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The Mirror Effect 
A.P 

There are countless correlations between the epic, The Odyssey and the Harry Potter 
series. With centuries between the two, many similarities can be drawn from them. Some 
of the most miniscule items can be perceived as a similarity, like the scar that is used to 
identify both of the main characters. Odysseus and Harry, the main characters in both 
works, share many physical and emotional qualities and similar family values. Also evi
denced in both novels are mythological creatures like the centaur, and certain themes, like 
food, which reveal a significant parallelism displayed in both stories. 

There are many animals and mythological creatures present in both novels . In The 
Odyssey, Cerberus, the three-headed dog, guards the gate to Hades. There is also a three
headed dog, Fluffy, in the Harry Potter series. In the first novel, he guards a trapdoor that 
leads to the powerful Sorcerer 's Stone and the evil Lord Voldemort. Both of these dogs 
have very similar roles: they are guarding the entrance to something immortal and danger
ous. 

Another parallelism between the two novels is the mythological creature the centaur. 
In The Odyssey , the creature is half man, half horse. He once lived amongst the mortals, 
but after becoming an infamous drunk, he was banished from the area and lived as an out
cast. "And so the feud between mortal men and centaur had its start" (Homer 434). In the 
first Harry Potter novel, a centaur appears and befriends Harry while he is in the Forbidden 
Forrest. Centaurs live in the Forbidden Forrest because they prefer to keep to themselves. 

In the same novel, as Harry was strolling through the. Forbidden Forrest, he encounters 
a strange dark creature leaning over a beautiful unicorn. As it turns out, the creature is the 
evil Lord Voldemort. In order to stay alive, he was sucking the precious life-giving silver 
blood from unicorns. Their blood provides strength and nourishment to those who are ill 
and dying. While the mystical unicorn blood gives strength to the living, sacrificed blood 
gives strength to the dead in The Odyssey . While Odysseus is in Hades, he takes an ani
mal with him to sacrifice to the dead. In order to speak to them, they first drink the blood 
of the sacrificed animal. This empowers the dead with the strength to speak to a mortal. 

Unicorn blood may provide strength to the weak, but it cannot help those who encoun
ter a gorgon or a basilisk. While in Hades, Odysseus feared that Queen Persephone might 
"send up from Death I some monstrous head, some Gorgon's staring face!" (Homer 270). 
In the second novel, Harry fears that a basilisk (a giant snake) would look him in the eye 
and kill him instantly. Both Odysseus and Harry fear the gorgon and the basilisk, whose 
gaze can harm a person. 

The gods and wizards also have comparable forms of magic. Both are able to trans
form themselves or others into another figure, and both can make themselves invisible. 
This is evidenced in The Odyssey when Athena constantly changes her image to be an 
unknown prince, Mentor, or another respectful character. She also makes Odysseus look 
like a beggar - so well that no one could recognize him. And, she was able to make herself 
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invisible to certain individuals. For example, before Odysseus reveals himself to his son, 
she appears only to him, without allowing Telemachus to see her. 

The wizards in the Harry Potter series also share similar magical powers as the gods. 
The very skilled wizards are able to transform themselves to anything, like when Professor 
McGonagall transforms herself into a cat in the first novel. In the second novel, Hermione 
Granger mixes a potion to make Harry and his best friend Ron Weasley look and sound 
like Vincent Crabbe and Gregory Gayle, their archenemies. And with Harry's special 
invisibility cloak, he can make himself invisible to everyone. 

The most common correlation between the two novels is the attitude of the characters. 
In The Odyssey , the mortals fear the gods; they are always giving sacrifices and prayers 
in attempts to appease them. This is similar to the Harry Potter series because the muggles 
fear the wizards. Harry's Aunt Petunia and Uncle Vernon are terrified whenever Harry 
uses the "M" word (magic) in their house. 

The mortals are similar to the muggles and the gods are similar to the wizards in 
attitude and appearance. For example, both mortals and muggles are "merely human." 
They have no special skills or powers. The gods and wizards are similar because they both 
have the ability to manipulate mortals, or muggles. The gods are constantly manipulating 
humans. Athena always puts Penelope to sleep, and she often makes Odysseus or Telema
clms "appear larger" to everyone else. Wizards from the Harry Potter series have the abil
ity to put memory charms on muggles so they don't remember anything. This is evidenced 
when Harry blows up his Aunt Maggie (like a balloon) in the third novel. So that his aunt 
and uncle wouldn't remember the incident, top officials from the ministry of magic arrive 
to put memory charms on them. 

Heroism is also evident in both of these novels. Odysseus and Han-y are both very 
similar in personality. They both empower a certain bravery that is necessary to become 
a leader. They fear little and overtake any task, no matter how dangerous; i.e. killing over 
100 suitors or flying on a cursed broom. They also have a certain arrogance about them 
because they believe they are invincible to everything. 

Although they may be leaders, Odysseus and Harry remain humble. While Odysseus 
rarely reveals his true personality, many know who he is. The same is true for Harry. He 
became an instant celebrity after surviving a curse imposed by Lord Voldemort. His par
ents died a gruesome death, and Lord Voldemort was defeated, while Harry survived with 
only a scar on his forehead - no cuts or bruises. Oftentimes, to avoid a scene, he refuses to 
reveal his tme identity, as in the third novel while Harry was riding the Knight Bus. The 
driver asked who he was, and Harry replied, "Neville Longbottom," his classmate. 

Odysseus and Harry share similar personal traits and physical traits: they both have a 
scar on them. A scar is like a birthmark that can reveal the identity of the bearer. Eury
cleia, Odysseus ' maid, recognized him through the scar on his foot. Harry's scar is in 
the shape of a lighting bolt on his forehead . It brought him fame throughout the wizard
ing community and is often used to identify him. In the second novel , while Harry was 
purchasing his school books in Diagon Alley, Professor Lockhart noticed Harry. "He saw 
Hany He stared. Then he leapt to his feet and positively shouted, ' It can't be Harry Pot
ter? " (Rawling 60). 

Spectrum 9 



The shape of Harry's scar also holds a significant value. It can refer to Zeus, king of 
the gods, who is often referred to as the lightning god. Many consider Harry to be a very 
powerful wizard because he defeated the (then) most powerful wizard, Lord Voldemort. 
Perhaps Harry can be referred to as the king of the wizards. 

The two share the same family values. Although Odysseus was living with the beauti
fullustrous nymph Calypso, he never gave his heart to her. It was always with his wife, 
Penelope. Harry Potter also longs to be reunited with his family. In the first novel, he 
discovers the Mirror of Erised, which reveals what a person desires the most (notice that 
"Erised" is the word "desire" in reverse). Although his parents are dead, all Harry sees 
when he looks into the mirror is his mother and father. It is interesting that both Odysseus 
and Harry have fame and respect, yet they both desire to be with their loved ones the most. 

Food is important element in both stories. In The Odyssey, food is always present. 
When Odysseus travels to a king's house, meals are always provided their new friend. At 
Odysseus' palace, the suitors constantly feast and have banquets with meats and wines. 
Similarly, in the Harry Potter series all the meals are large, exotic banquets. Every year, on 
the first day of school, to the amazement of all the first year students, the plates are magi
cally filled with food - not just meat loaf and potatoes, but mounds and mounds of food. 
The plates never go empty at the Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry. 

There are countless similarities between The Odyssey and the Harry Potter series. 
With various correlations between characters, creatures, and themes, the novels mirror 
each other. Although they were written centuries apart, the personalities of the main char
acters are closely related, along with their personal values. The parallelism in both novels 
link the two stories closer together than one would realize. 
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Halloween Cupid 
Carrie Nishimura 

There once was a guy named Jay 

Who was a psychopath by day 

Shooting evil arrows from above 

Hitting a witch who's now in love 

Dracula is whom she sees first 

Hunting him down made things worst 

But that's what Jay likes to see 

He now shoots a werewolf on its back 

She sees her love and started to attack 

A handsome vampire 

Is what got her heart on fire 

Hiding in a pumpkin barrow 

Are Jay and his last arrow 

Trick or treat 

Who will Frankenstein meet? 

Shooting Frankenstein on his chest 

He falls in love like the rest 

He turns and spots Jay 

Come to find out Frankenstein's gay. 

Plaster Casts by Kimi Werner 
Conte Crayon 
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The Itch 
Chana Hamer 

It started as an itch, just a slight itch, little more than a bug bite. She unknowingly 
began to scratch at it, trying to relieve the discomfort. Everything felt so strange lately, 
yet the reason why continued to elude her. Fleeting memories teased the edge of remem
brance, slipping through the cracks of consciousness, brief flashes she could almost deci
pher but were gone too soon. With a shake of her head and a deep sigh she rose from the 
window seat, returning to the conscious world. Life seemed so hectic and it was becoming 
more difficult to hide her anxieties. The only thing that seemed right anymore was when 
she was outside surrounded by nature - the feel of the soil between her toes, the sun on her 
skin and the wind in her hair - these things were real. Not her job, pathetic social life, or 
even her family - they were the dreams, or more specifically, the nightmares. 

"Ivy, what are you doing up there? Move it or we'll be late." Her mother's insistent 
reminder only added to her agitation. 

"Okay, Mom, I'm almost ready. I'll be right down" she claimed. What she really 
wanted was to stay in her room until her mother left, then take a walk alone in the woods. 
Unfortunately that was not an option. Her job required she attend the trade and product 
exposition to present the new growth-enhancing fertilizer, and as usual she had procrasti
nated and was now running late. 

"This is stupid, who in their right mind would pick me to be the Queen of the Expo? It 
has to be a joke." This was her half-hearted attempt to convince herself she didn't want to 
go. 

Her left hand began to itch more insistently, demanding her attention. A quick glance 
revealed a discoloration she didn't recall. Where did that spot come from? It felt like 
there was something inside, a sliver or something ... something green? 

"Great, just my luck, I'll get gangrene from a splinter." 

"Ivy, if you don't hurry up, I'm not going to take you." The exasperation was obvi
ous in her voice. Her mother was always prompt and disapproved of any delinquency. "It 
shows disrespect for the people you keep waiting" was her incessant reminder, and Ivy 
was forever being reminded. It's not that she meant to be disrespectful; she just got caught 
up in other things that seemed more important at the time. Grabbing her purse and the gar
ment bag containing her gown, she left the room to join her mother in the car. 

"You look lovely, dear. You'll be the most beautiful woman there, truly a queen." 

"Mom, it's a product expo, not the prom. I just happened to be the only one with the 
day off." She didn't admit, even to herself, that she was thrilled to be doing this. Her boss 
hadn't volunteered her; he asked her to do it. She was the most qualified and ideal person 
for the job, meaning that she was the only one in the company that had any dramatic train-
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ing and was gregarious enough to pull it off. 

To avoid the inevitable remainder of their conversation, Ivy turned on the car radio and 
began changing stations until she found something she liked. Phoebe Snow was croon
ing on the classic rock station, a mellow song of loves lost and hopeful futures. This was 
perfect - the music swept her away until her fears, for the moment, became unimportant. 

The itch began to intensify and spread. Now instead of one spot, she noticed three 
creeping along the spider web of blue veins on the back of her hand. She started to be con
cerned in earnest and debated going to the doctor. Maybe better to wait and see her regular 
doctor on Monday rather than have to pay extra for an ER visit just to end up looking fool
ish. It ' ll be fine, she attempted to convince herself while scraping at her skin and ignoring 
the increasingly leafy texture of her hand. 

The maelstrom of activity that heralds the opening day of the expo was breathtaking, a 
triumphant testimony to capitalism and America's need for mass consumption. Fortunate
ly there was a different entrance if you were participating in and not patronizing the event 
and this was blessedly free of people. 

As her mother pulled up to the gate, Ivy began collecting her things. She discovered 
that something was missing: Where was the box containing her crown and sash? It wasn't 
here, so where the hell was it? She remembered bringing it home from work and trying it 
on, showing off for her mom and feeling like the ugly duckling that finally figured out that 
it was indeed a swan. When they went over a bump it must have fallen off the seat, yeah 
that's what happened. Her frantic search revealed nothing; it wasn't in the car. When all 
else fails , there is only one other source to tum to. 

"Mom, help! Do you know where the box with the crown and sash are? Please say 
you picked it up off the counter and put it in the trunk." The itching in her hands, as her 
adrenaline surged and her heart played a staccato beat, had spread, increasing her panic. 
Not daring to breathe, anxious for the reply, Ivy riveted her gaze on her mother's face. 

"Why no, honey, was I supposed to?" With those innocent words Ivy felt her confi
dence crumble. The edifice of her once mighty narcissism was now a ruin of emotional 
rubble. What was she going to do? She was already late and there was no time to go 
home and retrieve her imperial accessories. 

There was no choice but to go and be as regal as possible without the accouterments, 
and at that moment ... Ivy realized that she could do it. An elusive memory flashed in her 
mind, a picture of her as majestic as any queen in history and a voice telling her that she 
was as stately as an oak, as graceful as a willow and as beautiful as a rose. There was no 
condescension in the voice - no teasing - it was just stating a fact, and with every fiber of 
her being she knew this to be true. A queen was a queen no matter what she wore. Who 
cares about silly trappings? She was beautiful without them. She alighted from the car 
and made her way towards the entrance, the itching in her hands a dim reminder to the 
panic of the past few minutes but her newfound confidence easily ignored it. 

Ivy was admitted by security into the backstage prep area without question. Her de
meanor left no doubt that this was exactly where she belonged. The room was filled with 
a multitude of actors, performers, front men and business representatives all in various 
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stages of ready. Heads turned her way as she progressed towards the area set aside for her. 
She had done most of her preparation at home so there would be less to carry. All that was 
left to do were some final touches and minor adjustments to her hair now that there was no 
crown to deal with. 

Her bout of anxiety had left her feeling parched. As she reached for her bottle of water, 
the itching reached a crescendo. Gone were the small bumps and slight discoloration that 
worried her earlier; they were now replaced with a spring time growth of green ivy mirror
ing the once blue tracks of her veins. The bumps had blossomed into delicate leaves the 
same shade as her eyes. There was a beauty and grace to the exquisite budding that almost 
overshadowed the horror she felt at seeing it on herself 

"Oh crap. Not now, not again." Her mind reverberated with the word 'again' until 
it sank in and took root. Again? When had this happened before? Nagging memories 
scratched at her consciousness, demanding attention. There was no way she could go out 
and represent her company looking like a shrub. Her mind sprinted for a solution, trying 
to outdistance her racing heart. She couldn' t think straight; the fear and panic had an 
iron grip on her mind, allowing nothing to penetrate, no thoughts to escape. Any moment 
someone was bound to notice and then she was done for. 

In desperation she began to pluck at the leaves and pry at the clinging vines. The pain 
was unbearable, unlike anything she had ever felt before. Pain shot up her arm, screaming 
for her to stop. There was a worse pain in her heart declaring the wrongness of her ac
tions. The phrase "Better I should pluck out my eyes" seemed strangely appropriate. 

Then, just as imminent discovery menaced and her heart was at its bursting point, she 
awoke with a start realizing that it was all just a horrible dream. Nothing like that could 
really happen ... who would want to look that hideous? A deformity like that would never 
be allowed to exist, out of kindness to the person. They would be treated like a modem 
John Merrick, a frightening elephant man. A cold shiver ran up her spine. Yuck, to look 
like that, all pink and bare, exposed to the elements. And why would she want to pluck 
off her leaves, she was always being told they were one of her best features. She shook 
her branches and rustled her gossamer green leaves as if to emphasize her point, thrilling 
at the feeling of the soil amongst her roots, the sun on her bark and the wind in her leaves. 
All was as it should be. However there was that one leaf that was starting to tum a funny 
shade of pink ... and it was starting to itch. 

COMMENTARY 

I began my quest for a short story to fulfill the assignment by looking at the things 
and people around me. Would the story I would tell be discovered there? My perusal and 
pondering found no focus so I chose "to sleep, perchance to dream" and there I acquired 
my story. 

The main character Ivy feels like there is something wrong; somehow she doesn't fit in 
her surroundings. She does what is expected of her, not what she wants, allowing others 
to control her. This is an illusion she has created but in reality she does what she chooses 
to do. By giving the impression that others have the control she can make herself out to be 
the martyr, the victim or self sacrificing Samaritan, depending on what role works best for 
that moment. 
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She enjoys the admiration and adulation of others but doesn't want to appear vain or 
self-centered. She tends to be distracted into doing other things if what she wants to do is 
different that what she has to do. This can also be a tool or weapon when used as passive
aggression to not do something and to avoid saying that she doesn't want to do it. Another 
protective device/weapon in her arsenal is a sarcastic sense of humor that can be very 
self-deprecating at times. 

The other character is Ivy's mother, often an incentive for action, at other times a focus 
for her aggression and insecurities. The mother's character tends to stay in the back
ground unless directly interacting with Ivy. 

"The Itch" refers to the neural feedback received from her hands. Our hands are an 
important part of our ability to control and manipulate our surroundings, getting a grasp 
on things. The itch itself can be a physical manifestation of the discomfort associated with 
change such as a molting bird or an emerging butterfly. As the stress and anxiety increas
es, the itch worsens, trying to get her attention, to wake her up or possibly to help bring 
about the eventual epiphany about herself. 

Her reality is being suppressed by her inferiority complex and insecurities and it is 
not until things get so beyond her control that she has no choice but to confront that sup
pressed truth. The tools used to force that confrontation was the stress of the event, the 
argument with her mother and the unrelenting irritation of the itch - somewhat akin to 
Chinese water torture, wearing down her defenses. 

The climax is reached when she finally has the epiphany of her own self worth. She 
can achieve this goal because she is so much more that she originally believed possible. 

All of the conflicts in the story are internal for Ivy except when she allows her frustra
tion to affect her relationship with her mother. They are resolved when she wakes up to 
realize that she was more than originally thought possible and many of the conflicting self
images were different in reality than in the dream. 

It is symbolic that the only time she feels at peace is amongst nature. Her job is repre
senting a fertilizer company and when she starts to feel good about herself; the analogies 
are all plant references. These all point at the truth she doesn't want to see; being human 
is the dream and she is a plant in reality. Or is she? Where do the dreams end and reality 
begins? What is the dream and who is the dreamer? 
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Goldilocks: by Detective Raddone 
Jensen Chang 

I been on his trail fo about tree months now 

Dis serial cereal burgla 

Witnesses describe da perp as one small haole girl 

But I know betta ass one guy midget 

Dress up like one small haole girl fo tro me off my game 

But I know his patterns I know his patterns 

He's afta your cereal folks 

Operating from Kaimuki 

To Pauoa Valley 

His signature 

Coupla strands off his blonde wig wea your cereal was 

ATTENTION! 

People wit dea last name dat staht wit da letta B 

Lookout fo one small haole girl in yo neighbahood, skipping around like one mahu 

Dass da way he run 

No foget lock up your cereal 

His last burglary was committed against da Bayer family of Round Top Drive 

Total loss: 2 boxes Froot Loops, 1 box Honey Bunches of Oats, and 13 packets instant 
oatmeal 

Devastating 

But relax 

No make dat sour face , 'cause Det. Raddone is on da case 

An' if it's da lass ting I do, I'm bringing in dis 
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Dream of Freshness/Sweetness by Suk Crenshaw 

Watercolor 
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My Hawaiian Blah-lah 
Lori Medeiros 

Oh how I long for my Hawaiian Blah-lah 
He stands tall like the bird of paradise 

exhibiting monarchy like the ancient Hawaiian kings. 

His skin, so soft and sweet 

Like an ono box of chocolate covered macadamia nuts 
I crave him, Oh how I crave him. 

His morning breath smells like a fresh pot of Kona coffee 
His teeth are as white as coconut milk 

His tongue taste like sugar 

His eyes sparkle like the stars in the Pacific 

His butt is round like an unripened ulu 

His biceps are solid like young taro 

As the wind blows open his lava lava, 
Like playing a game of peek-a-boo, 

I try to catch a glimpse of his erected anthurium 

I miss laying my head on his big beer belly 
I yearn to wrap my legs around his neck like a plumeria lei 

And feel the gentle breeze of his nose as he enjoys the scent of my flowers. 

His sweat tastes like pineapple juice, 
Sweet and tart. 

Under the stars he unravels me like a hot lau lau 

Gently peeling my ti leaves apart. 

Like a hungry man he digs through the luau leaves for the meat 

And like a fisherman he knows where the butterfish hides 

In the depths of the cave where the coconut oil flows. 
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My Family Portrait 
Jaclyn Shishido 

I awake to the smell of smoked char sui. 

I can hear the dishes cling and clang as they're being washed. 

Grandma's making sushi and nervous as usual 

She wants everything to be "Just right," 

And everyone to leave full. 

I slowly stumble to the bathroom 

My auntie reminds me to cut the sashimi. 

Everyone knows that's my expertise 

I splash my face with water 

It refreshes me like a good cup of coffee. 

I start to cut the sashimi as more family and friends arrive. 

They gather in the living room. 

The noise is as loud as a wine tasting convention. 

Soon after all the food is prepared 

Uncle Mike gives the usual speech. 

And Mom starts to carve the turkey. 

All moms, dads, aunties, uncles, cousins, gnmatm:ls 
grandpas gather around the oval 

table. 

Everyone says grace. 

They form a line we start to eat. 
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One Blah-/a Stole My Wife 

Lori Medeiros 

Once Upon One Time, one blah-la stole my wife. It happened so fast that I taught I 
was dreaming. It wen all start at Waikiki Beach. Oh, try wait ... Let me first tell you how 
me and my wife met. That's the very beginning. 

I was born and raised in Hawai 'i and I wen graduate at Mckinley High School. I 
wasn't eva interested in boys. Even when my hormones was acting up, I neva like boys. 
I found myself looking at girls. I had romantic dreams about some of the pretty girls at 
school and me walking hand in hand towards the sunset on the beach. I neva tell anybody 
cause I was shame. Some mahus got razzed by the boys at school for being homosexual, 
so I neva like take the chance and get teased. 

I heard about this night club called Hula's in Waikiki. I decided to go there one night 
and figure out if I truly am gay. I used my older sister's I. D. card and caught a ride with 
my gay friend, Uriah. He neva care that people tease him. He just snob em and show 
attitude. But as close as I was to Uriah, I neva tell him that I was gay. When we got to 
Hula's, I felt like I was a kid in a candy land. I danced up a storm and gave the "eye" to 
one pretty girl who gave me back the "eye." We had chemistry. But I neva leave with 
anyone's phone number cause I was shame. I wasn't sure if Uriah noticed that I was a 
closet case lesbian. After that night I decided to move to San Francisco when I graduate. 
So I just concentrated on my school work, almost becoming one nerd, and impatiently 
waited for the day I finish school. 

Sure enough, I did what I said I would do and moved to San Francisco. I figured that I 
would have lots to chose from in San Francisco, you know. .. lesbians. Rumor was that San 
Fran was the place for gays. That was the place for me to come out of the closet. To make 
one long story short ... 

I met my sweetheart at a coffee shop. I no remember the name cause when I moved to 
San Francisco I was too busy looking at all the girls and not anything else. It's a wonder 
how I managed to get around. Anyway, like the girl at Hula's, long time ago when I was 
in high school, we had mega chemistry. She was the girl of my dreams. We took turns 
playing the role as the "macho man" and "ultra feminine woman." It was great! We fell in 
love instantly and got married in no time. I was so happy and proud of her that I wanted to 
show her off to everybody back home. I was ready to tell my family. Well, I already told 
them that I got married but I neva say to who. They just assume I married one guy. So we 
moved to Hawai'i. 

When we got to Hawai'i, we decided to stay at one hotel and play tourist for one week. 
Then we can meet my family. We stayed at the Hawaiian Regent Hotel, ocean view. Then 
on the sixth day of our adventure of playing tourist in Waikiki, it happened. My wife wen 
spock one big blah-la surfing on the beach ofWaikiki. I noticed that when we were sitting 
on the sand, tanning our bodies, she was checking something out. I neva see girls surfing 
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so I wasn't threatened when she said "Wow!, Look at that big man conquering those waves 
on his surfboard." I knew she was impressed with the blah-la surfing, but I neva know she 
wen like him. 

So wouldn't you know, the blah-la rode the wave to shore and carried his surfboard 
with his big arms over his head. He was so fat and black. Well, okay, he wasn't black 
but dark brown. And yes, his skin color was nice, but he was fat. I couldn't make out 
the difference between his muscles from his fat. Well okay, he did look big, strong and 
macho. No way I could compete. So, he walked up to us and looked at my honey and said 
"Aloha." She was all goo goo over him. I just sat there with my mouth wide open and 
eyeballs popping out of their sockets. They totally ignored me and walked off together. 
After about one hour or so I decided to go back to the hotel room. I figured that we would 
probably have one argument and then make up. I had no idea what I would find. 

I opened the door to my room and noticed that it looked sparse. All I saw was my suit 
cases and boxes on the floor. I walked into the bathroom and saw that all her toiletries was 
gone. And there right in front of me, as I looked at myself in the bathroom mirror, I saw 
a white. envelope with my name written on it. I opened it up and read the letter my wife 
wrote to me ... 

Dear Jane, 

I am truly sorry. I love you dearly, but after meet
ing Junior I realized that I had confused my feelings 
of friendship with love. What I am trying to say is 
that I feel close to you as I would a sister. I now real
ize that I am not gay. Yes, we had chemistry but for 
me it was the chemistry of a twin sister and not that 
of a lover. Although, I must say for what it's worth, 
you have been a good lover. You see, when we met 
at the coffee shop, I was grieving the loss of my 
twin sister and best friend. She died a month before 
you and I met. You reminded me so much of her. 
Because you were gay I thought that perhaps I was 
too. And so the relationship began. You were excit
ing and comforting but my heart aches for Junior. 
I'm sorry and don't worry about filing for a divorce 
because in Hawai'i gay marriages are not recognized. 
Love you always. 

Can you believe it? She neva even sign her 
name! Well I guess there's no competing with one 
blah-la. I guess I going tell my family that I was 
just joking about being married. I hope they get one 
sense of humor. I think that might be better than 
telling them the truth. I wonder what would be more 
funny, the truth or the lie? One blah-la stole my wife 
or Joke, joke, I not married, just kidding. I guess I'll 
cross that bridge when I get there, ya, like tomorrow. 
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2nd Avenue 
Alice Alcorn 

soft sheet haven 

tuck your feet up -

the tiger can't get you. 

blue flowers blur in 

teary eyes. 

pale comfort, threadbare and 

dotted with 

soft pills from washing. 

smells like clean and cool beneath the 

window. 

hiding, waiting in the 

patches of sun warming 

through 

soft sheet haven. 

November by Kazuko Saito 
Watercolor 
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Day In Court 
Elizabeth Brown 

The fluorescent light just eight inches from my face blinked into life and the loud
speaker system boomed out "Standing head count, ladies. Rise and shine." The reality of 
where I was came immediately to my consciousness as I rose out of my bunk. This was 
my 199th day in Oahu Community Correctional Center (OCCC). Today was the big day: 
court run. 

I sat up in bed and pulled on the dark green top of the prison issued uniform, which 
resembled scrubs that a doctor or a nurse would wear in the operating room, except these 
items were all stamped with large, white letters: OCCC. We were not given any pajamas 
to sleep in, and I knew that if I tried to sleep in just my panties and t-shirt I could get a 
write up. So I slept in my uniform bottoms, as hot and uncomfortable as that was. 

As the other women in the dorm, from all backgrounds, nationalities, and walks of life, 
came to wakefulness around me, I climbed down the ladder of the top bunk where I slept. 
We all lined up on the painted red line bordering each side of the long hallway, which 
divided dorm A of module 20. 

1 looked around at the inmates that had been my roommates since I arrived here as 
they stumbled in various levels of consciousness to line up for our first of seven stand
ing head counts. I never wanted to live this close with 50 women again or have to get up 
before the sun to stand in a row like livestock. It was 4 a.m. on September 25, 2002. 

The Adult Corrections Officer (ACO) approached our dorm entrance and began his 
counting, ticking off each one of us with his finger, up one side and down the other. My 
mind drifted, and I thought about the day facing me. I knew from previous experience that 
it would be a long and tiring day, but I was anxious to get out into the real world, if only 
for a few hours. I was also a step closer to freedom. 

Breakfast was green, powdered scrambled eggs, partially cooked rice, and two slices 
of white bread. I bargained with the woman next to me for her packet of ketchup. Just an
other lovely meal in jail. Usually right after breakfast I would return to my bunk and read 
until I fell asleep again (which helped the day pass faster), but not this morning. 

I rushed to get ready, and was waiting when I heard my name over the loudspeaker, 
"Inmate Doe, control station." It was time to go. My heart stepped up its tempo, and I 
could feel the beginnings of butterflies in my stomach. 

Several other women would be going to court today as well, and we lined up to get 
strip-searched before leaving the module and heading down to intake, where we would 
await our transportation ACO's for the day. We would have the luxury of riding in a 1980 
Department of Public Safety van with no air conditioning and a strong wire mesh separat
ing us from the drivers. 
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I always felt embarrassed when I had to cough and squat for the ACO before going 
anywhere, even to school, although by now this was a daily routine, and I had become 
quite efficient at it. 

This was my second time here at OCCC, for the same charges: Theft in the Second De
gree. This time my chances were looking slim to none, as I was now a probation violator 
and they called me a repeat offender. 

When I was growing up, I never imagined that I would end up here, being degraded 
and discounted as a human being daily. I don't remember the day that smoking ice became 
more important to me than anything else in the world. All I know is that I felt that I could 
not live without it. No matter how hard I tried to stop, I just couldn't. That is how I ended 
up here. 

Walking in a single file fine close to the wall, my fellow inmates and I made our way 
down the hallways and were escorted into a holding cell with stainless steel benches built 
into the wall to wait. Whenever we would ask the guards a question, they would either 
ignore us, or just say, "Stand by." 

After some time, I heard the distinct jingling sound of chains, as in shackles and waist 
chains. The ACO called us out one at a time. When my tum came, I leaned against the 
wall and put one foot up out behind me at a time to allow the shackles to be locked around 
my ankles. Then came the waist chains and handcuffs connected to them. We were soon 
all connected together in a line. Someone cracked a joke, "I guess this is what a chain 
gang is! " I did not find it very funny. 

Getting into the van with shackles on is quite an adventure in itself. Good thing they 
had a little stool for us to step up on. Always looking out for the people on either side of 
me, I did not want to offend anyone. 

The drive into town was nice, especially as we headed out over H-3 to pick up some 
WCCC inmates who had court today also. The trip turned into a reunion, as women 
greeted each other like long lost friends and family, with a bittersweet combination of 
street slang and affection. 

On the way over the Pali, we all sang along with the radio, and I was reminded of field 
trips back in elementary school days. 

We finally reached Circuit Court, unloaded from the van, and were turned over to the 
sheriffs to be unchained and cuffed, and stripped-searched once again. Then all of us 
squished into the tiny, scary elevator for the short ride up to the third floor. 

Once we reached the cell, which we would call home for the next several hours, I spent 
the first 30 minutes or so reading the graffiti on the walls and looking for familiar names. I 
had to use the bathroom, but waited as long as I could before asking someone to block me 
so I could go in that tiny cell in front of six other women. 

As the morning wore on, I was grateful for the gray sweatshirt I was wearing under my 
OCCC greens; it had to be 40 degrees in there! Each time the door would grindingly slide 
open, we would all eagerly listen to find out whose name would be called next. "Good 
luck!" we called out to whomever 's tum it was at the moment to go appear in court. 
Finally it was my tum, and I turned to the cell full of women dressed in blues and greens 
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and raised my crossed fingers as I bounced out the door. A sheriff was waiting outside of 
the cell to shackle me for the long walk to the comiroom. I hoped he would not put them 
on too tight. Walking down that maze of hallway, I found myself uttering a quick prayer 
"Please God .. . " 

Entering through the back door of the courtroom, I saw my public defender waiting 
for me at the defense table. I gave her a pleading look, thinking to myself, "Do your job, 
girl!" She was almost young enough to be my daughter. I sat down. 

"All rise, all rise," said the bailiff. In walked Judge Ahn, whom I had never been in 
front of before, but I had heard through the OCCC grapevine that she was fair. 

I knew that today I would be changing my plea to guilty, and in exchange the prosecu
tor had agreed to go easy on me. Yet, in the pit of my stomach the butterflies had grown 
into baby birds and were doing a number on my insides. 

My public defender and I remained standing as the judge asked me what seemed like 
a hundred questions. "Has anyone promised you anything in exchange for your plea of 
guilty?" I shook my head. "Are you under the influence of any drugs or alcohol?" I 
wished I were, and had to stifle a giggle at the image of being high or drunk while in jail. 
At that moment, about 15 people came walking in, all carrying notepads and pens. It ap
peared to be a class of some kind. I felt on display and trespassed against, but tried to con
centrate on what the judge was telling me. The thought flashed through my mind, "Can't 
wait to get out of here," although that meant I would rather be back at OCCC than here! 

Sentencing will commence on December 12, 2002 at 10:30 a.m. See you back here 
then". Yeah, like I was going anywhere! It was over, until my next day in court. 
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I Wish ... 
Jason Yoshitsuge 

I wish it were Friday. 

I wish it were Saturday. 

I wish it were any day other than today. 

I wish I had the motivation to go to school. 

I wish I never hated school. 

I wish I loved school so I'd have a stupid degree already. 

I wish I had a billion dollars so I wouldn't have to go to school. 

I wish I knew what I wanted to do in life. 

I wish for a lot of things I don't have. 

I wish I didn't need so many things. 

I wish life wasn't so messed up. 

I wish life were easy. 

I wish life were easy for me. 

I wish I didn't think about life so much. 

I wish I never had to think about life at all. 

Compression by Hayden Ramler 
Charcoal 
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Growing Up in Jail 

Mayor Wright's Housing 

Honolulu's ghetto 

Cold Concrete 

Solid and Bleak 

the air was Hard 

like Cement 

the people were Tough 

like Iron Chains 

Bedrooms and Cell Blocks 

it's all the same 

Bare floors and Iron doors 

windows sealed Shut 

No way out 

Daddy was Strong 

and mostly gone 

Grandma was warm 

but the season was winter 

Mommy was Violent 

knickknacks and knives 

alive like Torpedoes 

Run! Duck! 

Hide and pray to live 

Solitary Confinement 

Dark Closet 

Cockroach territory 

share some space 
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Lori Medeiros 

as the Iron door Slams 

the Hole 

standing room only 

Musty air 

can't breathe too well 

Hope 

as I look down at my toes 

a strip of light 

Night by Nao Ito 
Ceramic 
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Christmas Wishes 

hugs 

with Dale 

kisses 

Jensen Chang 

on cheeks from Mom 

as we come through the door 

no animosity 

circles the dinner table like 

vultures chased by 

lovebirds 

love 

passes through our eyes 

Ren and Jadie 

smile 

genume 

no awkward silences but 

comfortable pauses 

as we partake of our food, each other's lives 

a family picture never taken 

a watercolor 

fantasy 

Structure with Texture by Mimi Horiuchi 
Collage 
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Same old Thing 
Holly Nishimoto 

When you walk into the first class of the day, you look around and go straight to the 
chair that you 've been sitting in ever since fall semester started. The seats aren't assigned, 
but you have proclaimed this seat to be yours . You know that no one will take it, because 
they have been sitting in their same old seats for the whole semester. 

You and another person are the only ones in class . You don 't want to make eye con
tact, unless you are willing to say "Hi" . You accidentally look towards the other person, 
so a slight smile appears on both your faces to show recognition. You look at the clock 
and you still have thirty minutes left. You try to think if you have a test for any of your 
other classes. It is hard to concentrate because the room starts to hum from the A C. All 
of a sudden it gets colder, so you put on your sweater as quietly as possible. You think 
of things you can do before class starts . You don't want to end up zoning or staring at a 
posted bulletin pretending to actually read it. 

As time goes by, more students start to walk in. Each time you hear the doorknob turn
ing, you look at the door to see who it is. You don't really know anybody in class, but the 
sound of people coming in the room has triggered your reflex. Finally, the teacher comes 
in and prepares the lecture. You start getting tired right before he starts lecturing. The 
smell of coffee from the person next to you makes you wish you went to Starbucks before 
class started. 

Feels like forever has passed, but when you look at the clock, you still have forty-five 
minutes left. 
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You Know You've Been in School Too Long When ... 

Anna Lisa B. Gacusan 

You know you've been in school too long when one day as you're sitting on the grass 
admiring the beauty of nature as sunlight streams through the leaves you have a hypo
thetical conversation with your brain about the process of photosynthesis and that aerobic 
respiration yields glucose, water and NaDPH2, then frustration hits you when you can't 
remember the end products of anaerobic respiration and when you're shopping in a gro
cery store, you an ally examine the canned goods for any dents of imperfections because 
in microbiology class you learned that improper sterilization techniques can lead to a case 
of botulism from the clostridium botulinum bacteria which would render you paralyzed 
and even as you sit on the beach trying to relax and not think for once, you glance at the 
incoming waves and start getting all poetic, then in about five minutes, you can think up at 
least a couple different haikus but you left your backpack with your pen and paper at home 
because you didn't want to deal with your homework, so all those ideas float away with the 
wind and later on when you try to remember what you were thinking, it doesn 't quite come 
out the same, so lose money, 
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and there are those days when you're stuck in pau hana traffic that you can actually 
take a psychological perspective on road rage, so when somebody toots his hom at you 
for something so petty like cutting in 1110 of a second after turning on your blinker, you 
can actually look at the person and think, "Hey, don't be a hater!" and then you kind of 
start forming theories on why this person might be so angry, maybe it's because his wife 
left him for his best friend who was the best man at his wedding and then all of a suddden, 
you can forgive the guy who beeped his horn at you, for anything, in fact, you want to stop 
your car in the middle of the freeway and jump out and walk to his car and tell him to beep 
his horn as much as needed and then you toot his horn to show him that it's okay, 

and when you jolt up wide awake from deep slumber at one in the morning, you know 
it's the anxiety because tomorrow is your zoology exam and you were supposed to be 
studying for it, in fact, how dare you fall asleep and sneak in some REM sleep spindles, 
that's not supposed to happen on exam nights, so you know your circadian rhythm is shot 
to hell 

and speaking of studying, if you find yourself at Kahala Mall at twelve in the morn
ing studying away with your study buddies and drinking Starbuck's coffee with the night 
duty officers, you should know by then that you have no life, whatsoever, and if you use 
weekend beach time to catch up on sleep when before you would be getting some serious 
sun and surf action, you better know how to wake your ass up and get to the beach 

because Monday is going to come way too soon and before you know it the weekend 
is completely over and you have to go to school again and when you drive to school on 
Monday morning, or for that matter, on any morning, it seems like no matter how early 
you wake up to get good parking, you never make it on time so you end up parking down 
at Fort Ruger and as you trudge up the incline past Diamond Head Theatre with your three 
massive textbooks in hand and your twenty pound backpack in tow, you say a silent prayer 
to God asking him to help you through another day of school again and to please hurry up 
and bless you with the beauty and wonder of summer again. 

You know you've been in school too long when you're sitting down eating dinner at 
a nice restaurant where they play live music and as you're bopping your head to the beat 
of the music, you casually glance at the guy who's playing the drums and when you look 
at his drum set, in your head you remember that the formula for the volume of a cylinder 
is PiR2h and then when the check comes, your friends and you the bill so you can calcu
late the tip because since you've been going to school since forever, so you are now the 
human calculator and therefore, the smartest one at the table so it's your job to figure out 
the tip, but you definitely know when you've been in school way too long when one day as 
you're just cruising, all mellow hanging out and so, so happy to be out and about, you hear 
somebody call you by your first name and you turn around and it's your zoology professor 
and "WOW!" since when did he know you by your first name and then a sinking feeling 
hits you in the pit of your stomach as you realize that as a student, you'll never, ever, ever, 
ever, really be free from all the madness, so, the frustration forces you to keep going so 
you can graduate and get the hell out! 
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"You and You, She and He" 

Brandi Manthei 

You and you, she and he, writing our prose for all to see. 
Silly rhymes or full flowing sentences is either-or more me? 
Flowered phrases, colorful diction, I ask; can we be so distilled? 

It is writ, the pen is mightier than the sword. 
We shall see as I take in hand the knife of ink. 
From 3D to two, picture taken, spread flat, glossed over, immortalized. 
I am woman of woman borne, descended from one special rib. 
Or so they say. 
I am she who believes without conviction. 

I am but a moment in time, with eternity ahead. 
Or so they say. 
You are too if the stories are true. 

I am she whose soul's scars only I know. 
You have yours also. 
Torn deep, the ridge and valley can be seen in my word and gesture._ 

Twins of life we all are, yet as different as we can be. 
Snowflakes, gumdrops and grains of sand. 
Sweet, cold, hot, old, all are possibilities. 

I prefer the heat of youth mixed with the ice strength of the old. 
Or so I say. 
Take my word for it, I am whatever I say I am. 

A contradiction with every breath. 
Winter, Summer, Spring, and Fall. 
Seasons change, I am She incarnate. 

I am Apollo and Athena. 
Caduceus and staff. 
All for all yet none for none. 
Strong like the lion and gentle like the lamb. 
I am a combination lock with the tumblers already turned. 
Face with a domino, hidden in plain sight for all to see. 
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Arrgh! 

You ask too much! 
To cram my essence into a pen and watch it bleed onto paper. 
For what? Your amusement? Your edification? Your need? 
My life on display per your request but will it matter to anyone but me? 
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Michelle Pfeiffer He Was Not 
Anonymous 

I hate science. All right, that's a little harsh; I don 't hate science, but I sure as hell 
don ' t love it either. I could list my full opinion of the subject and give you every single 
detail as to why I dislike science (and when I say this , I just mean science as a school 
subject, and not like, the basic ASPECT of science .... Yes, that's right, I hate all things sci
ence, especially that whole " creation of the universe" deal. I mean really, who cares?? .. . 
Yeah, that's not how I feel.) but when it comes down to it, there's only one real reason I 
don't like science: frogs. You see, I have a SEVERE irrational fear of frogs and all other 
amphibious creatures, an "even pictures of frogs cause me to go into expletive laced fits of 
hysteria"- severe irrational fear. You know the kind (I 'm sure one of your second cousins 
can tell you all about it, especially the inbred ones). There 's no real explanation for this 
fear (although that would make sense, it being an irrational fear and all); I'm not allergic 
to frogs , I wasn't attacked by a giant mutant frog as a child (THANK GOD), my stepfather 
wasn ' t an abusive alcoholic ... that happened to be a frog. None of that. Because of this 
little "ailment" I have, I think it goes without saying that I would rather gouge out my eyes 
with a rusty screwdriver and eat my extracted corneas than stare at pictures of frogs for an 
entire school year, let alone dissect a frog. Hence my avoidance of most natural science 
classes; I'd rather keep my eyesight in functioning order. 

My game plan of "avoiding natural science classes at all costs" has never presented 
a problem, but in 9th grade, something happened. It had nothing to do with frogs , and it 
wasn't really a problem, so much as a life altering-experience that has forever changed me 
(and by that, I mean: a crazy experience that has given me an anecdote that I can forever 
tell/force on people). Regardless, if not for my avoidance of frogs , it never would have 
happened. 

During my first year of high school, I took Physical Science as per the DOE's require
ment that every high school student take at least one credit of science during freshman 
year. Most of my friends took Biology BSCS, aka "the higher science class ;" I could've 
taken it, unfortunately the aforementioned frog-aspect prevented me from doing so, plus 
I figured Physical Science would be an easy A', what with it being a low level freshman 
class and all. 

I ended up with a C. 

Mrs. Carlson was a kindly old woman with silver hair and red rimmed plastic glasses. 
She was one of those teachers that had been at the school for as long as anyone can re
member (I think she was one year away from retirement). She spoke in a lively southern 
accent, but wasn't very assertive (which is sadly an understatement). Just from the first 
few days, I could tell she was a "pushover" teacher that treated her students like shiatsu 
masseuses, and let them walk all over her. The rest of the class saw this as well, and 
treated her terribly as a result (Not me, of course, I was just a spectator to this mess). 
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I recall our first experiment: We were to measure the weight of a cup of beans by 
placing them on a scale (I think it was a lesson on mass and volume). Well , despite the in
structions to "put the beans on the scale", most of the students interpreted that extra tricky 
wording as "throw the beans at the TEACHER." 

There were a lot of projectiles thrown in the vicinity of Mrs. Carlson during that class: 
wet, wadded up paper towels (they stick to chalk boards like magic!), pencils, desks, the 
list goes on. Besides lobbing foreign objects at our instructor, the students in my class also 
had a penchant for lighting things on fire. There were no experiments that actually IN
VOLVED fire, mind you-- I don 't even think we had access to equipment, such as bunsen 
burners, that could produce a flame -- the students were just using their lighters to "test" 
the flammability of things! Rubber cement was a popular test subject (If you weren't 
already aware, here's what the students discovered: Warning labels actually contain facts! 
When a bottle says WARNING: CONTENTS EXTREMELY FLAMMABLE, it isn't there 
for decorative purposes. (Amazing, I know). I remember the first time such an experi
ment took place ... After a conclusion had been reached ("Ho cuz! Look at ' em bum!!") the 
problem of putting out the fire arose. No one was going to take credit for a piece of paper, 
covered in flames, sitting in between the second and third row of class (which, by the way, 
was about a seat from where I was situated). So as a result, no one tried to put it out, and 
just sat idly by until the teacher noticed. When she did (about a minute later), she went 
up to the moderately sized flame (about three or four inches tall), and instead of grabbing 
the fire extinguisher, or filling up a cup of water to pour on it, she tried stomping it out 
with her foot, thus causing her pant leg to almost catch fire (it didn't, thankfully). "Hmm, I 
probably should've gone about that differently," she remarked, after successfully putting it 
out. 

That being said: Maybe it was the class' behavior (call it a hunch), or maybe it was 
the fact that the stupid school overcrowded the science classes that year (and Mrs. C. was 
teaching more classes than she normally did) ... Whatever the reason, that was our first and 
only quarter with Mrs. Carlson. 

Edward Applebee was a tall white man in his late 20's/early 30's; he wore thick glass
es, and had perpetually sunburned skin. During the last few days of the first quarter, he'd 
come in to observe our class. At first, it was kind of mysterious as to why he was there, 
but towards the end of the quarter, it became evident that he was going to be our teacher 
for the rest of the year. 

At the start of the second quarter, we reported to a completely different classroom, as 
Mr. Applebee was assigned his own room. Most of us had to walk clear across campus 
and up three flights of stairs to get to this new room-luckily Mr. Applebee never seemed to 
mark anyone tardy. At first , it felt like the class might actually work! "Maybe the students 
will respond to Mr. Applebee, a younger, less traditional teacher!" I thought to myself. 
"Maybe we ' ll actually learn something and have a little fun in the process!" I continued. 
"Maybe this year won't be so bad after all." 

That was a great 15 minutes. 

It was all downhill from there. Mrs. Carlson may have let her students walk all over 
her, but Mr. Applebee let his students beat him relentlessly with metal baseball bats. Many 
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things were learned in that class (various card games, paper-ball fighting tips [tom out text 
book pages make for GREAT artillery]), unfortunately, not in subject of Physical Science. 
In the beginning, he tried giving us assignments and tests, but barely anyone ever did 
them, or if they did, blatantly cheated on them when doing so. 

Besides his previously mentioned traits, Mr. Applebee had other qualities as well: bad 
breath, body odor, and he was kind of scary looking. I felt bad for him, as he looked like 
a cross between Stephen King and Stephen Hawking (minus the crippling physical illness, 
that is). As a result, the students would always make fun of him, to his face, not only 
about his physical appearance (telling him he had B.O., asking him if he was gay, if he 
ever had sex, etc.), but even his name, calling him Mr. Asshole-bee and Mr. Apple-GAY on 
a regular basis. 

It was one thing to play around in class, but I found all of these comments to be 
incredibly rude, not to mention mean. Why, in my day, young whipper snappers were to 
call their elders by their proper surname! Anything less, and I'd be sure to acquaint their 
backside with my belt! 

If the personal attacks weren't enough, sometimes, when they were REALLY bored, 
some of the students would actually go through his backpack, behind his desk. And of 
all things, he had clothes and underwear in there. I remember when this first happened, 
I thought to myself "Of course, of course it had to be something like that. Sitcom-law 
would not allow anything less." He explained to them (yes, because they asked him why 
he had those things in his bag; that's right, they didn't even CARE that he knew they 
went through his things) that he liked to go to the beach sometimes after school, and so he 
wanted a change of clothes just in case he did. They then proceeded to laugh at him, for 
numerous obvious reasons. 

Out of all the horrible things my classmates did to Mr. Applebee, this was the worst in 
my opinion. Being a MORON does not excuse you from violating someone's privacy for 
entertainment purposes (and I know what you're thinking, but people on reality shows sign 
consent fonns). Were these children raised in a bam?? Perhaps a bam that happened to 
double as testing facility for a drug that causes people to be FUCKING DEGENERATES 
OF SOCIETY THAT GO THROUGH THEIR OWN TEACHERS' BAGS THEN PRO
CEED TO MAKE FUN OF THEM TO THEIR FACE ABOUT THE CONTENTS FOR 
PERSONAL AMUSEMENT. AHHHHHHHHH!!!! Ahem. Yes. Moving along ... 

Due to the class' "stressful" curriculum, many students felt the need to have a "relax
ation break" during class, lighting up right outside the classroom. While never observing 
this first hand, I, and pretty much everyone else, was aware of these "breaks" that certain 
students would take, and when one of my classmates threw her stash and pipe in my lap 
in a panicked effort to hide it (she was on the run from security) while I was sitting at my 
desk, my suspicions were definitely confirmed. We were both called down to the office (as 
I was apparently an "accessory" to the whole matter). Thankfully the girl was very nice 
and made sure that I didn't get in trouble since I wasn't involved at all. I remember laugh
ing to myself the entire time; the ridiculous situations just kept topping themselves in that 
class. Things being the way they were, it was just a matter of time before that happened. 
Or I was knifed. Something along those lines. 
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Sometimes it seemed like an unseen force was behind all of this craziness, as the 
antics didn't end with student misbehavior: For reasons I can't recall , our class was forced 
to spend a few weeks in a different classroom (I believe it was right next door to Mrs. 
Carlson's room, in fact) , only a month into the second quarter. During this time, nothing 
changed: everyone was still horrible to Mr. Applebee, and he continued to quietly repress 
his urges to kill us. Same old, same old. 

Well, about two weeks into our stay, everything came crashing down. Mr. Applebee 
killed seven students and wounded ten others with a sawed off shotgun ... okay, not really, 
but if you were there, you'd agree that scenario wasn 't too far fetched. My friend and 
I anticipated something like that would happen one day (and scarily, this was before all 
those school and work-related shootings started popping up everywhere). Anyway, let's 
rewind a little: ... everything came crashing down. Literally. I don't think that classroom 
had been used in several years, as it was pretty dilapidated, but no one suspected that the 
ceiling would fall on us. I kid you not. We were halfway through the class when I heard a 
loud cracking noise, followed by the sight of 20-30 ceiling tiles falling directly on several 
students' heads (the material was light, so no one was injured), then a giant cloud of dust. 
I was fortunate enough to be sitting away from "the fall zone," thankfully. I remember 
taking a piece of debris as a souvenir. I have no idea where it is now; I may have thrown it 
away, as my dad warned me that it may be covered in asbestos. Great. This class was the 
gift that keeps on giving: fun experiences and lung cancer! Boy, oh boy. 

After reading about that train wreck of a class, I'm sure it comes as no surprise that 
after only having us for two quarters Mr. Applebee quit, leaving us with an understandably 
stricter substitute teacher for the entire fourth quarter. This is how I got a C. Astonishing 
as it may sound, in those two fun-filled quarters with Mr. A. I learned absolutely nothing, 
and as a result, the tests and quizzes that our sub gave us contained completely foreign 
material to me, and I only passed through cramming and previous knowledge. 

Looking back on this class, it reminds me of the movie "Dangerous Minds," minus 
the hardcore situations, and without any sort of moral at the end. And the teacher wasn't 
so much Michelle Pfieffer, as he was a Stephen King/Stephen Hawkings look-alike. So I 
guess it wasn't really like "Dangerous Minds" at all . Coolio did however write a theme 
song for our class, and ain't nobody takin' that away from me. No way, no how ... yep ... 
except for the fact that Coolio didn't write any such theme song, and I am a flagrant liar. 
But other than that, no. 
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Adopt an Ahupua 'a 

Keri Black 

Service Learning is a concept newly introduced to my life. I was actually exposed to 
it from the assessment and evaluation side two years ago by my best friend, Tanya, who is 
very active in the evaluation of service learning programs across the country, but I never 
thought of myself as one who would participate in the program. I was wrong. I have been 
out of school for many years and recently decided to go back to school. This was my first 
semester back, and let me assure you that it has not been easy. I have forgotten so many 
things like how to study, finding the time to study, and how to prepare for tests. I went 
into my classes the first week of the semester, my knees trembling. I was worried about 
my possible performance. When Mr. Chung said the magic word "EXTRA CREDIT, " my 
attention was focused on the paper he passed around. I was intrigued when I read about 
what Adopt an Ahupua'a could teach me. I am fascinated with these islands. They feel 
like home, despite the fact that I have lived here only a short time. I felt a burning desire 
to try to prove to the islands that I am willing to earn the right to stay and be accepted in 
my new home. All these reasons were running through my head as Mr. Chung offered 
service learning to the class. I decided to go for it. 

I started off by going to the first mandatory meeting. I met Ulla Hasager and Nelda 
Quensell, the two coordinators for Adopt an Ahupua'a. They explained how the pro
gram worked and gave a short lecture on Hawaiian lands and how they were divided 
into ahupua'a. I found out that I needed an individual service learning project as well as 
the mandatory meetings. I decided to work at Kapi'olani Community College (KCC). I 
based this decision solely on Ulla and Nelda 's lecture on the responsibility we have to our 
ahupua' a. I had become a student at KCC so now it was my responsibility to try and take 
care of that land. So, off I went. 

From the beginning, I was unsure how I was to apply my biology class to this program. 
As it turned out, there were many examples, but I had to work hard to find them. Part of 
my individual service learning was to be responsible for trying to propagate three plants. 
Having never tried to grow anything, I was unsure what to do but resolved to try. As the 
semester passed, two of my three attempts have been successful and the third is not a 
failure, but rather an endangered species that takes much longer to germinate. I am quite 
proud of the fact that I have succeeded. I am also aware of the many terms Mr. Chung 
has used in class that are starting to make sense in a practical way. Propagation is what I 
was trying to do with the seeds. I was trying to reproduce a species. Photosynthesis, the 
changing of sunlight into energy, is necessary to the process of growing the plant, and dif
fusion was necessary to bring the water into the seeds. I will always be able to apply these 
words because I have tended these pots for three months. 

Another example of practical application is that the same week that the lab started the 
fetal pig dissection, I went to Waihe'e Lo'i in Kahalu'u where I saw the men butcher a pig. 
There is a big difference between the clinical approach with a small, fetal pig and the full 
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grown, live pig, and because I had this experience in the first week of the dissection I was 
much more interested in the dissections over the next two weeks. I had seen the intestines, 
heart, and liver being taken out of the full-grown pig, so when I saw the same organs in the 
fetal pig I dissected I paid closer attention than I normally would have. That experience 
definitely has strongly reinforced my pig anatomy lessons! 

There have also been many other examples that are less directly connected to class
room terminology, but have everything to do with biology, which is the study of living 
things. I have learned about the fragility of an ecosystem and how to be more responsible 
with seeds, plants, or animals that are not native to the area. I have also learned about 
the evolution of the Hawaiian plants and animals. The plants and animals can be traced 
by their phenotypes (e.g. loss of thorns or birds loosing flight) . I learned from my trips 
about how the native Hawaiian plants, having no predators, slowly lost their defenses (e.g. 
thorns). I also learned about how the introduced species so easily take over and are killing 
the native plants because of that lack of defenses. 

I believe, however, the most important thing I have learned in the Adopt an Ahupua'a 
program is that I can make a difference. I grew up with people who lived hand-to-mouth. 
There was no social conscience to pass down to me, only the feeling that my participation 
would not make a difference, so why bother? Survival was a necessity. Social conscience 
and volunteering time to the community was a foolish and lazy approach to life. I am 
happy to realize that this entire philosophy is wrong. Not only can I make a difference, but 
also I have made a difference. I have helped clear land around a heiau to make access to 
the holy place easier for the kupunas. I have rebuilt a dam, restoring the water source for 
the lo'i fields. I have picked up trash on a beach that is special to me. · I have tended pots 
until they sprouted seedlings that can be found only in Hawai'i. I have weeded and fertil
ized the gardens of KCC. All these things I am responsible for, and I feel great about it. 

In return for my volunteering and giving to the community, I have been rewarded with 
not only increased knowledge for my class but increased knowledge of the islands I want 
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to call home. I have learned more about the Hawaiian people, both past and present. My 
trip to Waihe'e Lo'i taught me how they farm. I learned about the lo'i and how to care for 
it. I learned about the water rights and how important they are. I learned about where the 
fresh water comes from on the island, and how the water board has tapped the mountains 
to give us water. I saw how the family worked together to butcher and process a pig. I 
saw how important it was to work together with a several hundred pound pig! I saw how 
vital it is to work together to feed and take care of the family. 

My trip to Halawa Valley taught me how they worshiped. I learned about heiaus and 
what can be done in a heiau. I learned how alive the spirituality of the Hawaiian people 
is, even in today's world. I met Uncle Boots and was very impressed. Most Americans 
would probably look down on him, because he wasn't dressed in a nice suit, or because he 
spent time tending rocks in the forest. I don't think that. I was grateful for all the infonna
tion he took the time to pass on to strangers. In return for helping them clear some trail, 
and restoring the rock wall, they fed us and taught us the history of the valley and why it is 
important to the spirituality of the Hawaiian people. 

The last mandatory meeting was cleaning up the beach area past Sandy's. Ulla taught 
us about the ongoing struggle to keep the land undeveloped. Nelda taught us about the 
plants that needed the salt spray to survive. Although the information was welcome, I 
benefited in a totally different way. I have spent the semester giving parts of myself to the 
island. I have done this willingly with open heart and open mind. I do not feel like it is a 
coincidence that the last meeting was held in the one place on the island that I have con
nections with. I came here to Hawai'i without roots, without family, without connections. 
I decided to find my first dog, and when I found her she was perfect in her soul. Unfortu
nately, she was not perfect in her body. She was born with the inability to absorb nutrition 
from her food. She lived fifteen months and during those months I spent many days at 
the area past Sandy's beach. I took her for her first swim and her last hike there. Now I 
found myself attending a mandatory meeting in the one place that I have avoided since her 
death. I was overwhelmed with the memories of our time there, until a turtle, a wise-eyed 
honu, stuck his head up not ten feet from me and stared at me. That honu stayed close 
to me until I was able to let the pain go and feel the good memories. I know this is not 
scientific. I know this is probably not even what Mr. Chung wants in this paper, but I will 
always believe that I gave a part of myself to this island by volunteering with the Adopt 
an Ahupua'a. I have worked hard on the projects when others were standing around. I 
have carefully tended the pots until they grew, and I have listened with open heart to those 
willing to share their knowledge with me. In return for my efforts, the island has given me 
my special place back. I think I have finally found a place I can call home, all because of 
service learning. 

I have found my service learning experience to be educational, fun and rewarding. I 
have enjoyed the people I met, and am grateful for the time they volunteered. Ulla and 
Nelda deserve many rewards for their efforts. The atmosphere they create is one of ohana. 
I was truly impressed by their efforts on behalf of the students. They fed us, made sure we 
could get to the different sites, were available for questions, and always had an open door. 
I not only will recommend service learning to others, but I plan on continuing my volun
teering with Adopt an Ahupua' a. 
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Alcohol and Pregnancy is a Lethal Combination 

Yufei Rishelle Zhou 

When Ellen 0. lost her fight against alcoholism, she discovered she was pregnant. 
Although Ellen gave up alcohol two months into her pregnancy, her son Malcom was born 
with fetal alcohol syndrome (FAS), which includes abnormalities of the brain, growth 
retardation, and facial malformations (Timberlake 32). Malcom was born with noticeable 
abnormal physical features indicative ofF AS that included a small head, small body, low 
weight, small eye openingd, and drooping eyelids. What Ellen didn't know was these 
alcohol-related birth defects are 100% preventable, simply by not drinking alcohol during 
pregnancy. According to the Centers for Disease Control (CDC), alcohol is the leading 
known preventable cause of birth defects and mental retardation (Centers for Disease Con
trol and Prevention). Alcohol has been identified as responsible for damages to the fetus 
during pregnancy which resulted in high incidence of still births, miscarriages and prema
ture babies (Warren 153). The longer a mother drinks during her pregnancy the lower the 
mental capacities of her infant will be (Coles 23). "Children exposed to moderate levels of 
alcohol during pregnancy show growth deficits and intellectual and behavioral problems" 
( qtd. in Jacobson 27). Consumption of any amount of alcohol while pregnant will increase 
the risk ofF AS. 

In 1973 Kenneth L. Jones and David W. Smith from the University of Washington 
School of Medicine in Seattle, Washington reported a syndrome associated with alcohol in 
pregnancy (Committee to Study Fetal Alcohol Syndrome). The infants were found to have 
a pattern of altered growth and development with similar facial features. The craniofacial 
abnormalities consisted of microcephaly (small head), short palpebral fissures (small eye 
openings), epicanthal folds (extra skin folds close to the nose), and mid-facial hypoplasia 
(middle area of face appears :flattened). There were other abnormalities of the body includ
ing problems with joints, kidneys, genitals, cleft palate, and the heart. Not all the initial 
cases reported had all of these abnormalities, but the facial features were consistently 
identified as characteristic of a child with FAS. 

In 1980 and again in 1989, the Fetal Alcohol Study Group of the Research Society of 
Alcohol updated its definition of Fetal Alcohol Syndrome. There must be a documented 
history of alcohol use in the maternal history before applying any of the following criteria. 
Then there should be signs of abnormality in each of three categories: 

1. Prenatal and/or postnatal growth retardation (weight, length, or head circumference 
alone or in combination) below the 10 % when corrected for gestational ago 

2. Central nervous system involvement (including neurological abnormality, devel
opmental delay, behavioral dysfunction or deficit, intellectual impairment and/or 
structural abnormalities, such as microcephaly, a head circumference < 3%) or brain 
malformations found on imaging studies 
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3. A characteristic face, currently qualitatively described as including short palpebral 
fissures, an elongated midface, a long and flattened philtrum, thin upper lip, and flat
tened maxilla. 

Scientists still do not know the exact affect alcohol has on a growing and developing 
embryo or fetus. Theoretically, the alcohol may have a direct toxic effect. Alcohol me
tabolizes other substances like acetaldehyde; this substance is embryotoxic in rodents. It is 
not clear at what level this toxic effect occurs, but in rodent studies, impairment of cellular 
transport (movement of materials in and out of cells) functions did occur at even low levels 
of acetaldehyde (Committee to Study Fetal Alcohol Syndrome). This impairment caused 
the demise of the rodent in the experiment. 

Prostaglandins (potent hormone-like substance found in semen) may also be involved 
in the pathophysiology (physiology of disordered function) of alcohol toxicity. It has been 
postulated that alcohol may interfere with prostaglandin metabolism and may interfere 
with the normal balance and regulation of placental blood flow. The placenta is the organ 
created early in pregnancy for delivering oxygen and nutrients to the developing embryo 
and fetus. (Centers for Disease Control and Prevention). 

Finally, if there is decreased blood-flow to the fetus, there will be insufficient oxygen 
and essential nutrients. Chronic hypoxia (decreased oxygen) has been implicated in the eti
ology of alcohol related birth defects. Studies have attempted to define the exact amount 
of alcohol necessary to produce the fetal alcohol syndrome. It is possible that with first 
trimester exposure, the newborn will have more structural abnormalities since this is the 
critical period of organogenesis (development of the organs of the body) for the embryo. 
With only second and third trimester exposure to alcohol, perhaps the fetus will have more 
behavioral and psychological dysfunction, without structural abnormalities which is more 
consistent with a fetal alcohol effect (FAE). 

A single known dosage of alcohol responsible for producing the vast range of abnor
malities in FAS has not yet been identified, nor is the lowest harmless dose of alcohol 
known. Evidence suggests that transient, high concentrations of alcohol, like those as
sociated with binge drinking, can be especially devastating. It is a well known fact that 
alcohol affects women differently than men. Women become more impaired than men do 
after drinking the same amount of alcohol, even when differences in body weight are taken 
into account. This is because women's bodies have less water than men's bodies. Because 
alcohol mixes with body water, a given amount of alcohol becomes more highly concen
trated in a woman's body than in a man's. A higher level of alcohol concentration would 
markedly increase exposure and damage to the fetus during the prenatal period. 

The worldwide incidence ofFAS is 1.9 per 1000 live births. Incidence rates vary con
siderably, depending on the region of the world. FAS reported cases have been reported 
from Australia, Canada, Finland, France, Sweden, Switzerland, and England. The studies 
from the United States were from Boston, Cleveland, Denver, Lorna Linda, Seattle, and 
the American Southwest. The studies reflect Caucasian, Black, Native American, middle 
class, inner city, and suburban populations. It is clear that certain socioeconomic groups 
have a greater incidence ofF AS. Some Native American populations have the highest 
incidence in the world (Apache, Ute 19.5 per 1000 births). Mental retardation is a major 
feature ofFAS and it is now recognized as the leading known cause of mental retardation 
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in the Western world. The economic impact ofF AS is staggering. In the United States, the 
economic cost associated with FAS to be $2.8 billion in 1998 (Centers for Disease Control 
and Prevention). 

The CDC's Birth Defects Monitoring Program (BDMP) has collected data on the 
incidence ofF AS among newborn infants since 1979. This report presents a rate for FAS 
in the United States using BDMP data from 1979 through 1992. From 1979 through 1992, 
a total of 1782 FAS cases were reported among 9,057,624 births, a rate of2.0 per 10,000 
births. During 1992, the BDMP identified 67 infants born with FAS, representing a rate of 
3.7 per 10,000 births. This rate shows an increase of more than threefold that of 1979 (1.0 
per 10,000 births). 

It is clear that FAS is a birth defect caused by prenatal exposure to alcohol. It is the 
leading cause of mental retardation in the United States. Drinking during pregnancy is 
dangerous. Alcohol can have a number of harmful effects on the baby. The baby can be 
born mentally retarded or with learning and behavioral problems that last a lifetime. It is 
not known the exact amount of how much alcohol is required to cause FAS. We do know, 
however, that these alcohol-related birth defects are 1 00-percent preventable, simply by 
not drinking alcohol during pregnancy. The safest course for women who are pregnant or 
trying to become pregnant is not to drink alcohol at all. 
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The Power of Cigarettes 
Alice Alcorn 

Cigarette smoking is the leading cause of preventable death in the United States. It is 
widely acknowledged to be an extremely dangerous and addicting habit. On the surface, it 
seems as though whatever positive effects smoking may have are far outnumbered by the 
risks involved. However, millions of people all over the world continue to smoke. Scien
tists have determined that nicotine is a highly addictive drug that maintains a vicious cycle 
of need in the human body. Besides being addictive, nicotine also enhances and positively 
reinforces many of the habit-forming aspects of cigarette smoking, and society affirms 
many of the reasons that smokers continue to smoke. When smokers attempt to quit, they 
often hit a wall that seems insurmountable. But what about the smokers who defiantly 
refuse to quit, or even to attempt it? Obviously they are affected by nicotine addiction and 
that plays a crucial role in their need for cigarettes. But many scoff at the medical research 
pointing to the deadly side effects of smoking. They claim it is exaggerated, over-publi
cized propaganda designed to force them to quit their "dirty little habit." All of these are 
parts of an incredibly sticky web that keeps smokers entangled -for years, decades, even 
lifetimes- as active participants in their own deaths . If smokers are to be convinced to give 
up cigarettes once and for all, society must first understand all of the elements that play a 
role in their decision to continue. 

Webster (Merriam-Webster, 2002) defines addiction as the "compulsive need for and 
use of a habit-forming substance (as heroin, nicotine, or alcohol) characterized by toler
ance and by well-defined physiological symptoms upon withdrawal; broadly: persistent 
compulsive use of a substance known by the user to be harmful." Cigarette smoking 
seems to fit this defnition perfectly. When nicotine is used regularly, the brain begins to 
need more of it to achieve the same effect. This is considered tolerance to nicotine. Smok
ers generally report withdrawal symptoms such as irritability, mood-swings, and weight 
gain (Krogh, 1991 ). And smokers are certainly aware of the harmful affects of cigarettes, 
as they are inundated with this information on a daily basis. So on the surface smoking 
appears to meet the criteria to be considered an addiction. Unfortunately, it is still difficult 
to pin a concrete label on such a complex human behavior. Over the past several decades, 
scientists have done hundreds of studies to determine some of the physical and physiologi
cal causes for cigarette smoking. 

It is believed that nicotine performs in the brain much as one of the body's natural 
chemicals, acetylcholine, or ACH. This neurotransmitter has several functions in the body, 
one of which is to induce the release of other neurotransmitters. When the adrenal glands 
get a dose of nicotine, "they release the neurotransmitters norepinephrine and epineph
rine, the latter of which is better known as adrenaline. It is these neurotransmitters that are 
responsible for some of the stimulating effects of nicotine" (Krogh, 1991, p. 32). This is 
why some smokers report that smoking makes them feel more alert. Research has found 
that larger doses of nicotine can actually have a relaxing effect, which is why many smok
ers say that they smoke cigarettes in order to relax. Clearly, both effects of cigarette smok-
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ing on the brain and body can lead to addiction, requiring greater or more frequent doses 
of nicotine to achieve the desired state. 

There are various elements of cigarette smoking that make it an easy habit to develop. 
In addition to the pleasant feelings nicotine can create in the brain, the act of smoking can 
itself serve to reinforce the behavior. Smoking is a very ritualistic experience, and many 
smokers enjoy every aspect: "the routine of handling the pack and the cigarette, lighting 
up, gazing into the flame, the oral satisfaction of drawing, the taste and the smell. Eat-
ing and drinking are synergistic with smoking: they each enhance the taste of the smoke, 
and smoking enhances the contemplation of the food and drink" (Dawson, 1994). Others 
report that they enjoy the actual sensation of the smoke entering their mouth and waft-
ing to the back of their throat. A group of researchers studied this concept in the 1980's, 
exploring the effect of nicotine particles on "the back of the throat, the windpipe, and the 
lungs" (Krogh, 1991 , p. 21). Participants were placed into two groups, one of which had 
to "gargle and inhale a mist containing the anesthetic lidocaine ... after which they inhaled 
controlled doses of nicotine" (Krogh, 1991, p. 22). Although they got the same amount of 
nicotine, the subjects with the numbed throats experienced stronger cravings than the con
trol group. Clearly, this study points to a psychological satisfaction derived from smoking 
that is outside of nicotine addiction itself. 

Ernest Dichter (1947), a non-smoker himself, came up with several reasons for the 
mysterious compulsion to smoke. First of all, "smoking is fun ... It can be traced to the 
universal desire for self-expression. None of us ever completely outgrows his childhood ... 
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it becomes a legitimate excuse for interrupting work and snatching a moment of pleasure." 
Dichter also stated that "smoking is a reward ... when we have done anything well ... we 
can congratulate ourselves with a cigarette." He goes on to state that smoking is a form of 
"oral pleasure," a method for passing time, keeping oneself company, relaxing, thinking 
deeply, and "letting off steam." This is not to mention visual activities of playing with fire 
(matches) and watching patterns in the smoke. Smokers find that there are any number of 
ways to combat the trials of every day life with nothing more complicated than a cigarette. 

Social factors also play a part in the habit of smoking cigarettes. Many smokers pick 
up the habit as a result of social pressures or to "fit in." Smokers also use cigarettes as a 
means of communication. Observe smokers in conversation, and generally you will see 
that they gesture with their cigarette frequently to emphasize their point. Another some
what overlooked element in helping smokers keep their habit is contemporary society's 
body image. We are surrounded daily with the concept that fit, slender bodies are more 
desirable. Consider the fact that smokers can gain six to twelve pounds after they quit 
(Brigham, 1998), and it is easy to see why those who are very weight-conscious would 
be tempted to relapse. Most smokers, when asked, would cite weight gain as one of 
their major aversions to kicking the habit. Combine this with society's glamorization of 
super-skinny movie stars and Hollywood's romantic portrayal of smoking, and there are 
relatively strong social factors in place that make smokers feel very comfortable with their 
choice of vice. 

One key part of the definition of addiction is withdrawal. Smokers can experience 
withdrawal symptoms from nicotine as soon as six to twelve hours after their last ciga
rette, lasting anywhere from a few days to a month or more (Brigham, 1991 ). Some of the 
main withdrawal symptoms are: "anxiety, irritability, difficulty concentrating, restlessness, 
impatience, hunger, tremor, racing heart, sweating, dizziness, nicotine craving, insomnia 
or other sleep disturbance, headaches, digestive disturbances and depression" (Brigham, 
1991, p. 213). While there are many immediately noticeable benefits to quitting smoking, 
these and other withdrawal symptoms could have even the most determined quitter reach 
for a smoke. There are nicotine replacement products available, but many smokers feel 
that these are not entirely adequate at filling the void left by cigarettes. In fact, less than 
five percent of smokers who try to quit are successful (Nadelson, 2000). 

Considering the powerful effect of nicotine on the body and mind, it is obvious why so 
many smokers believe it is impossible to quit. There are those, however, that are not even 
compelled to try, despite the mounting medical evidence that they are taking their lives in 
their hands. There are currently studies being conducted to attempt to dispute some of the 
commonly accepted dangers of smoking. One such study looks at the ingredients in ciga
rettes listed as harmful by the Environmental Protection Agency and calculates the number 
of cigarettes required to reach the minimum acceptable level that humans can tolerate of 
these substances. For instance, unhealthy acetone (a volatile, flammable solvent) exposure 
would require 118,700 cigarettes, and toluene (a volatile, toxic liquid found in solvents) 
exposure would require 1,000,000 cigarettes smoldering in an unventilated environment 
(NYC Clash, 2002). Clearly, smokers argue, no one would actually smoke enough ciga
rettes to reach these levels. 

Smoking advocates also attempt to disprove the health-risks associated with cigarettes. 
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Stating that smoking increases the risk of lung cancer is misleading, they argue, because 
lung cancer occurs in only 10% of smokers (World Smokers' Day, 2002). Also, the risk of 
developing emphysema from cigarette smoking is far less than the risk from motor vehicle 
discharges. And, according to the same information, the claims that smoking increases the 
chances of developing cardio-vascular disease or breast cancer are completely lacking in 
proof and not to be believed. General claims about how the quality of life is affected by 
smoking cigarettes are believed by these groups to be mostly speculation used for "propa
ganda." 

Another method pro-smoking groups employ to rationalize smoking behaviors is to 
discredit organizations whose studies have found cigarette smoking to be harmful. Claims 
ranging from "Anti-Smokers Caught While Deleting Unfavourable Evidence in Passive 
Smoking Studies" to "The Center for Disease Control's Public Health Turkeys" (NYC 
Clash, 2002) are backed with lengthy discussions on the fallacy of the existing scientific 
evidence regarding smoking. So much incompetence and prejudice exist that these studies 
are doomed from the outset, they claim. Smokers are led to believe that the information 
being passed to them out of concern for their health is nothing more than poorly re
searched, conspiracy-fueled "junk science" intended to deceive them. 

Smoking is a behavior so involved and complex that 
we cannot begin to understand every aspect. Hun-
dreds of studies have been conducted to find the root 
of nicotine addiction, and there is no concrete evidence 
available yet. The human animal develops many habits 
that are impossible to explain. Sometimes it seems there 
is no reason to do something: it simply must be done. 
Cigarettes fill a place in the life of a smoker that may 
be occupied by food for the overeater, alcohol for the 
heavy drinker, or perhaps simply contentment for those 
well-adjusted individuals among us who are lacking any 
vices. And many smokers have obviously chosen to tum 
a deaf ear to the paternal concern of society. Whatever 
evidence there may exist, there is similar evidence avail
able to disprove it. And if cigarette smoking is leading to 
an early grave, there are plenty of other everyday activi
ties that can lead there just as quickly. 

Perhaps the thought-provoking observation of one 
non-smoker (Dichter, 194 7) best answers the question as 
to why smokers light up despite the dangers and resis
tance that they face: "If we consider all the pleasure and 
advantages provided, in a most democratic and inter
national fashion, by this little white paper roll, we shall 
understand why it is difficult to destroy its power by 
means of warnings, threats, or preachings. This pleasure 
miracle has so much to offer that we can safely predict 
the cigarette is here to stay." 
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Abercrombie & Fitch: The Naked Truth 

Megan Yuen 

On the cover of the A &F Quarterly: Christmas Issue 2002, a nude Heidi Klum perches 
on a bed, covers her full breasts with one arm, and uses her second hand to hold a Santa 
hat to shade her younger, nude male counterpart's genitals. When this photograph of two 
naked people appears on the cover of a clothing catalog, the only thing to do is wait for 
the controversy to start rolling in. That, of course, is precisely what Abercrombie & Fitch 
executives want. 

Abercrombie & Fitch, like many clothing stores, publishes a catalog of its clothing. 
The A &F Quarterly, a "magalogue," as it's called by the A&F staff, is a key aspect to mar
keting for Abercrombie & Fitch (www.sccs.swarthmore.edu). Abercrombie & Fitch feels 
it is more than just clothes, it is a lifestyle as well, and this "lifestyle" is depicted through
out the catalog (www.eonline.com). However, calling the A&F Quarterly a "clothing" 
catalog is a blunt overstatement. "Critics from conservative Christians to liberal feminists 
call it soft porn ... "(Crary, 1). Printing hundreds of pages of"soft porn"every year, the 
A&F Quarterly has been the subject of controversy since it debuted its racy photos in 1997 
(www.abercrombie.com, Corporate Overview, 1). 

At eighteen, I am now old enough to buy my own copy of the A &F Quarterly. I tried 
to purchase one two years ago and promptly discovered I was not old enough. Imagine, 
they check IDs for what I thought was just a clothing catalog with hot guys in it. I was 
confused and disgusted, but intrigued. "Editor's Note: Due to Mature Content Parental 
Consent Suggested For Readers Under 18" is written across the plastic wrapped "maga
logue." I honestly do not understand; it is a clothing catalog, how bad can it be? I open 
the outer wrap and see page after page of half naked or entirely naked teenagers running 
around for the photo spread. All I have to say is that I hope they are all over 18. 

Using articles of clothing, shoes, tennis rackets, signs, or someone else to strategically 
cover just enough of their genitals, hardly anything is left to the imagination. One, two, 
seventeen, it did not seem to matter, they were always in the nude and always lying all 
over each other. Forty pages and I had yet to see a clearly displayed article of clothing, an 
order form or a toll free number. Completely disgusted, I eventually got to the clothes, fif
ty pages of them just photographed against a white background, but not on anyone. A&F 
was so close to getting their catalog right. They had the models, they had the clothes, but 
they just failed to put the damn clothes on their models. 

Puzzled, I went back to the store, and it seemed like an average clothing store to me, 
except the posters on the walls. There they were again, these naked people selling clothes. 
How does it work? Simple, sex sells. The nudity, girls on girls, girls with guys, three
somes, and of course the famous guys on guys homoerotic photos are what sell. That is 
all fine; it is a well-known fact that sex sells. What I do not understand is how they claim 
that the quality of their clothes is important to them. Michael Jeffries, A&F Chairman and 

48 Spectrum 



Chief Executive Officer, explains how they " ... never compromised the quality standards of 
our [the] brand" (Annual Report 2001 , 6). The truth is that in many respects, the quality of 
Abercrombie & Fitch clothes is closer to Banana Republic than that of The Gap, Banana 
Republic being the higher line. Well-made clothes should essentially sell themselves, but 
A&F feels they need sex to sell them. 

The problem begins with the chosen photographer, Bruce Weber. Well established in 
the photography and fashion industries, Weber is best known for his mainstream homo
erotic photography (www.photography.about.com). Doing fashion campaigns for Ralph 
Lauren and Calvin Klein, as well as Abercrombie & Fitch, he is said to get bored with 
the clothes and would rather have the "fashion shoots" without them. Weber chooses his 
"student age" models for the A&F shoots by " ... their good looks and physique ... [they 
are] beautiful, young, white Americans" (www.photography.about.com). Tim Adams, 
an observer of the A&F shoot at Swarthmore, explains that Weber sets his shots up by 
"putting people together and setting a mood and then leaving them to get on with it while 
he photographs them." Get on with it? Is this what the Abercrombie lifestyle is about? 
When Bruce Weber, a well-known voyeur, is chosen to put together a clothing catalog 
aimed at 18 to 22 year olds, problems are bound to arise. I just do not understand what 
angle Abercrombie is coming from. 

Even with criticism flying in from almost every activist group around, executives at 
A&F sit back and relax. They do not mind upsetting anyone and everyone along the way 
because the company's earnings have been continuously soaring for the past eight years 
(www.abercrombie.com, Sales Reports, 3-5). The more Abercrombie is criticized, the 
more it fmds itself in the news, which just creates free publicity and advertising for them. 
The A&F executives are painfully aware that there is no such thing as bad publicity and 
this nasty cycle is the reason they do not feel the need to change the way they handle busi
ness. 

Free publicity or not, activist groups from every direction continue to boycott Aber
crombie & Fitch. Such groups as the National Organization for Women (NOW), Con
cerned Christian Americans (CCA), gay and lesbian associations, various newspapers, 
parents nationwide, and college students have taken stands against A&F. All upset by the 
nudity for different reasons, they are willing to unite to stop it. No one has been success
ful and all the controversy just makes A&F more popular. To put it simply, if parents are 
against it, kids will be all over it. 

When confronted with issues concerning their catalog, Abercrombie & Fitch states 
they meant the photos to be fun and humorous and that they "are creating an image of the 
brand, geared specifically toward college students 18 to 22 years old"( Carney, 1 ). Aber
crombie & Fitch even failed to flinch when their clothing catalog was compared to porn 
magazines. "By the standards of Penthouse or Hustler, the A &F Quarterly might seem 
taine"(Crary, 1 ). Abercrombie is quoted as describing one of their catalogs as sexy in a 
wholesome sort ofway"(Crary, 1). What does that even mean? 

As part of my research, I did end up buying a piece of clothing at Abercrombie & Fitch 
so I could test the merchandise. Was there something I was missing? I was most curi-
ous to find out if when I wore A&F clothing, beautiful naked people were going to start 
randomly jumping out at me. I guess if that were true, in some people's eyes, that would 
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kind of be an incentive to wear the clothing. While that scenario did not happen, I was 
happy with my article of clothing. So much so in fact, I went back and bought more. I felt 
a bit as if I was going against my own beliefs, but I realized the clothes never bothered me, 
it was just the Quarterly. 

Abercrombie & Fitch does not advertise their clothing by way of T.V. commer
cials, billboards, or magazine inserts. Instead, they stick to publishing their own catalog 
and running a comprehensive website, including A&F TV (a program depicting the A&F 
lifestyle) which can only be accessed online. Abercrombie clothing is a bit pricey, but not 
without reason. The high quality clothing has proven it can sell itself without the aid of 
advertising. The controversial A&F Quarterly helps sales, but is not solely responsible for 
them. The company is out of line by publishing the raunchy "magalogue" and passing it 
off as an innocent clothing catalog. One main reason Abercrombie does not let the con
troversy bother them is because they are aware there is a market for the clothes, Quarterly 
or no Quarterly. No one is being forced to look at the images in the catalog and there are 
measures taken to ensure it does not fall into the wrong hands. However, there are other 
ways to go about marketing an image or lifestyle without blatantly waving nudity and sex 
in front of teenagers. It would be extremely brave of Abercrombie & Fitch to try a less 
controversial approach to the Quarterly and see if their sales continue to rise. 
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Belonging with the Fallen 

Christine Rountree 

An engel with eyes as cerulean as the sunlit sea 

arches his soft wings of liquid silver 

as they glisten in the whispering shadows. 

Resting within his pale chest, 

a crimson herz struggles to beat 

as his long, bloodless fingers reach 

for a humming guitar, 

the golden harp of the sonne, 

while the phantasie, plum locks of his unruly hair 

travels from his head, tumbling down his lithe back, 

a smirk tugging at ivory lips, and 

lanky form swaying to an unheard dirge. 

He is an engel of unspoken myths 

lying to rest beneath life-seizing 

earth and an unmarked grave. 

He was a jugend, a marionette of fate, 

movements tightly reigned 

as he rebelled to be free. 

His mutter, a faceless woman, 

had been within the grasp of his vacant 

mind, one who had never existed. 

Dark fate drew out his silvery flugel, 

his existence rapidly slipping from the coarse 

chains of mortal life, his final breath 

engel - angel 

herz -heart 

sonne - sun 

phantasie- fantasy 

jug end- youth 

mutter- mother 

flugel- wings 
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a whispered plea to whoever would hear 

and only then he knew of his short 

interval as a preordained musician. 

Wearing robes of leder, performing 

with a maelstrom of misted insight 

he grew drunk on his rising fame, 

sating himself on the ambrosia of wine, 

losing much of his geist to the elixirs of life 

this black fabel came deliberately unfolded, 

a mere stroke with pencil against ashen paper 

becoming a creation of tragoedie, his pale face 

Erinnern - remember 
Leder - leather 
Geist- mind 
Fabel- tale 
Tragoedie - tragedy 

Untitled by Brandice Morley 
Gouache 
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Military Technology of WWI and WWII 
Leila Arciero 

In 1914 the Austrians invaded Serbia, drawing other nations into conflict and thus 
beginning the First World War. Twenty-five years later, in 1939, Germany staged a similar 
invasion of Poland, sparking the Second World War. Due to the short span between them, 
these two World Wars had things in common. Both wars were bloody and long-fought. 
The startling thing is that although they were only 25 years apart, the military technolo
gies of the two wars were entirely different. In the 25-year gap between World War I 
and World War II, immense differences can be seen in artillery, guns, annored vehicles, 
airplanes, and sea crafts. The two wars also contrast in military strategies and tactics. The 
major arenas of both wars were land, sea, and air. Communication technology gave these 
wars their lifelines. Both World Wars were dependant on telegraphs, telephones, and the 
railroads for communication and transportation. 

Land warfare during the First World War was very bloody and intense. The war 
was fought along four fronts: the Western Front, the Russian Front, the Balkans, and the 
Middle East or Eastern front (Creveld, 1989). The Western front was quickly bogged 
down due to trench warfare, a military tactic that meant soldiers dug trenches or ditches to 
provide protection from advancing troops. This began with Germany 's invasion of Paris. 
Germany was unable to break through the French troops and issued a retreat to the Aisne 
River. The German general Erich von Falkenhayn felt his troops needed to hold onto the 
parts of France they still had and ordered his men to dig trenches. The Allies soon realized 
they could not break through this line and began to dig their own trenches, resulting in a 
bloody stalemate that stretched from the North Sea to the Swiss Frontier (Spartacus, 2003). 

Another new tactic that was used during the First World War to deal with growing 
firepower was camouflage. Prior to the 20th century, a military uniform was a colorful 
spectacle with gold, brass, and bronze as well as bright colors. Towards the end of the 
19th century, it became more popular for the military to use dull colors, such as olive 
green, field gray, and earth brown. Headgear became less decorative and more functional; 
instead of being brightly polished, weapons were given a coat of dingy paint, allow-
ing troops to 'blend in ' with their surroundings (Creveld 1989). The "dispersion tactic," 
spreading soldiers out in a battlefield instead of using one block of soldiers to march into 
battle, gained popularity. Another tactic that was very simple but vital was the idea of 
lying on the ground versus standing up. For the first time, troops did not fight standing up, 
but instead crouched or sought cover. Barbed wire, originally used in America by farmers , 
became such a significant part of land tactics that it could almost equal the impact of the 
machine gun. Barbed wire can entangle, cut, tear, and maim anything that gets caught in 
it. Many trenches and war fields had barbed wire everywhere (Macksey, 1986). 

An invention of the First World War that required new strategies was poisonous gas. 
Mustard and chlorine gas were the two major gases used by German and British armies 
to gain land and fight the opposing forces. Strategies had to be developed for these new 

Spectrum 53 



gases because their success relied heavily on the weather. Chlorine gas was an asphyxiat
ing gas that would destroy the respiratory organs of its victims causing a slow and painful 
death (Macksey, 1986). Mustard gas (ypeite) was the most deadly gas created during the 
First World War. It was odorless and took 12 hours to take effect. Once the gas was in the 
soil, it was effective for several weeks. "The skin of victims of mustard gas blistered, the 
eyes became very sore and they began to vomit. Mustard gas caused internal and external 
bleeding and attacked the bronchial tubes, stripping off the mucous membrane. This was 
extremely painful and most soldiers had to be strapped to their beds. It usually took a per
son four or five weeks to die of mustard gas poisoning" (Spartacus, 2003). This also led 
to the first forms of"gas masks." The British casualties from 1914-1918 included 1,976 
deaths from chlorine gas and 4,086 from mustard gas. 

The machine gun was among the advanced weaponry and machinery used during the 
First World War. The first fully automatic, portable machine gun was invented by Ameri
can inventor Hiram Maxim in 1885 (Macksey, 1986). Since then, many improvements 
have been made upon it. The gun could fire 400-500 rounds per minute, which equaled the 
power of 100 rifles. The automatic machine gun was faster than any other gun or rifle on 
the market at that time. The flamethrower was also an invention specific to World War I. 
"The flame-thrower used pressurized air, carbon dioxide or nitrogen to force oil through a 
nozzle. Ignited by a small charge, the oil became a jet of flame" (Spartacus, 2003). They 
had a range of 25 meters but this was later increased to 40 meters. Flamethrowers were 
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used during trench warfare mostly to clear enemy soldiers. However the flamethrower 
was effective only in no-man's land and was difficult to maneuver. The operators of the 
flamethrowers had short life spans because they were a constant target of rifle and machine 
gun fire (Spartacus, 2003). 

Land innovations such as the tank and armored cars played a larger role towards the 
end of World War I. Armored cars were protected with steel plates and equipped with guns 
and sometimes cannons. Armored cars allowed speed as well as protection. Besides artil
lery, there was no weapon that could harm armored cars and even then it was rare to get 
one hit out of thirty from further than 100 yards away (Creveld, 1989). This new inven
tion and the tactics used to position it allowed the lines of both sides to be breeched often. 
The tank came into play only in the last years of the First World War and was used more 
heavily in the Second World War. The first versions of the tank had many drawbacks such 
as the extensive need for fuel, spare parts, and maintenance (Creveld, 1989). Though in
destructible by artillery of the time, during the First World War tanks could not plow over 
trenches or even thin roads, but instead tipped over if not on flat land. 

Explosive munitions during the First World War included: grenades, Howitzers and Big 
Berthas. Grenades, such as the Mills bomb, are small explosives that can be hand thrown. 
Grenades became very popular during World War I. Howitzers, like the Big Bertha, were 
the best type of artillery guns to use against fortifications. They could fire shells weighing 
over 900 kilograms a distance of over 18 kilometers. 

Sea warfare during World War I also reached fascinating new heights. Some of the 
new innovations of sea warfare included: battle cruisers, destroyers, and especially torpe
does (torpedo boats) and submarines (U-boats). Battle cruisers had the speed of a cruiser 
ship and the striking power of a battle ship. The British Admiral John Fisher created the 
first three battle cruisers for the Royal Navy in 1908. Germany soon followed. The theory 
behind the battle cruiser was that if it could not destroy the enemy battleship, it could al
ways escape using speed (Spartacus, 2003). Destroyers were small, fast warships that were 
specifically designed to protect battleships and battle fleets against torpedo boats. Destroy
ers also served as anti-submarine employment and mine laying. Torpedo boats were faster, 
light surfaced crafts armed with torpedoes, searchlights and machine guns (Spartacus, 
2003). "A torpedo is a self-propelled underwater missile launched from a tube located 
on the deck or inside the hull of a warship" (Spartacus, 2003). The torpedoes created by 
Captain David Bushnell were later classified as mines. Submarines and U-boats were also 
great advances in sea combat. John P. Holland made the first submarine in 1902 in France. 
U-boats, or Unterseeboots, were the German version of the submarine, created in 1913. 
Submarines were traditionally petrol-powered and U-boats were the first diesel-powered 
submarines. Gennany was very skilled and focused on using their U-boats. During the 
First World War, Germany's navy had 134 operational U-boats that sank 192 boats, killing 
5,400 people (Spartacus, 2003). Germany had more U-boats/submarines in their navy than 
any other country. Submarines were fragile, slow and able to dive for only a few hours at 
a time but they posed a serious threat to naval ships with the use of torpedoes. 

The biggest innovation in the arena of air was the airplane. A retired German general 
named Count Ferdinand von Zeppelin created the first airship, which was named after him. 
The Zeppelin, a kind of blimp or hot air balloon, was used for bombing raids. By the start 
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of the First World War, the Getmans owned seven of these airships. However, they were 
fickle due to weather and ground artillery because they were large and easy to hit. Zep
pelins commenced bomb raids on mostly France and Britain, but after many of the airships 
were shot down, Germany stopped using them on the Western Front, while continuing to 
bomb Britain (Spartacus, 2003). 

Aircrafts were useful for reconnaissance missions and were usually successful in 
bringing back enemy information. Liaison missions were also helpful in transporting pas
sengers and/or dropping messages. The aircrafts with machine guns and grenades usually 
bombarded enemy lines from the sky. Aircraft could transport supplies to the front lines 
and fly the wounded back, according to Creveld (1989). Creveld also states the benefits of 
aircrafts, including: speed, flexibility, the ability to reach out and hit any point regardless 
of natural or artificial obstacles, and a great potential for achieving surprise. He notes the 
weaknesses of aircrafts, which were dependent on ground facilities, vulnerable to attacks 
when grounded, having limited endurance, relatively small burden-carrying capacity, and 
a great drop in effectiveness during bad weather/night. During World War I, the Air Corps 
expanded so rapidly it was considered the fastest growing arm of the military. Airplanes 
were turned into military fighter planes with fighter pilots. These fighter planes usually 
had a mounted machine gun and only two seats, one for the pilot and one for the machine
gunner. The fighter jets usually got into 'dogfights,' "an aerial battle between two or more 
aircraft" (Spartacus, 2003). The most successful fighter pilots during the First World War 
were called 'Flying Aces'. A French newspaper dubbed this term after witnessing Adol
phe Pegoud, a fighter pilot, shoot down five German aircrafts. This became the trend in 
most Air Corps, and the names of Flying Aces were listed only after a certain amount of 
confirmed 'kills'. One of the most infamous flying aces was Manfred von Richthofen, the 
"Red Baron," a German fighter pilot who had over 80 confirmed kills (Kirchberger, 1992). 

Some miscellaneous and memorable devices used during the First World War include 
the telephone, radio, railroads, and propaganda. Macksey ( 1986) says the telephone 
introduced a new style of personal military communications for commanders and staff, but 
had the severe disadvantage of depending on the slow and expensive laying of cable. The 
laying of cable could be effortlessly interrupted with enemy fire and saboteurs and could 
be utilized only by land forces. A solution to the telephone dilemma arose when the Italian 
scientist and entrepreneur Guglielmo Marconi in 1895 created a radio transmission. In 
1899 wireless transmission could reach over the Atlantic Ocean (3,000 miles). Railroads 
played a key role in transportation of supplies, food, and soldiers. Propaganda was a mili
tary technique that involved "persuasion through rumor and halftruth" (Macksey, 1986). 
Propaganda boosted the rumors and half-truths as well as took a big step forward with 
breaking down long-standing social barriers (Macksey, 1986). 

The Second World War and the First World War were separated by only 25 years. An 
immense change in the type of warfare, the theaters, and the weapons and machinery oc
curred. The Second World War improved on many weapons used during the First World 
War. Some of the updated weapons include: the submarine, the. tank, armored cars, and 
the machine gun. 

In land warfare we see a vast change in where battles were fought. There were two 
theaters of military engagement: the European and Pacific theaters. This required a change 
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in tactics and strategies as well as weapons. The Pacific theater consisted of unfamiliar 
territory, resulting in different attack approaches, the use of more amphibious landings, and 
different weapons. The Pacific theater made World War II truly a global war. 

The first strategy seen was the emergence of amphibious warfare. According to Sparta
cus' Education On-line, an amphibious operation involves the co-ordination of military and 
naval forces to effectively land on hostile shores. The first large-scale use of an amphibi
ous operation was executed by Germany when invading Norway in 1940. Two of the four 
other large-scale amphibious operations included Iwo Jima (February, 1945) and Okinawa 
(April, 1945) in the Pacific theater. 

During World War II we see a dramatic increase in paperwork. So many documents 
and records were made during World War II that some have still not been reviewed. The 
interwar years had excessive use of mechanical calculators, data-processing equipment and 
printers. During World War II, the use of such equipment was a necessity. Another use of 
early calculating and tabulating equipment was for data-processing aeronautical research, 
leading to the deciphering of military radio traffic. An electromechanical calculator that 
was able to operate at speeds higher than any other data processor at the time did the deci
phering of radio traffic, which led to the creation of codes. 

The most well-known example of a code involved the use of the Native American 
Navajo language. This code was never broken by Japanese cryptographers and thus was 
very helpful in keeping the element of surprise and helping troops stay in contact with 
one another without being compromised. The Navajo code helped with security and was 
mostly used by U.S. Marines (Spartacus, 2003). 

A strategy used during World War II was the German blitzkrieg, or lightning war. The 
blitzkrieg is the military strategy using fast-moving tanks, with motorized infantry and 
artillery supported by dive-bombers while concentrating only on one sector of the enemy 
(Spartacus, 2003). A new strategy used during World War II was area bombing. In the 
beginning of the Second World War, most air forces were focused only on bombing mili
tary sites, but the use of anti-aircraft weapons led to great losses. Charles Portal, a member 
of the British Air Force Staff, stated entire cities and towns should be bombed. Portal 
justified his reasoning by saying this will bring the collapse of Germany's civilian morale. 
Once area bombing, or terror bombing as it became known to Germans, was introduced 
it killed an estimated 600,000 German civilians and damaged six million German homes. 
The dropping of the atomic bomb on Nagasaki and Hiroshima was an example of area 
bombing (Spartacus, 2003). 

Other new tactics included 'firestorms' or "dropping incendiary bombs, filled with 
highly combustible chemicals such as magnesium, phosphorus or petroleum jelly (na
palm), in clusters over a specific target. After the area caught fire , the air above the bombed 
area became extremely hot and rose rapidly. Cold air then rushed in at ground level from 
the outside and people were sucked into the fire" (Spartacus, 2003). Most combustible 
chemicals like napalm and phosphorous that were invented during World War II stuck to 
what it was burning. The only way to put out a chemical burn without proper combating 
chemicals was to amputate whatever was being burned. 

Another innovation used in the Second World War was radar (radio detection and rang-
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ing). In 1935, Robert Watson-Watts of Britain discovered radar, the detection of objects 
by bouncing radio waves against them, making it possible to measure the wave 's travel 
and provide targeting information. During the Second World War a chain of radar stations 
were built along the eastern and southern coasts of England. These radar stations were 
able to detect any enemy aircraft day or night and in any weather conditions (Spartacus, 
2003). 

Some inventions used during the Second World War include anti-aircraft and anti-tank 
artillery weapons. The bazooka, "a lightweight metal tube held on the shoulder, from 
which a fin-stabilized rocket could be fired" (Spartacus, 2003), was a form of anti-tank 
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weapon. Submachine guns are compact automatic weapons that fire pistol ammunition. 
Submachine guns are designed for short-range assault and close-section fighting (Sparta
cus, 2003). 

Bombs and tanks were constantly being improved. New bombs appeared, such as the 
Tallboy, bouncing bombs, guided bombs, and incendiary bombs. Tallboy was a bomb 
weighing 12,000 pounds that had to be dropped from at least 20,000 feet. Bouncing 
bombs were dropped low to the ground and could spin; these bombs could also skip over 
water. Guided bombs, such as the Fritz-X, are controlled by enemy onlookers. Incendiary 
bombs were filled with highly combustible chemicals like phosphorous, napalm (petro
leum jelly), or magnesium and were dropped in clusters to spread fires. Improved tanks 
could now plow over trenches, shell-cratered ground, barbed wire, and even shallow water. 
The new tanks had hardly any obstacles. One type of tank could hold three men. Land 
warfare was fought with the help of all the new inventions of guns, tanks, and artillery. 
Land warfare was similar to World War I warfare with a few new tactics, procedures, and 
strategies. Trench warfare was not fought as much, but fortified with the use of concrete 
bunkers, gun pits, barbed wire, and minefields. 

Sea combat was similar to the First World War, with the exception of aircraft carriers 
introduced in World War II. Aircraft carriers could be viewed as floating airfields. Some 
aircraft carriers could hold 40 to 50 aircrafts of various types and sizes. Various light and 
weather conditions that previously posed a problem were solved with naval decks. Even 
to this day, landing poses the only problem with aircraft carriers (Creveld, 1989). The 
Second World War still relied on battle ships, battle cruisers, and submarines. During the 
Second World War, however, there were many changes made on the battleships and cruis
ers. Torpedoes were still heavily used. 

World War II airplanes were similar to those used in the First World War. Most 
countries involved in World War II developed their own successful military airplanes. 
In Germany, the Luftwaffe specialized in dive-bombers and heavy twin-engine fighters 
(Creveld, 1989). British and American air forces focused on producing heavy four-engine 
bomber planes. Although armed with machine guns, these planes were no match for the 
cannon-armed opposing planes. This restricted them to night operations, reducing their 
ability to find targets and accurately drop bombs. The need for bomber planes resulted in 
the employment of long-range fighter planes used as escorts to the heavy bombers (Crev
eld, 1989). The best weapon to fight an airplane was still another airplane. 

The biggest and most notable new development during World War II was the beginning 
of nuclear warfare. After the atom bomb was highly researched in the 1920's and 1930's, 
the first atom-smashing machine was built, resulting in the artificial splitting of uranium in 
Berlin in 1939. The German government and military were not interested in the potential 
of nuclear power, and eventually America agreed to go into atomic energy research. Nu
clear capabilities became a big threat to the world, and still are. When Germany invaded 
Denmark in 1940, it was specifically scientist Niels Bohr who was a threat. Bohr was a 
leading expert on atomic research and there was a fear he would work for Nazi Germany 
(Spartacus, 2003). However, Bohr escaped to further help the United States. In 1942 The 
Manhattan Engineer Project was underway in the United States to make an atomic bomb. 
Many scientists were fleeing from Germany, but other countries involved were Hungary, 
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Denmark, Britain, Italy, and Switzerland. There was definite tensions between the Allied 
forces and the Axis forces. Allied forces worried about Germany making an atom bomb 
first. "At a conference held in Quebec in August, 1943, it was decided to try and disrupt 
the German nuclear programme" (Spartacus, 2003). The Rjukan Nitrates Factory in Nor
way was bombed in 1943 and as soon as it was rebuilt, it was bombed again in November 
1943. Meanwhile, the Manhattan Project's first three completed bombs were tested at 
Alamogordo, New Mexico in 1945 . By the time the United States was prepared to launch 
an atomic bomb, Germany had already surrendered. The first atomic/nuclear bombs were 
dropped on Hiroshima and Nagasaki in August 1945 (Creveld, 1989). The dropping of 
the two atomic bombs on Japan killed at least 200,000 people and resulted in Japan's sur
render. Nuclear weapons, especially atomic bombs, brought an end to The Second World 
War. To this day, the Second World War was the only time that nuclear weapons have been 
used. When those atom bombs were released, it completely changed the way future wars 
would be fought and it introduced the nuclear power industry. Nuclear weapons became a 
major turning point in warfare and to this day pose the same threat and tensions that they 
have since they were first researched. 

Discussion: 

At first, I had not realized that there was a vast amount of difference between the two 
wars. During the 25-year gap there is the invention and use of new, more deadly and dan
gerous technology. Combustible chemicals, nuclear weapons and anti-artillery weapons 
made the Second World War a lot more dangerous. World War II was definitely a war of 
intelligence. There was the emergence of secret codes such as the Navajo code. There 
were also many trained code breakers on both sides of the war. During the Second World 
War, a vast interest in science and inventions emerged. Nuclear warfare was a giant step 
forward and showed the world's eagerness and perhaps foolishness for new, intellectual 
technology. The tactics and strategies that were created during the Sevond World War 
were amazing. Bombs became a big basis of strategy. The development of guided bombs 
and the use of fire storms show the true devotion and advances of warfare. 

I cannot ignore the vast differences in casualties and impact. World War I ended with 
an impact of depression, humiliation, and defeat, with most countries owing money to 
the United States and many in economic and political uproar. World War I also ended 
with advanced technologies in new weapons and machines that would only be improved 
on greatly during the 25-year pause. World War II ended with an impact of devastation. 
Nuclear warfare ended the war but also destroyed many lives, and the impact it had on the 
Japanese forever scorched their minds the way the atom bomb scorched the earth. The 
new machines and weapons that were improved on during the interwar years were accurate 
and deadly. In World War II we see a tremendous increase in civilian casualities and new 
strategies aiming to weaken the other country by killing their supporters. 

In World War I the total casualities for all the countries involved in the war is 
37,508,686--ofthat number, 8,538,315 were killed or died. In World War II, 54,717,000 
was the number of casualties, with a significantly larger number of civilian casualties 
than World War I. The advanced weapons, strategies and machinery seemed to have only 
brought more death during World War II than success, especially to those who did not 
deserve it. 
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Advancing Through Time 
Diane Kawasaki 

On the cover of the A &F Quarterly: Christmas Issue 2002, a nude Heidi Klum perches 
on a bed, covers her full breasts with one arm, and uses her second hand to hold a Santa 
hat to shade her younger, nude male counterpart's genitals. When this photograph of two 
naked people appears on the cover of a clothing catalog, the only thing to do is wait for 
the controversy to start rolling in. That, of course, is precisely what Abercrombie & Fitch 
executives want. 

Abercrombie & Fitch, like many clothing stores, publishes a catalog of its clothing. 
The A &F Quarterly, a "magalogue," as it's called by the A&F staff, is a key aspect to mar
keting for Abercrombie & Fitch (www.sccs.swarthmore.edu). Abercrombie & Fitch feels 
it is more than just clothes, it is a lifestyle as well, and this "lifestyle" is depicted through
out the catalog (www.eonline.com). However, calling the A&F Quarterly a "clothing" 
catalog is a blunt overstatement. "Critics from conservative Christians to liberal feminists 
call it soft porn ... "(Crary, 1). Printing hundreds of pages of"soft porn"every year, the 
A&F Quarterly has been the subject of controversy since it debuted its racy photos in 1997 
(www.abercrombie.com, Corporate Overview, 1 ). 

At eighteen, I am now old enough to buy my own copy of the A &F Quarterly. I tried 
to purchase one two years ago and promptly discovered I was not old enough. Imagine, 
they check IDs for what I thought was just a clothing catalog with hot guys in it. I was 
confused and disgusted, but intrigued. "Editor's Note: Due to Mature Content Parental 
Consent Suggested For Readers Under 18" is written across the plastic wrapped "maga
logue." I honestly do not understand; it is a clothing catalog, how bad can it be? I open 
the outer wrap and see page after page of half naked or entirely naked teenagers running 
around for the photo spread. All I have to say is that I hope they are all over 18. 

Using articles of clothing, shoes, tennis rackets, signs, or someone else to strategically 
cover just enough of their genitals, hardly anything is left to the imagination. One, two, 
seventeen, it did not seem to matter, they were always in the nude and always lying all 
over each other. Forty pages and I had yet to see a clearly displayed article of clothing, an 
order form or a toll free number. Completely disgusted, I eventually got to the clothes, fif
ty pages of them just photographed against a white background, but not on anyone. A&F 
was so close to getting their catalog right. They had the models, they had the clothes, but 
they just failed to put the damn clothes on their models. 

Puzzled, I went back to the store, and it seemed like an average clothing store to me, 
except the posters on the walls. There they were again, these naked people selling clothes. 
How does it work? Simple, sex sells . The nudity, girls on girls, girls with guys, three
somes, and of course the famous guys on guys homoerotic photos are what sell. That is 
all fine; it is a well-known fact that sex sells. What I do not understand is how they claim 
that the quality of their clothes is important to them. Michael Jeffries, A&F Chairman and 
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Chief Executive Officer, explains how they " ... never compromised the quality standards of 
our [the] brand" (Annual Report 2001, 6). The truth is that in many respects, the quality of 
Abercrombie & Fitch clothes is closer to Banana Republic than that of The Gap, Banana 
Republic being the higher line. Well-made clothes should essentially sell themselves, but 
A&F feels they need sex to sell them. 

The problem begins with the chosen photographer, Bruce Weber. Well established in 
the photography and fashion industries, Weber is best known for his mainstream homo
erotic photography (www.photography.about.com). Doing fashion campaigns for Ralph 
Lauren and Calvin Klein, as well as Abercrombie & Fitch, he is said to get bored with 
the clothes and would rather have the "fashion shoots" without them. Weber chooses his 
"student age" models for the A&F shoots by " ... their good looks and physique .. . [they 
are] beautiful, young, white Americans" (www.photography.about.com). Tim Adams, 
an observer of the A&F shoot at Swarthmore, explains that Weber sets his shots up by 
"putting people together and setting a mood and then leaving them to get on with it while 
he photographs them." Get on with it? Is this what the Abercrombie lifestyle is about? 
When Bruce Weber, a well-known voyeur, is chosen to put together a clothing catalog 
aimed at 18 to 22 year olds, problems are bound to arise. I just do not understand what 
angle Abercrombie is coming from. 

Even with criticism flying in from almost every activist group around, executives at 
A&F sit back and relax. They do not mind upsetting anyone and everyone along the way 
because the company's earnings have been continuously soaring for the past eight years 
(www.abercrombie.com, Sales Reports , 3-5). The more Abercrombie is criticized, the 
more it fmds itself in the news, which just creates free publicity and advertising for them. 
The A&F executives are painfully aware that there is no such thing as bad publicity and 
this nasty cycle is the reason they do not feel the need to change the way_ they handle busi
ness. 

Free publicity or not, activist groups from every direction continue to boycott Aber
crombie & Fitch. Such groups as the National Organization for Women (NOW), Con
cerned Christian Americans (CCA), gay and lesbian associations, various newspapers, 
parents nationwide, and college students have taken stands against A&F. All upset by the 
nudity for different reasons, they are willing to unite to stop it. No one has been success
ful and all the controversy just makes A&F more popular. To put it simply, if parents are 
against it, kids will be all over it. 

When confronted with issues concerning their catalog, Abercrombie & Fitch states 
they meant the photos to be fun and humorous and that they "are creating an image of the 
brand, geared specifically toward college students 18 to 22 years old"( Carney, 1 ). Aber
crombie & Fitch even failed to flinch when their clothing catalog was compared to porn 
magazines. "By the standards of Penthouse or Hustler, the A &F Quarterly might seem 
taine"(Crary, 1 ). Abercrombie is quoted as describing one of their catalogs as sexy in a 
wholesome sort ofway"(Crary, 1). What does that even mean? 

As part of my research, I did end up buying a piece of clothing at Abercrombie & Fitch 
so I could test the merchandise. Was there something I was missing? I was most curi-
ous to find out if when I wore A&F clothing, beautiful naked people were going to start 
randomly jumping out at me. I guess if that were true, in some people's eyes, that would 
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Crimson Phantoms 
Christine Rountree 

Within a delicately spun web rests a black widow, silently waiting as her prey becomes 
entangled into her beautifid creation. Her patience is nearly limitless, for if her reluctant 
companion escapes, she will ensnare another. Time is a soundless burden observed, how
ever not an obstacle to her whims. In the play, A Streetcar Named Desire by Tennessee 
Williams, and the epic, The Odyssey by Homer, Blanche DuBois and the goddess Calypso 
share qualities of a tantalizing temptress. They both use subtle as well as clear motives 
and approaches to captivate their objects of desire. Although they may appear as cunning 
seductresses, Blanche and Calypso are victims rather than the villains they have portrayed. 

In A Streetcar Named Desire, Blanche displays her high class status and mannerisms 
without shame, holding her confidence and poise with grace. She expresses a flirtatious 
air in her words and elegant gestures, enveloping herself in appealing dresses and light 
perfumes to have attention riveted to her being. Blanche uses her southern belle charms to 
entice Mitch, a companion of Stanley Kowalski, agreeing to go on a few outings with him 
and maddening his desire with her coy withdrawals. 

Calypso, from The Odyssey, uses her youthful beauty to draw Odysseus into her arms, 
seducing him with her soothing words and lulls of song, unlike the modestly plotting 
Blanche. Her home on the island of Ogygia is arranged with splendor and taste, bidding 
guests further in with a show of her gentle and warm personality. She is not quick to anger 
when Odysseus continues to mourn for his homeland and wife, not once shunning him as 
she lavishes him thoroughly with everything he may need. In his moment of weakness to 
return to Ithaca, she lures him to her bed with promises of happiness and luxury. 

Although both women have their differences in appeal, they seem to possess a certain 
quality that parallels with one another. Blanche and Calypso both have blond hair, which 
may perhaps be symbolic of an angelic eminence to their appearance. The radiant hue 
in their locks was often described as golden, such as in Calypso's scenario. This gives a 
subtle meaning to show that those with lighter colored hair were easily noticed and quickly 
given an almost innocent portrayal to their facade, which is often appealing to men. 
Blanche and Calypso also spoke in a well-mannered fashion, which is also attractive in 
showing that they were sophisticated along with caring for their physical attributes. 

Both Blanche and Calypso manage to captivate the men amongst them; however they 
lose Mitch and Odysseus to their revealed faults and the reality of life. Once Mitch delves 
into Blanche's unfulfilling past, he withdraws and dismisses the notion of marrying her. 
Her charisma, while no longer witty and charming, still has a loose grasp on him as he 
struggles with either despising or adoring the woman. 

Calypso is told to release Odysseus, lest the wrath of the gods would be upon her. She 
is not given much of a choice and had not been successful in winning his heart from Penel
ope. As with Blanche's situation, outside figures interfere and force them apart. Stanley 
uncovers the past of his sister-in-law, while the gods frown upon Odysseus' captivity on 
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Ogygia. Both women are unsuccessful in gaining the mate they desired and were pressed 
to move on. 

As both women fail to claim their targets, Blanche is portrayed as a delicate and weary 
woman, who continues to keep her allure with a subtle wavering image of an uncertain 
woman beneath her facade. She holds onto her role as an older sister to Stella, often berat
ing her in concern for living in a less than high class residence. Blanche's image slowly 
dissolves as her loss of Mitch overtakes her mind, silently questioning herself as she drifts 
between the past and present. Her role as a caring and responsible sibling is replaced by 
a woman who has wandered into the arms of many men in search of some form ofhappi
ness. 

Calypso is given the bountiful traits of beauty as a goddess and is often described as 
lustrous in appearance. Although seen as quite selfish in yearning to keep Odysseus by 
her side, exhibits a generous nature by bestowing him with provisions before leaving her 

Portrait of Ipo by Dawn Robinson . 
Plaster 
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island. Odysseus had also been well cared for during his extensive stay, not having been 
mistreated in any form, and as Calypso unwillingly releases him from captivity her allur
ing fagade dilutes into that of a despondent woman. 

The archetype of the temptress contains loneliness, vulnerability, and a tragic figure 
merged with the security of attractiveness, which both Calypso and Blanche have shown 
throughout their appearances. The temptress is not a satisfied character, continuously 
seeking out desires, and touching upon the dangers of doing so. Blanche had lost her hus
band in her earlier years, becoming unstable due to the memory of his suicide. She risked 
her reputation by deciding to live with Stella, earning suspicion as well as chancing upon 
Mitch in hopes of companionship. Blanche had also managed to entangle Stanley, her 
sister's husband, into her web of temptations, however struggling before losing herself to 
him. Whether or not it had been considered rape, she had been visibly and mentally trau
matized by the impact of the situation that had taken place. As a temptress, she had sought 
out other men beforehand, seeking the comfort of a stable life, however continuing to shift 
along, finally moving in with her sister for a completely different sort of consolation. 

Calypso, unlike the frail woman, had no one to soothe her after Odysseus sailed off. 
Her long lifetime as a goddess may seem carefree, but by contrast to a human life, hers 
is a lonely existence. The immortals did not approve of their divine race marrying mere 
humans and perhaps this is why Calypso decided to stay on a solitary island, fearing that 
she would stray among the mortals for companionship. When Odysseus happened to wash 
ashore to the beaches of Ogygia, she grasped the opportunity to keep him as a husband, 
using her feminine charms to persuade him to stay. 

As Blanche and Calypso entranced Mitch and Odysseus, they eventually struggled in 
releasing those that they had desired. Blanche had been swept through her world of fanta
sies and dreams while the goddess, Calypso, sought a husband in her detached existence. 
Both had taken the role of the temptress in order to obtain what they had wished to possess 
and in doing so, lost themselves in a lonely maelstrom of yearning. In the final moments 
of struggle, the black widow crawls along her delicately spun web of silk, her phantom 
prey slipping from the strands, once again free as she withdraws and continues to wait for 
another morsel to become entangled into her threads of fate. 
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Our Puzzles 
Jensen Chang 

People come together forming 

one 

whole and beautiful entity 

alive and breathing 

the language of love and friendship 

eternally bonding us 

forming 

unseen 

links 

of 

a 

chain 

that reminds us how small the world is 

and just as the first and last words of this poem will never know each other 

they are 

con 

nee 

ted 

the puzzle pieces of our souls 

Sharp Dreams by MyAnh Lu 
Pencil I Watercolor 

Spectrum 



Works Cited 

The Mirror Effect 
Homer. The Odyssey . Trans. Robert Fagles. New York: Penguin, 1996. 

Rowling, J.K.Harry Potter and the Chamber of Secrets. New York: Scholastic Inc., 1999. 

Alcohol and Pregnancy is a Lethal Combination 
Centers for Disease Control and Prevention. 2002 Fetal Alcohol Syndrome Page. 27 Feb. 
2003. The National Center on Birth Defects and Developmental Disabilities (NCBDDD). 
26 Mar. 2003. <http: //ww.cdc.gov/ncbddd/fas/default.htm> 

Centers for Disease Control and Prevention. "Fetal Alcohol Syndrome-- United States, 
1979-1992." Journal Alcohol & Research World. 26 March 2003. 

<http://www.cdc.gov/mmwr/preview/mmwrhtml/00020497.htm>. 

Coles, Clare, PhD. "Critical Periods for Prenatal Alcohol Exposure." Alcohol Health & 
Research World. 24Mar. 1994, 18(1):22-29. 

Committee to Study Fetal Alcohol Syndrome. Fetal Alcohol Syndrome, Diagnosis, Epide
miology, Prevention, and Treatment. 1996, NAS, National Academy of Sciences, 26 Mar. 
2003. <http: //bob.nap.edu/html/fetal/>. 

Jacobson, Joseph L., Ph. D. , and Jacobson, Dandra W., Ph. D. "Drinking Moderately and 
Pregnancy." Alcohol Research and Health, 16 Feb 1999, 23(1): 25-30. 

Journal Alcohol Health & Research World. NIAA Graphic Gallery Page. Feb. 2001. 
NIAA. 26 Mar. 2003. <http ://www.niaaa.nih.gov/gallery/fetal/cordero.htm>. 

Timberlake, Amanda. "Fetal Alcohol Syndrome and Fetal Alcohol Effects." Today s Chi
ropractic. July 1995: 32-36. 

Warren, Kenneth R., Ph. D., and Foudin, Laurie L., Ph. D. Alcohol-Related Birth De
fects, the Past, Present and Future. National Institute on Alcohol Abuse and Alcoholism 
(NIAAA). 27 Mar. 2003.<http: //www.niaaa.nih.gov/publications/arh25-3!153- 158.htm>. 

The Power of Cigarettes 

"addiction." Merriam- Webster On-Line: Merriam- Webster s Collegiate Dictionary. 

20 November 2002. <http: //www.merriam-webster.com>. 

Brigham, Janet. (1998). Dying to Quit: Why We Smoke and How We Stop. Washington 
D.C.: Joseph Henry Press. 

Dawson, Joe. (1994 & 1995). Essays on the Anti-Smoking Movement. 13 November 2002. 
<http: //www. smokingsection. com/ swafr.htm>. 

Dichter, Ernest. (1947). Why Do We Smoke Cigarettes? In The Psychology ofEveryday 
Living. 13 November 2002 . <http:smokingsides.com/docs/whysmoke.html>. 

Krogh, David (1991). Smoking: The Artificial Passion. New York: W.H. Freeman and Co. 

New York City Citizens Lobbying Against Smoker Harassment (NYC CL.A. S.H) 

13 November 2002. <http://www.nycclash.com/main.html>. 

Partner, Daniel. (2000). Smoke Screen: Psychological Disorders Related to Nicotine Use. 

Philadelphia: Chelsea House Publishers. 

Spectrum 67 



World Smokers' Day: The Lies. (n.d.). 20 November 2002.http: // 
www. worldsmokersday. org/lies/index.html. 

Abercrombie and Fitch 
A &F Quarterly: Christmas Issue 1999 

A&F Quarterly: Christmas Issue 2002 

A&F Quarterly: Spring Break Issue 2003 

Crary, David. "Abercrombie & Fitch's racy catalog prompts a boycott campaign." 

Jefferson City News Tribune. 28 June 2001: 2. 

Jeffiies, MichaelS . Abercrombie & Fitch Annual Report: Chairman's Letter, 1999. 

Jeffiies, MichaelS. Abercrombie & Fitch Annual Report: Chairman's Letter, 2000. 

Jefffies, MichaelS. Abercrombie & Fitch Annual Report: Chairman's Letter, 2001. 

www.abercrombie.com Corporate Overview. 

www.abercrombie.com Sales Reports. 

www.eonline.com Carney, Hampton. 

www.photgraphy.about.com Bruce Weber: Homoerotic Fashion 

www.sccs.swarthmore.edu "The Phoenix" Swarthmore College's Student Newspaper 

Military Technology of WWI and WWII 
Creveld, Martin. Technology and War: from 2000 B.C. to the Present. (1989). New York: 
The Free Press. 

Darracot, Joesph. The First World War in Posters. (1974.)New York: Dover Publication, 
Inc. 

Hoffinan, Colonel Jon T. USMC: A Complete History. (2002). Hong Kong: Hugh Laurer 
Levin Associates, Inc. 

Kirchberger, Joe. The First World War. (1992). New York- Maple-Vail Book Manufac
turing Group. 

Macksey, Kenneth. Technology in War. (1986). New York: Prentice Hall Press. 

Sevareid, Eric. WWII. (1989). New York: Prentice Hall Press. 

Spartacus Online Education. Encyclopedia of The First World War. 24 March 2003. 

<http: //www.spartacus.schoolnet.co.uk/FWW.htm>. 

Spartacus Online Education. Second World War Encyclopedia. 24 March 2003. 

<http://www.spartacus.schoolnet.co.uk/2WW.htm>. 

Advancing Through Time 
McKay, John P. A History of World Societies. Boston: Houghton Mifflin Company, 2000. 

Formation of the Chinese Civilization. 2001. 03 October 2002. 

<http: //www.china.org.cn/e-gudai/8.htm>. 

History of Clocks and Calendars. 2002. 03 October 2002. 

<http: / !inventors. about. com/library /weekly I aa07 07 0 1 a. htm>. 

Crimson Phantoms 
Homer. The Odyssey. Translation: Robert Fagles. New York: Penguin, 1996. 

Williams, Tennessee. A Streetcar Named Desire. New York: Penguin Putnam Inc. 1947. 

68 Spectrum 



University of Hawai'i-Kapi' olani 
Board of Student Publications 


	spectrum-2003_001
	spectrum-2003_002
	spectrum-2003_003
	spectrum-2003_004
	spectrum-2003_005
	spectrum-2003_006
	spectrum-2003_007
	spectrum-2003_008
	spectrum-2003_009
	spectrum-2003_010
	spectrum-2003_011
	spectrum-2003_012
	spectrum-2003_013
	spectrum-2003_014
	spectrum-2003_015
	spectrum-2003_016
	spectrum-2003_017
	spectrum-2003_018
	spectrum-2003_019
	spectrum-2003_020
	spectrum-2003_021
	spectrum-2003_022
	spectrum-2003_023
	spectrum-2003_024
	spectrum-2003_025
	spectrum-2003_026
	spectrum-2003_027
	spectrum-2003_028
	spectrum-2003_029
	spectrum-2003_030
	spectrum-2003_031
	spectrum-2003_032
	spectrum-2003_033
	spectrum-2003_034
	spectrum-2003_035
	spectrum-2003_036
	spectrum-2003_037
	spectrum-2003_038
	spectrum-2003_039
	spectrum-2003_040
	spectrum-2003_041
	spectrum-2003_042
	spectrum-2003_043
	spectrum-2003_044
	spectrum-2003_045
	spectrum-2003_046
	spectrum-2003_047
	spectrum-2003_048
	spectrum-2003_049
	spectrum-2003_050
	spectrum-2003_051
	spectrum-2003_052
	spectrum-2003_053
	spectrum-2003_054
	spectrum-2003_055
	spectrum-2003_056
	spectrum-2003_057
	spectrum-2003_058
	spectrum-2003_059
	spectrum-2003_060
	spectrum-2003_061
	spectrum-2003_062
	spectrum-2003_063
	spectrum-2003_064
	spectrum-2003_065
	spectrum-2003_066
	spectrum-2003_067
	spectrum-2003_068
	spectrum-2003_069
	spectrum-2003_070

