 
participate. As we received more instructions, the student next to me told me she felt 
terribly nervous. I pulled out a tiny square can of mint candy and handed a candy to 
her. I assured her that it would help calm her down. 

Former chapter officer Annette Sacksteder led the long line of inductees as alumna 
member Kamilla Mai'i performed a Hawaiian entrance chant. As we followed the 
chanter, my usual restless thoughts of college, homework, and chores gradually van
ished. A sober and quiet excitement steadily grew in my heart with each step I took. 
spontaneously immersed myself in the silent ceremonial walk. It felt as if I was walking 
in a meditative spirit, which in Zen Buddhism is called "Walking Meditation." Walk
ing meditation consists of walking while completely suspending and detaching oneself 
from contemplative thoughts, which ceaselessly enter our minds. It involves a moment 
of gradual and sustained concentration of the mind wholly in the present moment. It's 
a moment of entering into an unfathomable silence, which is the key that unlocks the 
door for the soul to attain wisdom. A sudden exhilaration and calmness overwhelmed 
my being at that point, and my active spirit naturally felt at ease. I even stopped talking 
with the chatty person next to me and paid rapt attention to the mysterious enjoyment 
of the present moment. I felt as though infinite space was encompassing my spirit 
without any external distractions. 

I saw everyone's welcoming eyes, which were focused on us. Immediately, I recog
nized some familiar faces. Professors Jill Makagon, Sharoh Moore, and Linda Fujikawa 
stood and greeted us with graceful smiles. I approached my chair and focused on 
hearing the individual officers of Phi Theta Kappa take turns announcing the purpose 
of the induction and the ritual. Provost John Morton was first to speak in honor of the 
inductees. Keynote speaker Robin Fujikawa, who also happened to be my philosophy 
professor, gave an inspirational speech in which he read a portion from a story called 
"The Man Who Planted Seeds." The moral of the story was that we as honor students 
have to know where to plant our seeds in our academic and personal lives so we may 
progress and achieve innumerable successes. In the formal part of the ceremony, Pres
ident Reed Ratliff read the Phi Theta Kappa pledge, and we repeated after him, with 
our right hands raised. That part of the ritual reminded me of the ceremonies priests 
perform. 

While waiting for my name to be called to receive my honor certificate, I was 
overwhelmed with emotion. My stomach lurched, and my heart pounded a little faster 
than usual. I thought about how wonderful it would be if my mother had been present 
to share some of my exhilaration in this moment. Unfortunately, she was too far away 
in Malaysia; however, I felt that she was present in spirit throughout the whole event. I 
also wished my father could be there, but he was even farther away. It's been 17 years 
since he met his demise in a car accident. Now that I'm finally realizing my goals one 
at a time, he's no longer with me to share my accomplishments. Nonetheless, in my 
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heart, I dedicated this honor to my father, who is my eternal mentor. Seventeen years 
have distanced us, but not a day goes by when I don't feel solace in remembering his 
profound spiritual words of inspiration. 

Sentimental memories flooded my mind. I came to my senses only when I heard 
Professor Pierre Asselin call my name. I gently stepped towards the provost, signed my 
name in the record book, received my certificate, shook hands, and thanked him. The 
next person shook my hand, handed me a long-stemmed white rose, hugged me, and 
wished me success in Phi Theta Kappa. 

More people spoke, including Professor Linda Letta. I paid intense attention to 
everyone's inspirational speeches. The ceremony ended with Professor Linda Fujikawa 
playing melodious Japanese music on the koto, a traditional Japanese instrument similar 
to a harp. The dynamics in the music were both loud and soft, and the music itself 
was mesmerizing. It reminded me of the music played by ladies in old Japanese mov
ies I used to watch when I was little. Professor Fujikawa's performance was marvelous 
and a perfect way to end this ceremony. Ours was truly a "celebration of tradition and 
customs," Phi Theta Kappa's Honors topic for the 2001-2002 academic year. 

runtitfed 'By mroyuki oaoshi 
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For me, this experience brought overwhelming joy. I was inundated with emotions 
and felt truly honored to be one of the inductees. I felt honored not only to be named 
as an honor student, but also because of the genuine pride that people shared with me. 
This left a lasting impression on me during the ceremony. I looked through the audi
ence to see if my college friend, Gerri, was there. She sat in the fourth row. I quickly 
caught Gerri' s smile and saw tears in her eyes. I returned a smile. 

When the ceremony was over, everyone was invited to join the reception. I walked 
straight over to Gerri, who gave me a huge, warm hug and placed a beautiful lei of ku
kui nuts, red rose buds, and white pikake around my neck. Then, Professor Moore also 
gave me a warm hug and a kukui nut and mock orange lei. People I respected flooded 
my ears with praise. My heart still replays the echo of their voices. For a moment, I 
became speechless, and all I could do was smile. Cameras flashed to record this celebra
tion. 

I doubt whether a graduation ceremony can be more exciting. When I first came to 
Hawai 'i two years ago, I remember lying on a bench in Waikiki, pondering my future 
with apprehension. Thoughts of college and life in Hawai'i intimidated me. I did not 
believe that I could meet the challenges I would face. The only thoughts in my mind 
were the waves of predicaments, obstacles, and anxieties I had to endure. Even paradise 
could not reveal its potential beauty to me. I failed to see reality as it was, but projected 
in my mind that I would have to return to where I belong, in Malaysia. Graduation 
and joining an honor society seemed like a far-off, unreachable dream. 

This induction, however, transformed my perception of life. The candle I held for 
the ceremony was not only lit to serve the purposes of the ceremony, but it instanta
neously dispelled my darkness, sorrow, and pain, and illuminated my heart. Phi Theta 
Kappa transformed my dreams into glittering attainable realities. Phi Theta Kappa 
honored me for being who I am. I still struggle to find the words to adequately express 
my emotional state during the event. My participation in the ceremony implied that I 
had achieved academic excellence. Though I had to overcome many personal obstacles 
to get there, I believe that it was a price worth paying because my ultimate reward was a 
day to remember forever. 
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~wakenin8 fJ'rom ~ 'Dream 

'Brent fJ'ujioka 

It i 2:00am. The world is dead, silent, and eemingly devoid of inhabitants. Deep 
within the boroughs of home insects and rodent stir. As for people, they lay frozen in 
a state of incapacitated wonder known as sleep. They dream, and thus, slowly the world 
begin to awaken. Hours pass, and as they do, we lay unaware of what has transpired. 
With the beeping of an alarm, then followed by the flu h of a toilet, the world seems to 

begin anew. 

It is now 7:00am. People now rise from slumber in greater abundance as noise con
tinues to fill the air. Birds have begun to sing their merry songs, and people have begun 
to toot their blaring horns. An endless string of cars begins to pile up on the highways 
as people leave for work. Spouses and kin are piled into crowded vehicles and hurry to 
their destinations. They take few belongings, for most remain in the confines of home. 
This i a new day, and it ha ju t begun. 

It is now 8:00am. For the pa t eight hours, I have been living out a storybook 
fanta yin the dark area of my mind known as the subconsciou . Suddenly, there is a 
noise a bright light, and the sound of birds chirping outside my window. I open my 
eye , and it takes me a few seconds to realize what ha transpired. I have finally awoken. 
Groggy and temperamental, I ru h throughout the house. Three thoughts race through 
my mind; take my medicine, a pre cription of course; brush my teeth; and prepare for 
the new day that has come to greet me. I quickly change into my outfit for the day 

'llntit{ed 13y 'De6orafi t]-{arris 
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and contemplate which of 
two facts is wor e: the fir t 
being that I have an endless 
chain of duties to fulfill 
today, the second being the 
fact that the place I live in 
happens to be one of the 
mo t picturesque locations 
on the face of the planet. I 
say that in a negative sense 
because I, like so many oth
er , do not have the time or 
the pleasure of enjoying it. 

However, through 
all of these feelings of 



contempt, there is one fact that frequently eludes me. Now is the dawn of a new day. 
With the rising of the sun, it is a chance for new experiences, new encounters, and new 
learning. What we classify as yesterday is now logged into records of books, never again 
to be altered. It is true that the present is a reflection of the past, but the future is a dif
ferent matter entirely. The future is not the past. The future is what we make of it. Or 
what I make of it, for that matter. 

In my rush for timeliness and efficiency, I always seem to forget how the day starts. 
It sometimes feels as though every day is the same, but that is hardly true. Truth, how
ever, lies in the fact that every day starts with the same basic premise. Today is the first 
day of the rest of your life. That very popular saying is true for everyday except one, the 
day that you die. But that day is only one of the many thousands that everyone has to 
work with. The fact of the matter is that we all have today. 

All of us have the full twenty-four hours left before the day starts anew to work 
with. We should view all the problems that we face in every day of our lives not as 
burdens, but as challenges to human adversity. Regardless of how we feel every day, it 
is essential that personal problems be overcome. If they are not, we are subject to many 
more ills of life, not sans thoughts of death or suicide. 

It is with this thought in mind that I see the dawning of a new day, not as the con
tinuation of a forced obligation to existence, but as a second chance at life for righting 
wrongs and for doing all the things that we, as a society, didn't do yesterday. I do not 
always live by this creed, but I do believe it to be so. Everyone has a second chance, but 
we all must take it a day at a time. 
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Emergency room doctors, as well as police officers go into every day with dear 
heads, not dwelling over the thoughts of the prior day. These people seek to make a 
difference on a daily basis. For the men and women who serve in these professions, 
everyday is a struggle between win and loss. For them, obsessing on mistakes and loss is 
not an option. People depend on them to move on into adversity and face it head-on. 
For the emergency room doctor, losing a patient to bullet wounds today could lead to 
saving the life of a patient tomorrow. They all jump into their day awaited by a sense of 
the unexpected, but at the same time are willing to put the past behind them and treat 
every day as a new one. 

In many a sense, the physical awakening of the mind and body that one attains 
from returning to consciousness every morning has a very deep and philosophical core. 
Some consider it a form of rebirth. Others think of it as, if you would pardon my 
language, "The same old shit destined to repeat itself." No matter how you see it, the 
entirety of the day is at your disposal, and regardless of what anyone says, you make of 
it what you will. I, for one, feel a sort of comfort knowing that I have at least one more 
day to set things right with myself and those around me. I think that many others pos
sibly feel the same. 

Consider the life of a caterpillar. The caterpillar is one of the most hideous of 
nature's creations. It has no means of self-defense and lives to consume. It spends its 
day crawling about leaves and foliage, while trying to remain hidden from the view of 
predators. However, one day, after much feasting, an astonishing event takes place. 
The caterpillar, which has been the bane of nature's creative genius for the whole of 
its existence, forms a sort of chrysalis and falls into a hypnotic type of hibernation, in 
which it lays dormant for many number of days. It is then that we realize that the feast
ing has not been for naught, for as everyone knows, the significance of the caterpillar is 
change. It has been preparing itself for a long and arduous process of change. It sleeps 
unknowing that when it awakens, it will be reborn into one of the most beautiful in
sects to ever soar in the wild blue sky: the butterfly. When it wakes, its former life, that 
of the caterpillar, seems like a distant memory. 

You see, all of nature's creatures have a cycle of hibernation. Sometimes it is short 
like patterns of sleep in humans, and other times it is long-lasting, like dormancy for 
bears. But regardless of the length of the cycle, the subject always wakes rejuvenated 
as if he or she were another person entirely. When our bodies are worn out from a 
laborious day, we sleep. During that time, our body takes the opportunity to heal itself 
and thus, when we awake, we feel refreshed with the new feeling of life that enters into 
our bodies. Everyone who lives experiences this aforementioned cycle on a daily basis, 
but is so accustomed to it happening that no one really understands the significance of 
awakening in the morning. 

Like the magical bird of fire, the phoenix, we too are reborn on a daily basis, only 
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we do not realize it. fu we sleep, time passes by transparently, almost as if it were never 
there. Then suddenly, almost as if out of thin air and almost as quickly as we left, we 
return once again to reality. Sleep and awakening are quite mysterious indeed. You 
cannot pinpoint the exact moment when you lose consciousness. However, you can 
immediately tell when you have just woken from a dream. I would think that with all 
the skill and technique that the creators of humankind have, they could at the very least 
have made the transition from consciousness to sleep and vice versa a more consistent 
process. 

And thus, let us return to my day. As usual it progresses uneventfully. My hopes 
and aspirations remain unfulfilled, while at the same time, my body harbors the many 
side effects of a hard day' labor. I quickly shower and prepare for bed. As I lay this 
night, I find myself forced to think about one question: Will my life ever get bet-
ter? Will I be forced to live out this feeling every day of my life? And with that final 
thought, I lose consciousness. I do not realize yet, but by this action, I have also inad
vertently found my answer. 

It is 8:00am once again. I wake and I think to myself, today is a new day. Sud
denly and without warning, I stand with my arms at my side and incur the wrath of an 
almighty epiphany. I have just had the realization that my life is what I make of it. On 
a daily basis, I am faced with a choice. I could change the world if I so choose. We all 
have that power within ourselve . Every day that I awaken is a testament to that fact. It 
shows me that not only have I been given a second chance to live my life, but have also 
been given a deep and philosophical glimpse into my soul. I also know that my life is 
not merely the act of progression and that there is some far greater reason for my exis
tence that I have not yet foreseen. 

''I'd better make today count. It could be the one that makes the difference," I say 
to myself. The funny thing is, sometimes I'm right and sometimes I'm wrong. I'm 
only human; we err; that is our way. But oddly enough, the thought I had that morn
ing was one of the statements that I knew I wasn't wrong about. I knew it then, and I 
know it now. The key to life is making every day count. From the time you wake in 
the morning to when you close your eyes at night, you have to make it count. And as 
for me, well let's just say that I've been reborn, and once again given a welcomed second 
chance at life. 
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Proaress in the 'Meat 'lndustry 

:A((an Lum 

When we enjoy a piece of steak at a restaurant, we notice the taste and texture. 
We select a restaurant by the quality of their choice of meats and the products they 
prepare. Why do some eateries have tender and tasty meats, while others have chewy 
(like leather) and tasteless steaks? The answer to this question comes from the choice 
of meats and the manner of preparation. Preparation seems simple enough; either it is 
grilled over the burner or fried in a pan. The mistake that many inexperienced cooks 
make is that they overinspect the progress of the steak being cooked. The continual 
flexing of the steak is what causes it to be leathery and dry. Once placed on the fire, the 
only time the steak should be touched is to turn it over. How do you know how much 
of the steak is cooked, you may ask? With a quick look at the edge of the steak, you will 
notice that the meat starts to change color. This color change shows approximately how 
much of the steak is cooked. When the color change reaches near half-way, it is time to 
turn the steak. Another indication that the steak can be turned is the appearance of au 
juice on the top of the steak. The next time the steak should be touched will be to place 
it on the plate for serving. This manner of preparation will yield a steak that is cooked 
nearly fully, well done, yet moist and tender. 

The choice of meat is another important consideration. In the past, this choice was 
limited. There were only limited sources for cattle. Cattle raised in the islands origi
nated from the Parker Ranch, located on the island of Hawai' i. Originally the Parker 
Ranch slaughtered the cattle at the ranch and prepared the meat in salt brine. The 
salt beef was the islands chief export around the 1815's. In 1887, the Parker Ranch 
hired A.M. Carter, a respected Honolulu businessman to manage the ranch operation 
(Parker) . 

The cattle were shipped by barge to O'ahu to the slaughter yards in lower Kalihi. 
The carcasses were then trucked to a large refrigerator for storage, to be sold to various 
wholesale distributors. One of these distributors was the C.Q. Yee Hop Company, who 
would cut the carcasses into the various sections of cuts. The cuts of meat, such as the 
steaks (New York, sirloin, Spencer), the roasts (rib, rump), ribs, and brisket (stew meat) 
were then sold to restaurants and markets, who further prepared the meat for consumer 
consumpnon. 

C. Q. Yee Hop Company originated as a small market in 1887 on Maunakea 
Street. Chun Quon Yee, in partnership with Lum Hop, built the business to success 
for twelve years, only to have it destroyed in the Chinatown fire of 1899. Two years 
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later the two partner 
joined by six other Chinese 
businessmen, formed a new 
company on Alakea treet 
named C. Q. Yee Hop and 
Company (Lum, Robert). 
The companie distributed 
wholesale groceries and 
meat to mostly small mar
kets, restaurants, and hotels 
on the island. 

The wholesale meat sec
tion grew from two butch
ers to twenty butchers, two 
of which were my grand
father and father. This was 
necessary to accommodate 

the growing demand for meat. Yee Hop's product line increased from cattle to include 
pork and lamb, which required their own special way of being cut. The source of meat 
remained with island ranches, which was limited to available live stock at the island 
ranche . 

In 1945, eight Chine e bu ine smen, one of them my father, started the Pacific 
Meat Company. The Pacific Meat Company was located on Hopaka Street, in the Ala 
Moana area (Lum, Josephine). Their meats were shipped in from the Dubuque Pack
ing Company in San Francisco, California. The carcas es were shipped frozen at first in 
ship freezers and later in freezer containers. Pacific Meat Company succe sfully pro
vided meat products with a seemingly unlimited supply, that was US Graded approved. 
They processed the carcasses and distributed to hotels, restaurants, markets, schools, 
and the military bases(Base Pass). 

My father was responsible for the sales staff. He started with one salesman but soon 
had to train another. In total, he trained about ten men who were assigned to territo
ries around the island. The sale man had to sell, as well as provide customer service for 
the people to which he sold. If there was a special need by a customer, the salesman 
did whatever wa necessary to fill the need. There were occasions that my father would 
have to make a pecial delivery during the weekend to ervice the special needs of a 
customer (Lum Diane). 

In 1963, meat consumption was increasing and the consumer was becoming a 
connoi seur of the meat product . Pacific Meat Company secured a source for tender 
aged beef from New Zealand. The steaks were tender and moist, without the usual 
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ta te of aging. The public accepted the meat product. Other wholesale competitors 
launched a campaign to di credit the product in the newspaper . The campaign pa ed 
unnoticed b the public. The ew Zealand meat pas ed U In pection without an 
problems(Lum Diane). 

Meat production ha grown from a limited upply of the local ranche to unlimited 
upplies from mainland and foreign uppliers. Thi is primarily thanks to the inno

vation of Pacific Meat and the frozen beef meat consumption and how they changed 
from little to none, to eating as much a is desired. Meat ha changed from being food 
for the wealth to food for everyone. The availability of meat has grown to meet the 
demands of the consumer. There i now a choic of meat quality that wa non-existent 
in the past. 

Beside th election between fre h meat and lightly aged meat, the rructure of 
the steak is important. By tructure, there should be a little fat mixed in with the meat, 
which is called marbling. The more the marbling, the better the chance for the meat to 
be tender. 

By following this guideline for choice and preparation of a piece of meat which 
al o applies to roa ts and other meat products, meat di he will be a treat to ear. Famil 
and friend will marvel at our mastery of cooking. 

~ caloe 'By rrelly rrJucluca 
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'Memories if Pear( ']-[arbor 

:Erica Lee 

Introduction 
Professor Edward Hallett Carr wrote, "History is a dialogue of the past with the 

present." When I think about this statement, I realized that history changes with the 
present because every person, country, and culture sees history through different points 
of views. Therefore, the purpose of this paper is to discuss the facts about Pearl Harbor 
and begin my dialogue of the Pearl Harbor attack as it is viewed through my family and 
friends who currently live in Hawai'i. 

A Historical Event: Pearl Harbor 
Although Pearl Harbor was attacked almost 60 years ago, it appears that people still 

do not agree on the events leading up to the attack. The dialogue following the Pearl 
Harbor event focuses around secrecy and blame. Some of the common speculations in
clude, "Did President Roosevelt know about Japan's intentions to attack Pearl Harbor? 
Was the American military and government too cocky to think that Japan was not a 
major threat? Did the Japanese Empire make the mistake of attacking a country more 
powerful than its own?" 

According to encyclopedia.com, army and navy commanders in Hawai'i were ac
cused of negligence of duty in a report on January 24, 1942. However, a formal report 
by a congressional committee on July 16, 1946, absolved the army and navy command
ers of negligence but censured the War Department and the Department of the Navy. 
In an oral history excerpt from aU. S. Navy nurse stationed at Pearl Harbor, the nurse 
reported that most of the military staff in Hawai'i did not expect that the war would 
come to America. 

Despite all the mystery surrounding the Pearl Harbor attack, the fact remains that 
Japanese fighter pilots bombed the United States military facilities in Hawai'i . . 

"The American Pacific Fleet was attacked and partially destroyed by Japan on Sun
day morning December 7, 1941. This attack led to the entering of the United States 
into World War II." (Intra from the movie Tora! Tora! Tora!l 

According to encyclopedia.com, as a result of the attack, 18 eight U.S. aircraft were 
destroyed and 19 naval vessels, including eight battleships, were sunk or severely dam
aged. Sadly enough, 2,280 military personnel were killed, 1,109 wounded, and sixty
eight civilians during the attack. Fortunately, not all the aircraft carriers were destroyed, 
making it possible for the United States to launch counterattacks. 
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As a consequence of the assault on Pearl Harbor, the United States officially declared 
war on Japan on December 8, 1941. The United States' entrance changed the course of 
the war because of the vast resources that the United States had to offer the Allies. Ac
cording to assumptions written by the historychannel.com, one of the reasons why the 
United States chose to enter the war was because of fear of the "yellow peril." 

So what is the dialogue of Pearl Harbor among my family and friends? What do 
they remember and what do they think? To answer this question, I interviewed my 
father, Guy J. Masuda; my co-worker Miho Tabata; a Navy man named Wesley Bray; 
and two friends, Troy Tada and Roselyn Galano. 

My father, Guy J. Masuda, was born October 31, 1941, and is a third generation 
Japanese-American. He was raised on Maui and was only two months old when Pearl 
Harbor was attacked. In our interview, he explained that he did not learn in school 
about why Japan attacked Pearl Harbor, but instead was taught the details of what hap
pened. At age 18, he joined the U.S. army and went to fight in the Vietnam War. It 
was about the same time that his father told him the facts about what happened to his 
grandfather during World War II. 

My father's grandfather, Gohatsu Masuda, was a first generation Japanese-American 
before World War II and was one of the few Japanese community leaders on Maui. His 
job at the time was to write personal letters to Japan for Japanese immigrants living on 
Maui. Because he knew how to read and write Japanese, American government officials 
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reason for attacking Pearl Harbor. She could not answer both questions and con
fessed she did not learn about it while attending high school in Japan. Like my father, 
she was not told why Japan attacked Pearl Harbor, but was given broad facts on the 
event. Miho also said that in Japan, the citizens are not aware of December 7, but they 
celebrate August 15, the day the Japanese Emperor announced the end ofWorld War 
II. During our interview, she was surprised when I told her what I learned in college 
about the events before the attack and the relationship between America and Japan. 
In Miho' s opinion, America provoked Japan to attack Pearl Harbor because America 
refused to provide supplies to the country. 

The next interview I did was with a 22-year-old navy man stationed at Pearl Harbor 
named Wesley Bray. Mr. Bray is originally from Arkansas and has lived at Pearl Harbor 
for over two years. I interviewed Mr. Bray shortly after he watched the new movie Pearl 
Harbor. Mr. Bray simply stated, "Japan attacked the United States. So it is Japan's 
fault for the United States entering the war." He was very emotional about the topic 
and explained that it is hard for him to sympathize with Japan because he knows that 
American bodies are still below the Arizona Memorial and that many innocent people 
died that day. It is interesting to note that when I asked Mr. Bray if he knew about 
Japanese-Americans being kept in internment camps, he replied, "No." 

The last two people I interviewed were my college classmates Troy Tada and Rose
lyn Galano. Mr. Tada is a 20-year-old man of Japanese and Korean descent, and Ms. 
Galano is a 25-year-old woman of Filipino descent. Both were raised in Hawai'i. Dur
ing my interview with these two individuals, I found that they learned more in school 
about Pearl Harbor than my father did. They also knew more details as compared to 
me regarding the events leading up to the attack. At the end of the interview, both 
agreed the attack on Pearl Harbor was Japan's fault. Mr. Tada reasoned that Japan 
was at fault because he felt America tried to negotiate for peace and Japan refused. Ms. 
Galano blamed Japan because she felt Japan could have done something else than de
stroy an American military facility. 

Conclusion 
The Japanese Empire attacked Pearl Harbor on December 7, 1941, a day that 

President Roosevelt claimed "will live in infamy." The facts remain the same, but the 
dialogue is not the same. After reviewing the different accounts of the event written by 
historians and after doing interviews with people around me, I understand that "history 
is a dialogue of the past with the present." 

I first heard about the Pearl Harbor attack when I came to Hawai'i five years ago. I 
wasn't aware of the event because it was not significant to me while growing up in Ko
rea and it was not something I learned in my Korean school. At the age of 15 , I entered 
the American school system at Moanalua High School. Even while attending this high 
school on O'ahu for four years, I did not learn about this event. Maybe it was because 
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of my lack of language skill or maybe because it was a lack of interest. I remember 
visiting the U.S. S. Arizona Memorial, but not paying attention to the guide's speech 
because it was not interesting to me at the time. 

After doing this research paper, I realize that Pearl Harbor is an important historical 
event, not just because it was one of the reasons why the United States entered World 
War II, but because of what happened to my great-grandfather shortly after the attack 
on Pearl Harbor. If my great-grandfather had not been sent to jail by the American 
government, then my father would have had wonderful memories of his grandfather. 
And if the American government had not mistreated Japanese-American citizens, then 
other innocent families would not have had to go through the same experience that my 
father's family went through. Therefore, history is significant only when you can make 

a connection to it. This connection affects the dialogue. 
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Tfie Sunnyside if 'A(cofiofism in 1}-{awai'i 

'Darre(( X. Yosfiiaa 

When we hear the word alcohol, we might imagine excessive drinking and the loss 
of ability to control it. Since the earliest accounts of alcoholism, alcoholics were viewed 
as sick people, unfit parents, irresponsible employees, thieves, and murderers. How
ever, alcoholics are a major factor in Hawai'i's economy, providing jobs for govern
ment agencies and businesses that depend on the sales of alcohol for revenue. Patricia 
Nelson Limerick, an early American historian, writes, "One essential skill to writing is 
the capacity to deal with multiple viewpoints" ( 5 0 1). Alcoholism should be viewed 
similarly. 

According to clinical psychologist Dr. Gary Ralston, "Alcohol is a liquid toxin, a 
poison, that affects every part of the body especially the liver, pancreas, kidney, and 
the brain. It has a history of causing high blood pressure, it is the nation's number one 
factor for traffic fatalities, it is the number one reason for employees missing work, and 
it has devastated families here, and around the world." Doctors have displayed this one
sided view of alcohol throughout its history. 

One story of an alcoholic is in the book of Alcoholics Anonymous, found in the 
chapter, called "Desperate Drinking": "Pat continued to drink to hold onto his job, to 
hold onto his wife, to hold onto his sanity. Finally, he was drinking to keep away those 
little men, and those strange voices, and the organ music that came out of the walls" 
(Wilson 512). Writers have published these one-sided accounts of alcoholics through
out its history. 

Limerick would want to show the multiple viewpoints of alcoholism and explore 
the other side. In Hawai'i, alcoholics provide continuous employment for our alcohol 
abuse facilities, judicial system, prison systems, hospitals, psychologists, family coun
selors, auto body and fender shops, and hostess bars, to name a few. For example, 
according to Greg Kakugawa, the production manager at the Salvation Army A.R.C in 
Hawai'i, "It takes seventy employees to operate the Salvation Army A.R.C. An alcohol 
abuse treatment facility which employs pastors, accountants, resident managers, coun
selors, cooks, truck drivers, cashiers, and many other workers . Which sixty-five percent 
of this workforce are recovering alcoholics? There is a thirty-day waiting period for 
alcoholics that are seeking help at the A.R.C. Bed spaces do not meet the demand for 
alcoholics seeking treatment. " At the Salvation Army A.R.C., alcoholics are given an 
opportunity to receive treatment and at the same time they provide jobs for recovering 
alcoholics and many others. 
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Alcohol has increased the revenue for Hawai'i's government. The Hawai'i State 
Department ofT axation has revenue from alcoholic beverage sales, according to The 
State ofHawai'i DATA BOOK 2000. Liquor tax collections from 1990 to 2000 were 
$430,362,000. Beginning July 1, 1998, tax per wine gallon was $5.98 on distilled 
spirits, $2.12 on sparkling wine, $1.38 on still wine, $0.85 on cooler beverages, $0.93 
on beer other than draft, and $0.54 on draft beer" (294). 

Thus, alcohol's a major factor in Hawaii's economy. In 1997 revenue from 1,131 
alcohol serving establishments was $344,730,000 (694). The wholesale value of alco
holic beverage sales in the year 2000 for all types such as distilled spirits, sparkling wine, 
still wine, cooler beverage, draft beer, beer other than draft was $332,823,854 (675). 

Revenue made from alcohol provides many jobs in Hawai'i. For example, Edwin, a 
former head- waiter and cocktail server at the Mango Cafe, says he averaged one-hun
dred dollars a night in tips as head waiter and two-hundred dollars per night as a cock
tail server from 1998-01. His job enabled him to afford a studio and a car payment on 
the Island of Maui. He goes on to say that the Mango Cafe has a operating workforce 
of thirty employees which include managers, bartenders, cooks, hosts, waiters, bus boys, 
and waitresses. Alcohol is the primary source of income at the Mango Cafe. 

Local people as well enjoy alcohol after a hard day's work; we celebrate holidays 
and special occasions with alcoholic beverages traditionally at new years, weddings, 
birthdays, and sport events. Local boy George Smith says, "Alcohol relaxes me from 
a long a day at work, helps me break out of his shell at social gatherings, and through 
alcohol, I have met many interesting people." 
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Tourists come from all over 
the world to vacation here in the 
islands, and alcohol enhances 
their vacation as they spend time 
on Hawai'i's beaches with mai 
tais while getting a suntan. It 
helps our visitors to relax and 
have a memorable experience. 
Alcohol is often used to help ad
vertise our beautiful beaches and 
sunny skies. Advertisement pro
vides employment for producers, 
writers, and camera technicians. 
Television commercials and 
newspaper advertisements are 
some of the techniques used for 



boosting liquor sales. In Hawai'i we are dependent on the sales of alcoholic beverages, 
it provides jobs for many different social statuses, it brings people together, it's used for 
relaxing and, when used in moderation, it is good for high blood pressure. 

Limerick's idea of multiple viewpoints has given me a broader view when taking a 
look at subjects that are written one-sided, such as alcoholism. Limerick teaches us to 

acquire multiple viewpoints. This idea expands one's knowledge of a subject and gives 
a balanced view. It can also help in one's decision-making by allowing a person to take 
a look at both sides of the coin before making a decision. I would suggest this approach 
to everyone. Since researching this idea, I feel that I have developed a technique in 
judging a subject. 
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Obsession with an runfamiCiar ~ace 

rTris ha Mori 

In the essay "My Face" by Robert Benchley, the author shows an interest in the 
changes that his appearance goes through daily. The obsession with his facial and body 
features fuels his compulsive behavior to frequently look into mirrors. Fascinated with 
his own face, Benchley often peeks at his own reflection, almost expecting to see some
thing different. Although sometimes he is not pleased with the way he looks, he accepts 
it, and occasionally sets himself up for a shock. Benchley describes this obsession as 
painful and also an unavoidable action, yet he clearly finds a form of pleasure in it. 
Among the several themes that are found throughout this essay, his obsession is one of 
the most important. 

Benchley sees his life as not a life but a movie. His first look in the mirror decides 
what fictional character he will be for the day. He states, "One day I look like Wimpy, 
the hamburger fancier in the Popeye the Sailor saga. Another day it may be Wallace 
Berry. And on the third day, if I had let my mustache get out of hand, it is Bairnsfa
ther's Old Bill" (511). On some mornings, he fails to recognize himself or any fictional 
character that he has seen before. This often scares him and makes him think that there 
is someone else around. He claims, "I turn quickly to look behind me, convinced that 
a stranger has spent the night with me and is peering over my shoulder in a sinister 
fashion, merely to frighten me" (511). Shocked and confused, he always finds the 
disappointment that the reflection is his own. 

Due to of all these changes, Benchley tends to test himself to see how long he takes 
to recognize his own face. He gives an example of this: "If I happen to have on a new 
hat, or am walking with a limp, I sometimes pass by my own reflection without even 
nodding" (511). What he means by this is that even if he doesn't mean to be disguised, 
his eyes chose not to recognize him. He does not want to believe that the reflection is 
his own. Then out of disbelief that it is his reflection, he will often go back to prove to 
himself otherwise. 

Another form of obsession that Benchley describes is having to look at any pho
tograph in which he is featured. He admits that the importance of having to look at 
the pictures before anyone else is just to see if his part came out nice and clear. He 
says, "The minute someone brings the envelope containing the week's grist of vacation 
prints from the drug-store developing plant, I can hardly wait to get my hands on them" 
(511). With a certain understanding that he usually doesn't have his good days, he 
doesn't expect to look or feel attractive. But on some rare occasions when he feels con-
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fident of his appearance, he 
describes himself as "pretty 
close to form" (512) . The 
author is also aware that 
most people would look at 
the whole pack of pictures 
before gazing at the one of 
them, but in his case he is 
obsessed with hi own face 
and can't help but show a 
special interest in it. 

This change of per
ception of his appearance 
happens in mirrors as well 
as photographs. In some 
instances, Benchley finds 
that he can look a lot worse 
in a picture than in person. 
Every day this changes and 
Benchley knows that as he 
awakes in the morning, 
he will be surprised once 
again. Taking a peek in the 
mirror is how he finds his 
own excitement. Although 
he describes thi surprise as 
unpleasant, he admits that 

this is what "lends a tang to the adventure of peeking" (512). 

Benchley knows himself better than anyone else and describes this relationship as 
"the Little Me that I know so well and yet who frightens me so when face to face" (512). 
The author seems to be confused with his own relationship. He doesn't understand 
how a person can know himself, yet not be able to recognize who they are in something 
as simple as a reflection. 

Benchley's obsession with his own face is not about liking or disliking his appear
ance; it is the adventure of not knowing what he will look like tomorrow. He likes to be 
able to not see himself as what he really is, which is why he trained his eyes not to recog
nize his own reflection. Benchley ultimately believes that his appearance doe change 
daily and questions if this may one day stop. Almost convinced that this will eventually 
happen, he often ponders if the change will stop on a day when he is happy with his 
appearance. One of his biggest fears is not knowing what will happen, and what will be 
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the ultimate result of his existence. 

Benchley' s obsession with the changing of his appearance is his way of living life. 
Many people go through life without even noticing their daily changes, but Benchley 
never fails to recognize it all. H e finds a sense of disappointment and relief with every 
look into a mirror. His disappointment comes from not seeing the face that he would 
like to see in the reflection, and the relief comes from knowing that he still exists. 
Benchley believes that life should be celebrated, and change is a part of living so when it 
stops, death is all that is left. 
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~ 'Briif Look into ~narchism 

It seems that with all the problems we face today, we need a greater sense of secu
rity. We need security against terrorism, war, murder, and thievery. In my opinion, 
the government, laws, and authority solely cause these problems. It might seem that 
what we need are stricter laws and harsher consequences. However, we have witnessed 
throughout history that this hasn't worked. It will only get worse as humanity progress
es, or should I say regresses. I can only provide one solution to these problems. Stricter 
laws and bigger governments aren't even an option. The absolute opposite is necessary, 
anarchism, the abolition of government, the ruling class, and equality among all. Henry 
David Thoreau's famous dictum was, "That government is best which governs not at 
all" (quoted in Avrich 212). 

Anarchism is always confused with destruction, terrorism, and chaos. Nothing can 
be further from the truth. Anarchists believe in direct democracy, democratic system 
in which there is no government, a system that shares all the wealth. Equality and 
prosperity is for all and not just the privileged elite. According to Pupil, there are five 
obstacles that prevent a healthy society from flourishing: 

• Authority- has power and therefore it is necessary to abolish it to create a soci
ety that will function with all its members as equals. 

• Power- all power corrodes because whoever has it loses fervor to serve society 
and gets thirstier for more power. 

• Religion- an omnipresent and all-powerful god is a horrendous monster, which 
is capable of all the bad in the world. 

• Racism- it exists thanks to power, when one race is more "powerful" than 
another, it can be molded and oppressed to its desire. 

• Nationalism- influences a sense of superiority to other races and can only lead 
to racism and violence. (Pupi) 

Anarchism remains resolutely anti-political, anti-ideological, anti-systematic, 
and anti-authoritarian. In its struggle against micro-fascism, it remains anti-capital
ist, anticommunist, anti-socialist (in both its twin forms of national and international 
socialism), and anti- fascist, but above all revolutionary. (Moore 13) 

Anarchism might seem impossible and absurd to most, but this is exactly what we 
are led to believe by the ruling class. I have come to the conclusion that the govern-
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ment' s greatest accomplishment 
has been to make us believe that 
we need them. The idea that we 
need laws to tell us how to live 
and tell us what to do is ridicu
lous. The day man realizes he 
can do without authority is the 
day he will be liberated. Until 
then we will be slaves and if not 
a slave, a master. Both, in my 
opinion, are undesirable and un
natural, and should be destroyed 
on sight! 

There are also a few so
called problems that anarchism 
faces if it were a reality. Some 
of the questions I have been 
asked are: "What will you do 
with people who commit crimes 
and murder? Who will stop 
them if there is no authority 
like the police? Will there be 
prisons?" 

First, most murders will be 
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crimes of passion, therefore are not preventable by police or anyone else. Then we have 
theft, which will be absurd in a society where everything is shared. If we look at the 
reasons most people steal, it is because they want what the upper class has, resulting in 
drug dealing, murder, and even war. Once class is eliminated and all are equal, we will 
be free and safe from the materialistically selfish population that will be cool at any cost. 
Fashion and a need to be "cool" must cease! 

Prisons won't be necessary, unless in extreme circumstances. The predators of hu
man life and people who get pleasure from other people's pain and suffering will occupy 
these prisons. Still, the person won't be sent to an isolated prison cell without a chance 
to recover. The community will help the people and assist in the rehabilitation pro
cess. Our way of dealing with offenders must change. We should no longer incarcerate 
petty, ignorant thieves with psychopaths and mass murderers. The prisons today work 
more like a criminal's university, and once graduated the criminal is further from recov
ery and closer to insanity than before. Most offenders come out with a newly renowned 
hatred for the system. 
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In practice, society has retained the primitive motive in dealing with the offender; 
that is revenge. It has also adopted the theologic idea, namely, punishment; while 
the legal and "civilized" methods consist of deterrence or terror, and reform, we shall 
presently see that all four modes have failed utterly, and that we are today no nearer a 
solution than in the dark ages (Goldman 118). 

Another question I've been asked is who will do all of society's "dirty work"? 
Different people consider dirty work different things, like a low-paying job or clean
ing bathrooms. In a society where all are paid equally and all jobs are looked at with 
the same prestige, you will finally be free to work at what you please. No matter if it 
is cleaning shit from bathroom walls or picking flowers from a beautiful garden, you 
will be doing what you love. In today's society, work is looked upon as a "torment," 
something we need to do in able to survive. For the most part, people hate it. Nearly 
everyone who doesn't work is considered lazy and useless; however the reality is that 
most are just tired of being treated like a machine by doing meaningless and strenuous 
jobs for the benefit of the owner. 

Unemployment is a problem created only by capitalism. In a sensible world there 
will be no unemployment. Everyone will have a shorter working week, because they 
will produce only things that were needed. If we were to get rid of the parasitic ruling 
class, we would be free of most of the economic pressure to work (Everything You Ever 
Wanted 7). 

Some people ask me, "What about God? If you don't believe in authority you can't 
believe in God, the "ultimate" authority. I don't believe in God or religion. However 
I'm not completely against religion. I have come to the conclusion that religion is nec
essary for most. Voltaire2 gives an explanation for this phenomenon, "If God did not 
exist, it would be necessary to invent him. For, you understand, the people must have 
a religion. That is the safety-value" (Bakunin God 17). Some people need direction in 
life; others just need an excuse to rape children (referring to some Catholic priests and 
other perverts who use their power and "closeness to God" to take advantage of chil
dren.) We look towards the unbelievable and unexplainable for a reason to live. The 
God depicted in the Bible is a cruel God and one to fear, a God that wants us as slaves, 
to do what he wishes. Dare to doubt and you'll go to hell! Greg Graffin from Bad 
Religion said it best when he sang: "How could hell be any worse. Life alone is such a 
curse. Fuck Armageddon this is hell" (Graffin). I think many as insurance for the soul 
use religion. If all else fails, they can at least look forward to a handsome reward at the 
end. However religion is just like government and was created to control man through 
fear. 

"If God existed, only in one way could he serve human liberty- by ceasing to 
exist" (Bakunin God 28). 

Another very important key for the advancement of society is education. Education 
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is vital for freedom and the understanding of equality. The problem is that education 
can also be used against the less educated. It can work as a weapon to fool and take 
advantage of the lower class. Have you noticed that most public schools are in very bad 
shape? Most of the schools in the lower class and the working-class areas are in dread
ful condition. Being poor in a capitalist society is a catch-22. You can't get good jobs 
because you don't have good education, and you can't get good education because your 
parents can't get a good job. 

Does the upper class really want the lower class to be educated and smart? I don't 
think so. They can't afford everyone to be knowledgeable and question everything. If 
we all had the same educational opportunities, we won't be ignorant to submit to the 
lies and desires of the ruling class. 

The one who knows more will naturally rule over the one who knows less; and 
if between two classes just this one difference in education and upbringing exist
ed, it would be enough to produce all the others in short order, and the human 
world would find itself in its present state, divided anew into a large number of 
slaves and a small number of rulers, the former working for the latter, as is the 
case now. (Bakunin Ill) 
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I know anarchism will not be a reality in my lifetime. However this will not stop 
me from fighting for what I believe. Until we all are educated enough to see through 
the fas;ade of this civilization, we can't and won't be free. We might think that our 
only way of living happily is to work, consume, and obey, but this is outrageous. There 
are other methods. I don't think anarchy should be taught or forced onto people. It 
is something that has to occur naturally. Dave Neal stated in his essay, "Anarchism: 
Ideology or Mythology," "Indoctrinated people are not free, and it is impossible to 
create a free (that is, anarchist) society using not free methods" (Spunk Library). Don't 
be fooled and don't be afraid to be free. Some say freedom is a state of mind. I say 
freedom is a state. You will only be free when all are free. We are all free or we are all 
prisoners. There is no in-between. 

Anarchy is the true nature of all things. Monarchy, democracy, communism, 
all useless forms to control the human mind. But a mind cannot be controlled. It can
not be restrained. It has no boundaries. It has its will. Anarchy is the true nature of all 
things ... (Simoni). 
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" ... to jfy from rej{ection and hated. .. " (She((ey 
jon rT'K. 03awa 

Experience comes with time. Whether positive or negative, these experiences shape 
a person into his or her present state. Mary Shelley carries this through Frankenstein 
with the creature that Victor Frankenstein brings to life. Mary Shelley portrays the 
human condition in its most delicate form. James Joyce does likewise in Dubliners. 
Raw emotions are exposed and are of considerable gravity. Mary Shelley and James 
Joyce both have taught me the most about myself, about British literature, and about 
humanity in general. Through my own personal experiences, these authors of British 
literature have taught me specific lessons of humanity, that love takes courage in the 
face of adversity to persist, and that innocence cannot be lost, but needs merely to be 
maintained (Kilcher 6). 

Love is presented as a fragile emotion in The Dead, a short story in James Joyce's 
Dubliners. The reader is introduced to Gabriel Conroy and his wife, Gretta, an 
ordinary married couple. Gabriel's perception of their marriage appears to transform 
through the course of one night. Gabriel's love for his wife intensifies when seeing her 
"standing near the top of the [staircase]" as would a lust that is heightened by the at
tractive nature of a mysterious woman Qoyce 210). Gretta exudes a sudden beauty that 
provokes Gabriel to fantasize about their future together. When Gabriel and Gretta 
are alone, finally, at the hotel, he takes this as an opportunity to seek what she has been 
thinking about. After some trivial conversation, she reveals to her husband a secret that 
she would have otherwise taken with her to her grave. At the top of the stairs, Gretta 
stood listening to a song, "The Lass of Aughrim," which reminded her of her first love 
whom she claimed had died for her. Upon hearing this, Gabriel watches as his wife 
cries herself to sleep. 

The revelation of Gretta' s secret subdues the sudden lust that Gabriel had felt after 
seeing her standing on the stairs. He contemplates the love that once was between 
Gretta and her first love, and he deliberates the love that he has now with his wife. He 
does not resent his wife for her past. Even though "a man had died for her sake [,]"he 
thinks himself no less a husband than he himself was before he knew this much of her 
past Qoyce 223). As profound as it would be for a young man to die for a young lady 
because of love, Gabriel is able to take what could have been an adverse situation and 
turn it into a positive learning experience. His love is no less relevant now than Gretta' s 
first love before; Gabriel is courageous enough to not let adversity desist his love for his 
wife. 

In November of2001, I met my first boyfriend over the Internet. I was 21 years 
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old at the time; he was 23. His name was Michael. This was my first relationship with 
a man, despite the fact that I was not openly gay. Our friendship developed into a seri
ous relationship, and soon enough we commenced a life committed to each other. We 
were going to raise his two children from a previous marriage and created for ourselves 
a fairy tale existence upon which we would base our lives together. We dismissed any 
prospects of us not staying together; we were destined to stay together forever. For two 
months we maintained a long-distance relationship through telephone calls every day 
and night. Our voices were constantly together, yet the distance did not fail to reiterate 
itself to us. We were forever apart--he lived in Kentucky and I in Hawai'i--from the day 
we met until the day we spoke what were to be our last good-byes to each other. That 
ill-fated day would forever be etched in my mind as the day my first love died. 

Despite the fact that I was still a closeted gay, I proceeded to enter a relationship 
with Michael. Despite the fact that he was divorced with two children, I did not let 
that get in the way of being in a relationship with him. As adverse as these circum
stances from our past were, that did not hold us back from being together in the pres-
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ent. In retrospect, James 
Joyce taught me that a 
love that is strong is one 
that can withstand the 
strains of adversity. 

In Frankenstein, by 
Mary Shelley, Victor 
Frankenstein brings a 
creature to life from scraps 
of dead human flesh. 
This creature is raised at 
the expense of humanity, 
and this creature's inno
cence quickly turns jaded 
through environmental 
influence. This creature 
is brought to life as an 
innocent child, a grue
some child beyond his age, 
greatly misunderstood and 
warped by human contact. 
Maltreatment, disenchant
ment, isolation, and rage 
culminate to a wrath that 
is cast upon his own ere-



through my experiences without any positive influences in life regarding my sexual 
identity. Michael was my first boyfriend, the first relationship I was in, which prompt
ed me to reveal my sexual identity to some friends. I was raised with the notion that 
being gay was unacceptable in my family, in my religion, and in my culture. I grew 
up with the impression that I was a freak, building my esteem around these myths of 
society. 

In my early college years, I was in and out of friendships that began to enflame the 
question of my sexual identity. I refused to acknowledge that I was gay, and I denied 
that I was gay every time that I was asked. I even proceeded to have a girlfriend to 
reinforce my self-imposed heterosexuality. With familial disapproval, as well as my own 
dissatisfaction with myself, I went through a period of depression that extended through 
the majority of my high school and early college years. I was always afraid of what the 
admission of my true sexual identity would bring. I wanted to "fly from reflection 
[,]" feeling that I was "hated" by everyone that suspected that I was gay (Shelley 67). 
Michael was the first person in whom I confided my secret. I believed that this secret 
made me an abhorrence to humanity, that I would never be treated a anything more 
than a monster if it were revealed. Michael was the first person from whom I had every 
felt true acceptance, and he abolished those myths that I grew up with, the myths that 
molded me into the creature that I believed I was. 

From the creature's own experience, his innocence gave way to the revenge he 
sought to inflict upon his creator. When he was brought to life, he knew not such 
adversity as cruel as humanity had shown to him through the years. He was brought 
to life with an innocence as that of a newborn baby with the mind of a blank, white 
slate, otherwise known as tabula rasa. The cruelty of humanity wrecked "the ... creature 
whose thoughts were once filled with sublime and transcendent visions of beauty and 
the majesty of goodness[,]" and drove him to his demise (Shelley 213). It was with the 
acknowledgment of his overt wretchedness that he proclaimed himself guilty of ma
lignity to humanity, forsaking all innocence that he had once beheld. I, on the other 
hand, was absolved of my wretchedness through the love and kindness of Michael. His 
understanding and his positive regard for my sexual identity reacquainted me with an 
innocence that I had unwittingly forgotten, an innocence that existed before the influ
ence of religion, culture, and personal beliefs had blemished my outlook on the future. 
Innocence, as I learned from Mary Shelley's Frankenstein, is not lost, but merely has to 
be maintained. As wretched as one may seem, there lies a forgotten innocence beneath. 
How deep inside oneself this innocence lies, one cannot know, yet it does still exist 
somplace buried within. 

The lessons one learns through experience are timeless and universal. British 
Literature, as with the literature of any culture, reflects the thoughts and idea of that 
particular culture. As I reflected upon my experience as an American citizen, I was still 
able to relate to characters in a British setting. I was able to finally believe that I was not 
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in a world so large and diverse. I was able to understand that as impossible as I 
thought it would be for anyone to understand the things that I had been through, the 
lessons that I learned from these experiences were no different from those of any other 
culture, let alone my own. Through literature we, as readers, can find solace from grave 
disparities that complicate our lives. Through literature, we can gain insight from les
sons of humanity that reflect experiences that we may personally have gone through or 
are currently enduring. Through literature, we can enliven a spirit that would otherwise 
lie, unaddressed, dormant indefinitely. Having read selections from various authors 
of British Literature, I was able to gain insight into my past and present vicariously 
through the lives of fictional characters. My own humanity is as fragile as that of any 
character in any story, and the lessons that I learn through personal experience, through 

literature, or through any other source 
determine my fate as just another human 
being no different from any other, yet indi
vidual in the lessons that I lay claim to. 

"British Literature after 1800" was re
ceived with my warm appeal. The selection 
of literature stirred my depressed thought, 
arousing the darkest depths of my mind and 
heart, and I could feel myself reawakening. 
Two authors-Mary Shelley and James Joyce
taught me the most about myself, about 
British Literature, and about humanity in 
general. During a most profound time in 
my life, I had the shoulders of literature to 
cry on and to lean on when I had no one 
else. In Frankenstein, Mary Shelley proved 
that the benevolent, innocent nature in even 
the most wretched creature could subsist, 
and James Joyce's Dub liners reached deep 
inside the silent hearth and brought me 
back to life as I lay dying. 
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