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Writers in Paradise iii 

Introduction 

In the autumn of 1993, a group of both students and faculty met to discuss the 
need for a medium in which the showcase the works of serious academic prose of 
the many talented writers on the campus of Kapi 'olani Community College. Thus 
was born Writers in Paradise. From the onset, scrupulous detail was paid to every 
aspect of its formation; even the name of the new periodical sparked lively 
debate. Before Writers in Paradise-a title suggested by Beth Akamine-was 
selected, such clever titles as Slack-key Writers, Font follies, and Laidback 
Writers were considered. 
The call for submissions went out in fall 1993, and we were gratified by the 
number of entries we received in fall 1993 and spring 1994. We regret that we 
could not publish more of the works, and we sincerely hope the writers whose 
papers weren't chosen will continue to support us with future entries. The selec
tion process was a rigorous one, and we feel that all students who submitted their 
papers, whether they were selected or not, should be proud of their efforts. 
Writers in Paradise will be published each fall but will be accepting new material 
on a continuing basis. The deadline for each issue will be mid-April. In the future 
we hope to grow by being able to use more entries than in previous issues; thus 
we encourage you to keep us in mind when you complete works of which you are 
particularly proud. We seek entries from every discipline. Submissions need not 
be limited to class assignments or to works written within the year of publication. 
We thank the members of the Board of Publications, Guy Nishimoto (Language 
Arts department chair), and Leon Richards (Dean of Instruction), for their 
encouragement and support; Helen Hamada, Bert Kimura, and Gene Phillips of 
the Educational Media Center for their technical assistance; John Berestecky, 
James Fujita, Sheldon Hershinow, Delmarie Klobe, Jill Makagon, Louise 
Pagotto, Andrew Pak, Jim Robinson, Meena Sachdeva and other instructors who 
encouraged students to submit works; and Wini Au, especially, for her unfailing 
kindness and assistance. We offer special thanks to the many students who took 
the time to submit their works for consideration. We, the editorial staff, sincerely 
hope that you, the reader, enjoy this, our t1rst issue. 
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Why? 

by Brock Pemberton 

T he '60s was an era filled with disillusionment, rebellion, revelation, enlight 
enment, and hope. Living in and around New York City, the East Coast 
heart of the peace movement, gave one a clear and lasting perspective of the 

times. 
In the early '60s most people's attitude on life was happy and positive: nothing 

could go wrong. When we learned in high school about Lincoln's assassination, we 
assumed that nothing like that could happen in these joyous times. One day after 
lunch, as my electric shop classmates and I were learning how to wire a radio, the 
door flew open and J ano, an exchange student from Israel, burst into the room and 
exclaimed to the surprised class, "President Kennedy's been shot!" We sat in the 
chilled classroom, listening to the radio spewing forth the black, foreboding horror 
until classes were canceled'and we were sent home. When I reached my house, my 
mother informed me that President Kennedy was dead. 

Kennedy's death was the seed that grew into the discourse and disillusionment 
that filled the duration of the '60s. What had always been taken for granted now 
was questioned, at least by the post-war generation. 

The electric shop class that had heard the shocking news of the assassination 
slowly turned, day by day, into a rebellious den of disbelievers. On our class trip to 
Washington, D.C., when a black classmate was refused service at a snack bar dur
ing a riverboat cruise on the Potomac River, the class retaliated by throwing chairs 
and furniture overboard; we felt no guilt. 

A few years after graduating from high school I learned that two of my buddies 
had been killed in Vietnam. I moved to New York City, enrolled in the university of 
enlightenment, and started to look for answers. Some were hard to find. Some were 
obvious. While in a hotel room on 5th Avenue and 31st Street, I received a phone 
call from a friend. 

"Don't go outside" he warned. "Martin Luther King has been assassinated and 
the blacks are on a rampage." 

I went to the roof of the hotel where, from my vantage point eighteen stories 
above the street, I could see up 5th Avenue to Central Park and down 5th Avenue to 
Washington Square. It was 10 p.m. and the air was hot, charged with fire. The 
intimidating absence of vehicles seemed only to add to the tension. Then from up 
5th Avenue, in the direction of Harlem, came shouts, yells, screams. A parade of 
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hostile participants, dark and foreboding, surged through the streets. I felt fear, but 
even more so I felt sympathy and a longing to join the wave of rebellion flowing 
and surging below. By the time another Kennedy was killed, I was living in Green
wich Village, the only place I could find where people of all races, colors and be
liefs could live and learn from each other. Artists, poets, writers, musicians, teach
ers, professors all with something positive and worthwhile to say, and all with a 
commitment to changing society for the better. 

At first drugs were not an issue. Heroin had always been used in the inner city so 
why should the government care about the use of marijuana and LSD. After all, it 
was a known fact that the members of the Beatles had used LSD on their trip to 
India. In the coffeehouses and lofts of Greenwich Village drugs were a way to 
enlighten one's self and expand one's consciousness. In the early days of the peace 
movement drugs were not abused as in today's society. But Americans by nature 
are over consumers, and drugs were no exception. Soon the drugs became the way 
of life for many, and many suffered, including the definition of the word 'hippie.' 

In the early '60s a hippie was one who was hip to the disillusionment of the era. 
Most hippies were college students who felt something was wrong with the way the 
country was being run and with society in general, such as the Vietnam conflict and 
the Kennedy affair. The hippies wanted to enlighten people to the negative ele
ments of society in hopes of creating a more caring, aware, and knowledgeable 
world in which to live. Runaways, dropouts, alcoholics, and freeloaders were at
tracted to the love-your-neighbor, share-everything attitude of the hippies. 

When this negative element of society started to abuse the mind-expanding drugs, 
using them to escape even further from society instead of using them as a tool to 
further one's experience and knowledge, the whole of the hippie culture and ideas 
suffered. Ask most people today what their opinion of a hippie is and you will get 
only negative replies. Perhaps this is what the media were led to believe. The hippie 
movement, like many ethnic groups, was a victim of prejudice. 

Diug use by the musicians of '60s was nothing out of the ordinary. Quite a few 
musicians and movie stars of all eras are known to have used drugs. The music of 
the times was a focal point for hippies to rally around; it was the peace generation's 
own music. Isolated from mainstream America until big business realized its grow
ing popularity, it was then packaged and mass produced. In the process it lost origi
nality and creativity, not to mention some of its stars. Jimi Hendrix, Janis Joplin, 
and Jim Morrison, to name a few, died in the transition period from the '60s to the 
'70s. Some say their demise was due to drug overdose (or was it media overdose? 
Perhaps the '60s died with them. 

Possibly the prelude to the demise of hippies and hope was the opening of Hair 
on Broadway. Before this event it seemed that anything outside of the confines of 
Greenwich Village was always anti-hippie and anti-change. When a friend of mine, 
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a history-professor-turned-draft-resistor, asked if I wanted a bit part in Hair, I laughed 
and said, "I can't act" 

"I'm serious" he said. "I know people in the play. They need long -haired blondes 
to sit and strum guitars. The whole thing is for real; the play is truthful and gives a 
realistic view of the times. I think we are finally gaining respect" 

The next day I hopped a train to my hometown, 100 miles east of Manhattan. I 
had forgotten that the utopian life-style I lived in Greenwich Village was more than 
just miles away. As I walked back to the train station with what I had ventured to 
my birthplace to obtain, a guitar, I was picked up by the police, thrown in jail, and 
given a hair cut; all for the crime of being optimistic. I was dehumanized, then 
released to face reality in a world unwilling to listen, to understand, to change. 

Back in Greenwich Village I felt safer among the ever-increasing number of 
people who had experienced the same type of ostracizing. With the loss of my hair 
came the loss of the part in Hair. I felt alienated in the land where I was born. I 
sought out places to hide. 

The music of the era, a never-ending maze one could stumble through, became 
my only friend; unifying the spirits of a dissolving dream. The Filmore East in 
Greenwich Village was a haven for lost souls and music lovers of all shapes, sizes 
and colors. Super groups and underground bands alike shared their unifying, thought
ful, and rebellious tones. One felt that by venturing outside, beyond the embracing 
sounds, one would fall off the edge of reality. 

One blissful night, as The Who mesmerized the denizens of the famed rock 
palace, a lone figure jumped to the stage and yelled "Fire!" He was quickly kicked 
off by a guitarist's foot, yet soon smoke crept into the sanctuary. Exiting to the 
surrounding smoke-filled streets, we waited for the fire to stop, for the smoke to 
clear, for the music to continue, for the wars to end, and for the question to be 
answered, "Why?" 
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George Orwell, Please Bear with Us 

by Gertrude Chock 

I n his writing, George Orwell takes his readers in a direction that can lead n.o 
where but to the core of his thoughts. His straightforward style, using words 
exact as numbers, results in the arrow always hitting the bull's-eye. If it were 

necessary that I make a choice of a guide to effective writing, George Orwell would 
rank high in my priority. 

He best identifies his ideas about the English language in his essay, "Politics 
and the English Language" where, in his typical pragmatic style he writes of the 
deterioration of the English language not only in politics but in language as a whole: 
"it becomes ugly and inaccurate because our thoughts are foolish, but the slovenliness 
of our language makes it easier for us to have slovenly thoughts." 

How well I can envision the barrage of words that would explode from the pen 
of George Orwell as he might assail the contemporary pidgin English prevalent in 
the Hawaiian Islands. In its structure, or non-structure, he would find the ultimate 
example for his contentions: that the English language is being abused; that it is 
lazy and inaccurate and lacks luster because of the same weaknesses in our think
ing. 

But first he would have to flip through the pages of Hawaiian history. There he 
would find that Hawaiian pidgin is the outgrowth of the plantation speech of immi
grant workers who emigrated to Hawaii from foreign countries knowing only their 
own native tongues; that the original pidgin developed out of social and economic 
needs. A common language was vital for the survival of an ethnically diverse group 
of people in a land where mostly English was spoken. 

Today's Hawaiian pidgin does not always serve a necessary purpose. This neo
pidgin is largely a spoken dialect used by members of a group familiar with each 
other, in a casual manner, sometimes in jest, and almost never in a formal setting. It 
is ever changing, with no hard-and-fast rules. 

George Orwell would likely shudder and cite the following example as being 
lazy, slovenly, inaccurate, or even ugly. In Hawaiian pidgin, "You like go show?" 
with a declining inflection, is the equivalent of "would you like to see a movie?" in 
standard English. Certainly it is lazy, fewer words are used; it is inaccurate in struc
ture; it is hardly euphonic; it violates nearly every principle of good language. 

While George Orwell or any stranger might belittle the pidgin of our islands, if 
he were to linger long enough, he would come to the realization that its inimitable 
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flavor is as unique to Hawaii as the proverbial starch-loaded plate lunch which 
attracts the palate of so many Islanders. He would know, then, that pidgin is a 
reflection of a relaxed, casual atmosphere enjoyed by a potpourri of ethnic groups. 
Our Hawaiian pidgin is not curable; it is here to stay. 

With ease many of us who have lived in Hawaii long enough can slip into using 
authentic pidgin English. On the other hand, it will sound affected if not used flu
ently. It must be used with discipline and discretion depending upon one's comfort 
zone. If it is used only as a spoken language, we can avoid the pitfalls of the dete
rioration of which George Orwell speaks. As a written language it can be used 
effectively only when a writer intentionally uses it as a component of his writing 
style. 

I must allow that, when I write, I will often be remiss in following the principles 
of George Orwell. But, quoting him once again, "whoever writes English is in
volved in a struggle that never lets up for a sentence." 
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The Sins of the Fathers 

by Jerry D. Warner 

Prologue 

I think that there comes a time in the life of every man in which he feels "the chill of death 
in his groin. " It is as obscure and mystical as the smoky litanies of an incense-filled cathe
dral, and itfills him with a peculiar dread that is, at the same time, an understanding that it 
has been this way since time began, but strangely, somehow, he derives a curious comfort in 
the knowledge that it will always be so. Like E. B. White, my epiphany came about in rela
tionships-first with my father, and later, my sons. 
My Dies !rae came to me shortly before my forty-fourth birthday. For close to ten years 
prior to this, I had forsaken all that was dear and familiar to me and had gone off to slay 
dragons that lived only in my head. During those long years, I spent much time wondering 
about my family, especially my father whom I hated and my sons whom I feared. In the time 
that elapsed, one grew old and the others grew into manhood; my dragons became extinct, 
and I was left with the awareness that my link between the two generations was as extinct as 
my dragons. 

From his sisters, I have heard that my father was not close to my grandfather. 
The reasons are somewhat unclear, but I suspect that they stem from his 
inability to show affection for anyone. Though he worked very hard to pro

vide for all of us. We had all of life's necessities and even a few luxuries from time 
to time. We never had his attention or overt signs of his love. After the death of my 
grandfather, he cared dutifully, if unaffectionately, for my grandmother until her 
death some twenty years later. But she seemed to understand something that my 
brothers and I did not, that by providing materially for the people he loved, he 
believed he was meeting all their needs. 

I remember only two occasions when Dad spent the kind of quality time with 
my brothers and me that all boys want and need with their fathers. Once, he played 
baseball with us in the lot behind our house, and once, he carved slingshots for us 
from the branches of a dead tree that had stood in our yard for over a decade. 
Fifteen minutes after they were completed, however, my brother loaded a rock into 
his slingshot and shattered the windshield of a passing car. The car was driven by a 
customer from my dad's jewelry store. Dad and this fellow shared some animosity 
of long standing, and our slingshots disappeared the same day; we never saw them 
again. 
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In my immaturity, decades passed before I realized that he had done the very 
best he knew how to do, and at the time of his death, our relationship was slightly 
better than that of close friends. I had forgiven him his failings, and I miss him. But 
not until after his death did I begin to wonder if I had failed him, too. 

Quite aside from the usual father/son expectations and shortcomings, there were 
two major areas of my life which were a great disappointment to him, neither of 
which were in my control, neither of which he could accept, and both of which 
were completely outside the experience of his raising. First, I realized at a very 
early age that I was a homosexual; I think he knew it before I did. Second, at the age 
of fifteen, I developed symptoms which would much later be diagnosed as Manic 
Depressive Disorder. 

It was not merely that he had no tolerance for these conditions, though he had 
neither; he had no understanding. And like most people who do not understand 
anything that differs from their background, he exhibited an unveiled contempt and 
narrow-mindedness. I will never know whether or not he ever tried to understand 
these things, but after a few strife-filled years, we never spoke of either again. 

During my teens, I was told, by pious clergymen and terrified heterosexuals, 
that homosexuality was both unnatural and an abomination to God. Thus, at the age 
of nineteen, in the firm belief in will power and miracles, I married with the expec
tation that marriage would make me that which I was not. Within five years, we had 
two children. I tried hard, but my miracles failed to materialize; God, if he exists, 
had abandoned me. 

I loved my family, but I was a better father than husband. As much as I loved my 
sons, however, I was terrified that my afflictions, both of them, would be passed 
down to those two people whom I loved most in the world. I became afraid to show 
my affection to them. I desperately wanted to hug them and tell them how much I 
loved them. I wanted to teach them baseball and soccer; these endeavors seemed 
manly enough, but I knew nothing of them. What I knew was opera, literature and 
Latin; I was told, and believed, that teaching them such things was unhealthy for 
their masculine identity. And so I became afraid of my own sons. It seemed my love 
alone was not enough for their well-being. 

So it was that in some garbled way, I began to understand my father and his 
emotional handicaps. Yet there were too many of my own which were still an enigma 
to me. In a massive state of confusion, early one June, after a bungled suicide at
tempt, I left behind all that had been dear and familiar to me for ten years. 

Shortly before my forty-fourth birthday, after I finally became convinced that I 
had become a whole person, understanding and accepting of who and what I am, I 
began the laborious task of reconciling with my family. Only my father and my 
boys, now men, bore me bitterness. After a while, even they forgave me, but Dad 
never understood. Paul and Jeff now say that they understand, but I will always 
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remain a distant relative to them. They call me Jerry, when they speak of me, and I 
hear of them only through their mother, with whom I have become close friends. 

When I dare to contemplate these things, I sometimes have trouble, like White, 
in determining who are the fathers and who are the sons. Am I my own father? Am 
I my own son? Or am I only an obscure continuation of the genetic trait? We are, 
after all, the same seed. 

Epilogue 

After a certain age, the nwre one becomes oneself, the nwre obvious 
ones family traits become. 

Marcel Proust 

November 25, 1993 

Dear Dad, 
How strange it seems that you have been gone for over a year and that it has been over ten 
since last we saw each other. When I think of it, I become sad that I was not able to spend 
time with you before you left this world and that I was not there to say good-bye, but per
haps the peace we were able to make with each other, however uneasy, might have been 
shattered, as it had been so many times before, if I had been. 
When I received word of your death, I went to my favorite spot on the island and spoke to 
you for a long time. Could you hear? Could you see me? I wondered if, at the time of your 
father's death, you said those same things to him. I wondered if you ever were young enough 
to enjoy life or whether your stoicism was genuine, your life nothing nwre than an annoying 
nwsquito buzzing about your head on a warm summers evening. 
I hope that there is time, yet, to repair some of the damage with my sons. I don't want to die 
estranged from them. One of my friends said that when they started having children of their 
own, they would want me back in their lives again, and when I received the announcement 
of the birth of my grandson, Zack, the salutation read Dear Dad, and not Dear Jerry. Its a 
start. 
/love you and I miss you, 
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Eric Arakawa: A North Shore Priest 

by Alfredo Zavala 

[Instructor's Note: "Eric Arakawa: A North Shore Priest" by Alfredo Zavala was written to 
fulfill an assignment called "Writing Profiles. " This assignment asks students to write an 
essay about an intriguing person in their family, at their workplace, in their extracurricular 
activities, at KCC, or at a former school based on previous knowledge of this person and 
observations and an interview of this person. Students can also interview someone they 
have wanted to meet or get to know, but have not yet had an opportunity (or an excuse) to do 
so. Alfredo was a student returning to school after a break of a few years. He was uncertain, 
at first, about his writing skills. This paper, indeed every paper he wrote for this English 100 
class, was proof that Alfredo had no cause for concern.-lill Makagon, Language Arts.] 

Looking on the cover of the August issue of Surfer Magazine, one sees a 
familiar figure. Derek Ho, one of the world's best surfers, Hawaii's highest 
ranking professional surfer in the A.S.P. (Association of Surfing Profes

sionals), and inarguably the hottest surfer at the infamous Banzai Pipeline of Oahu's 
North Shore. There he is almost mystically frozen in a millisecond of time deep 
within the throat of a Pipeline monster. This unique position is something most 
surfers can relate to, perhaps even be jaded by, to a certain extent, yet as a surfer I 
must remind myself of how truly incredible and unique this position is, a position I 
would like to have the guts to experience. Hundreds of thousands in the surfing 
world around the globe acknowledge the superiority of Derek's reign at this, the 
most feared and desired surfing spot in the world; and the media helps to reinforce 
this with their coverage. 

Something else seems very familiar too-his board. Every surfer will instinc
tively wonder what the board of choice is for someone as decorated as Derek Ho. 
Time and time again that familiar logo that is one with him is etched into your 
brain, and you desire it like an amateur collector drools over a Faberge egg. The 
Faberge egg is like his "Island Classics" surfboard, Derek Ho like Malcolm Forbes. 
The incredible thing I must face as a surfer is that perhaps, like Faberge, how often 
do I know what the surfboard shaper looks like? I know his logo but I don't know 
him: a subject of fairly significant substance in the image/photo conscious surf 
media. The surfboard shaper is kind of like a famous radio personality. You never 
really know what he looks like, but his product is clear. Often times the picture you 
had created for this personality is different than the real thing. 

As I greeted Eric Arakawa at the surfboard factory in Ewa Beach, I wonder how 
many people in Arkansas would picture a surfer to even have a job? I as a surfer 
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look for the congruity of how a surfboard shaper could be stuck in this industrial 
complex, what one of the factories' laminators dubbed "the biggest hell hole west 
of Southern California." The contrast to this is the rolling cane fields of the North 
Shore with the rasta, crystal gazing, surf troll, country folk of Haleiwa and Sunset 
Beach-the stomping grounds of my interviewee. There must be a connection be
tween these contrasting images, there is. 

In the social strata of the North Shore of Oahu, there lies a driving heart beat that 
makes it all come together-that makes it all make sense. That heart beat is as 
powerful and consistent as the driving northerly winter swells that have made this 
place world famous. It comes from the harvesters of that bounty-surfers. Surfers 
need boards-boards need to be manufactured. 

The North Shore of Oahu is a surfer's Greenwich Village of sorts-a ghetto, a 
gathering place of birds of the same feather. Perhaps it is one of the only places in 
the world where surf, surfing, surfers are its life. The North Shore is like Lourdes 
with its pilgrims seeking healing. Like Lourdes, everything is catered to their ex
pectations. Like a holy place, it is a destination that all believers should make a 
pilgrimage to at least once. The North Shore will not let the surfer-pilgrim down. 

Eric Arakawa is like one of the priests who furnishes a wheelchair to the Lourdes 
pilgrims. He furnishes the object which will facilitate dreams and hopes of the 
pilgrimage; and like the residents of Lourdes, he has found his necessary place in 
the order of it all. Those Lourdes pilgrims are grateful for their priest and find him 
necessary for their healing. The surfing pilgrims are likewise grateful that great 
ones are helping to fulfill their dreams; their boards make that possible. Therein is 
Mr. Arakawa's place in the sociological niche that is the North Shore. His place is 
high in this evolved Neolithic society-in the social rung. Like a Mesopotamian 
priest in Sumeria, his place is honored and immovable. He is vital to the existence 
of the society. 

What makes him so good? "Mainly it's his experience. He's been shaping a long 
time and made a lot of boards for the top pros and getting feedback from them. 
They're cleaner-the lines on the boards are a lot more symmetrical than other 
guys' and generally a cut above." So says Steve Eichner, one of the chief lamina
tors at Laminations Hawaii-the "factory" where all this magic is worked. He cer
tainly knows what he's talking about with his ten years of experience and average 
laminating rate of seventy boards a week. Steve is a long time friend of Eric's. His 
comical description of Eric seems to contrast with what one would have envisioned. 
"I would call Eric the quintessential absent-minded professor. Generally he's think
ing about things so much he's not paying attention to life at hand," says Steve, 
sarcastically, knowing that Eric is within earshot of his comments. This assessment 
comes from his daily ride-sharing experiences together with Eric as they jostle 
together on their way to the factory every morning. Eric, not one to give in too 
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easily, retorts with something unintelligible through his respirator while Steve quickly 
adds, "Dude, you're getting humbled." llris is not over yet, for Eric has a reputa
tion for being a quintessential practical joker too. Steve will no doubt be vigilant 
today. 

To watch Eric in action is nothing more than seeing perfection, passion, and an 
almost scientific intensity before your eyes. To describe it in words would not do 
him justice; it would be like seeing an artist attack a canvas from start to finish. 
Every move, stroke, and color is thought of with the mechanical precision of a 
computer that the artist himself has full control of-a computer that is still amaz
ingly human. He is a flurry of activity unexplainable to the one watching yet so 
interesting that you sense that this is no ordinary human activity before you; like 
running, it is grace itself personified in a human instrument. Though Eric would 
define himself as a craftsman or go even further and say he is a designer, I go away 
with the opinion of artists-master. 

The factory is amazing. It is like a dry-wall cathedral, with thirty foot high 
ceilings and various closed doors; in the cathedral the monks are busy at their du
ties. Though all are equal, up the stairs are the carpeted shaping booths. These are 
the best places to be in a surfboard factory because here is where we will find the 
most nontoxic aspect of making a surfboard. Every other position-sander, lamina
tor, air brusher-is a dirty, sticky, itchy mess. One usually works his way up to the 
shaping aspect of the surfboard making process-but for Eric, this was not so. 

He started shaping surfboards at age fourteen because, in his words, "Unless the 
money is given to you to buy a board (at age ten) it's just completely out of your 
grasp. I was tired of cleaning yards and collecting beer bottles-that took too long. 
I decided I would save money on boards by building my own. So that's what I did, 
and before I knew it I had a friend here and a friend there asking me to do a board." 

He did this for two years until he met Ed Angulo, now one of the top tail board 
manufacturers in the world. Ed taught Eric the ropes and the technical side of shap
ing. Yet even before this time Eric had a sense of destiny about him: "I just knew 
what I wanted to see in a surfboard. That's basically it." To this day, that is what 
defines the difference between his boards and everyone else's. 

As time passed Eric shaped for various surfboard companies here in Hawaii and 
in California. He was continually progressing in his ability. While in California, he 
decided he would start his own clothing line called Island Classics. This period 
proved to be one of the key forming times in his young career. The clothing busi
ness was all ready to go; Eric was seeing dollar signs already. Everything was set 
when he had. to make a tough decision, for he had found out that the main investor 
in his new company was one of the biggest cocaine dealers in San Diego. "It was 
something that caused me to be in turmoil for the whole time I was there. I just call 
it right now to this day, the grace of God. No matter how much I tried to justify 
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what I was doing and tried to convince myself it was okay, the more I knew I was 
totally lying to myself. I realized that soon as the money comes in and this whole 
thing gets going, I'm going to write my whole life off-my whole life. I would 
have sold my life for just a few bucks. There was always going to be some dark 
side, something in the closet, you know, in the business. Finally I couldn't handle it 
any more, and I said I'm not going to take the money. I'm going to have to call the 
whole thing off. The guy just flipped out, man." And with an unflinching certainty 
in his voice he added quite matter-of-factly, "God would take care of me." 

While in France shaping boards for Hang Ten France soon after his tough deci
sion in California, Eric received the inspiration to start his own company. "I was 
trying to get into clothing but that was not my field. Right now I know how to build 
surfboards, and I felt I knew how to build a good board. So I decided, 'You know 
what? I should start a surfing company.' So I went back to Hawaii and that's how 
Island Classics got started." 

As I sat relistening to my interview of Eric in his purely functional office next to 
his shaping booth, I couldn't help but remember that three fourths of the interview 
was done as he was eating his lunch. It was easy to remember this because I was 
forcing him to speak with his mouth full most of the time. He was so busy that the 
only way to obtain the interview with him had to be during lunch between his time 
at the factory and his time at his business offices in which he had important meet
ings to attend. 

In his busy life-style Eric Arakawa personifies the surfing business in the nine
ties as no one else can. What is the stereotype when thinking of a surfboard shaper? 
A guy making a lot of noise in his garage with the constant smell of resin seeping 
out of the cracks? A surf-bum doing what he can to support his habit-rock-n-roll 
blaring? This he is not. 

One would have to say that Eric Arakawa is ready for the future. Concerning the 
future of surfboard shaping, here are his timely thoughts: "Production is a hands-on 
thing in surfboards-it is real labor intensive-surfboards are a real craft and be
cause the technology is moving to being more accessible and affordable we're go
ing to start seeing-actually we already have seen things like the computer shaping 
machine, computer generated designs and all that. What I see is we're going to 
have a lot less-say maybe hands-on shaper in the future-but we're going to have 
designers instead. The best shaper will eventually become designers." There is an 
interesting correlation to this statement too, for when I had asked Eric earlier what 
he would have liked to have been or done had he not been a surfboard shaper, he 
replied, "I have a creative side to me. I would love to be able to design cars." Eric's 
gifts are clearly a plus in this ever changing economic world we find ourselves in, 
in the nineties, but there is a price to pay. 

"There's one paradox in this thing [his business]: I don't surf as much as I used 
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to surf compared to when I was younger. The paradox of this whole thing is you 
stay in this business because you love surfing, but the longer you stay in it and the 
more successful you get in this business, the less and less time you have to surf 
because of time." 

Island Classics has come a long way since Eric was shaping his first boards in 
Pearl City with the help of his dad's glassing, not to mention the surf industry as 
well. Gone are the "hang loose" days of Gidget and Frankie Avalon. Being quite 
frank while speaking about his current nine-hours-a-day work week, Eric says, 
"It's gotten better. It used to be fourteen. Yeah, six days a week at twelve to fourteen 
hours a day. I've had a reputation of being a work-a-holic." So much for the beach 
bum stereotype. 

After the interview, as I was driving home through the Ewa flatlands, sugar cane 
flying by me, I saw Eric with all the hats he wears: husband, father, church leader, 
businessman, designer, artist. Where was I to go with my profile? The thought that 
kept coming back to me was the image of what I had spent the whole morning 
doing- watching Eric shape. 

"Yeah, I like shaping." Was his simple response to my question on whether he 
enjoyed shaping or not. What was impressive more than the words of his interview 
was his shaping. There he was in his booth-his home away from home. With his 
plastic goggles over his spectacles, airline tarmac ear muffs over his ears, and his 
respirator on, he looked more like an asbestos worker. On his hands he was sporting 
these thick wool gloves (which looked more like mittens) he "picked up in Japan" 
along with a thick layer of surfboard foam resting comfortably on his forearm like 
some thick contented moss. Back and forth he went with his power planer, taking 
calculated, perfectly timed steps like he was dancing the tango with his green whin
ing partner, spittle shooting out the back and all over. 

The steps to seeing a board evolve from the crude ugly blanks are numerous 
with many measurements taken along the way and a continual eyeing by the mas
ter. In the end, like a sculptor he holds a perfectly symmetrical, sparkling smooth 
teardrop of a board. It is beautiful, clean, perfect. He knows it. Tnis is my lasting 
image of Mr. Arakawa. There is none like him. Yet he takes it all in stride. Another 
wheelchair for a pilgrim. And like one of those priests at Lourdes, he takes no 
credit for himself. When asked to compare himself to the other shapers-with the 
other high priests in the society-this is what he has to say: "Their lives revolve 
around the sport or the industry that they're in, and I would say that probably the 
typical shaper has his life centered around surfing and I don't. My life revolves 
around Christ." Yes, he is unique. Different perhaps. Frighteningly evangelical
not what you expect of a surf-bum-but the pilgrims do not mind. They are getting 
healed daily. 

Been to Lourdes lately? If you do not know anyone there I can tell you someone 
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to look up. He is an absentminded professor, or at least that is what I have been told. 
His headings are documented, just go ask that smiling kid over there on the beach 
with the Island Classics surfboard. He knows. 
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Mr. Chan 

by Coralie Vellis 

T hirty years have passed since the brief encounter I had with Mr. Chan Kee 
Wha. The circumstances under which we met were most unusual; certainly 
there was no reason to imagine that an unexpected adventure was to de

velop when I greeted the crisp May morning in my room at the Park Hotel in 
Kowloon, China, a short ferry ride from Hong Kong. 

The smells and the noises that floated through the window were antithetical to 
the muted coos of Hawaiian pigeons and the tropical aroma of ginger and pikake to 
which I had been accustomed. Instead, I heard the tonal sounds of Chinese vendors 
selling their rice cakes and dried fish. The high-pitched voices of schoolchildren 
and loud horns of the taxis produced the sound of a million discords played at once. 
The night before, mother had said, "Let's get a good start in the morning to see as 
much of Hong Kong as we can." But Mother still had the sheet pulled high over her 
shoulders in deep sleep. 

I quietly moved to the large picture window and opened the drapery just enough 
to have a breathtaking view of Hong Kong's harbor. Ferries were transporting people 
between Kowloon and Hong Kong while sampans propelled their way to the fish
ing spots; a solid mass of houseboats in various degrees of disrepair were filled to 
overflowing with people, some of them emptying honey buckets over the side; and 
hovering high over this mass of ocean craft were the US Navy vessels, some at 
anchor and others getting underway for secret wartime missions. 

As I squinted at the bows of the ships, looking for the number of the ship my 
husband commanded, I wondered if the Laos situation would ever allow him to 
pull in to this busy port for the reunion we had planned. Just ten days before, our 
meeting in Tokyo had come to an abrupt close when his ship had been ordered to 
transport Marines to an undisclosed location. I released the drapery and turned 
toward my mother. Finding her still asleep, I cupped my hands to my mouth and 
sang a reveille of "Time to get up, Mother." 

After a Continental breakfast in our room, we headed for the hotel's doorman 
who whistled for a taxi that took us to the Star ferry. Once aboard, I glanced north 
and shuddered at the realization that Communist China was visible in the distance. 
In fifteen minutes we were on Hong Kong island where a cabby drove us to the 
base of Victoria Peak to await a tram that would take us to the summit for a 180 
degree view of Hong Kong. 

Once.on the tram, I noticed a refined looking Chinese gentleman hand the con-
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ductor something in a surreptitious manner while his group took their places in four 
rows of double seats across the aisle from me. An abrupt jerk of the cable car al
lowed me no time to speculate on the relationship of this well-dressed octet. The 
tram shot ahead with the force of a cannon ball; the 70 degree ascent made my head 
whirl, and soon mother said to me, "Coralie, I think I'm going to faint or get sick to 
my stomach." 

"You'd better not," I said, "or I'll play follow the leader." 
The well-dressed gentleman across the aisle noticed our difficulties, and lean

ing forward in front of a young child, explained, "Please not to worry; soon we 
reach the top. Not long now." 

He was right. Our recoveries were instant once the cable car came to a stop on 
level ground. We gathered our belongings and made our way to the door. As I 
stepped on to the platform, the man from across the aisle had stepped off the tram, 
and with an extended hand, he reached for mine. At a closer range, I saw that he 
was slender and in his late forties. He was taller than the average Chinese, dressed 
in a tailor-made black suit. In his free hand he carried a black bowler hat and a slim 
black umbrella; his head was almost bald, and the scalp was mottled with brown 
blotches that resembled Rorschach inkblots. The blemishes disturbed me and I 
thought his smile was sinister. 

After helping my mother from the tram, he addressed us both. "Please to join 
my family and me for refreshments." he asked. I was somewhat leery to accept but 
at that moment, my mother and I must have remembered how freely our family had 
often entertained service personnel in Hawaii, during World War 11-men we hardly 
knew. We accepted his invitation. 

As we walked toward the Olde Ice Cream and Pastry Shoppe, the stranger, Mr. 
Chan Kee Wha, and we properly introduced ourselves; in turn, we met Mrs. Chan, 
a handsome woman dressed in a semi-fitted cheongsam, the traditional Chinese 
dress. Although there was a slight maturing around her eyes, it was apparent that 
she had been a beauty in her youth. She introduced us to her children and two males 
whom I sensed were bodyguards. 

Once the waiters had a glimpse of Mr. Chan, they moved like people in a 
fast-forward movie scene. Some pushed tables together to accommodate the party 
of ten while others pulled out chairs and gave them a quick dusting with the snap of 
a napkin. Glasses were filled with iced water, and the maitre d' appeared; with a 
slight bow, he inquired, "the usual, Mr. Chan?'' A nod from Mr. Chan sent the 
waiters flying again, and I sat in complete wonderment! Who was this man? 

I remained deep in thought with questions as to why Mr. Chan had chosen to 
invite my mother and me to join them. Was he thinking of taking us North to Com
munist country, maybe in a fair exchange for the heroin he wished? My thoughts 
were interrupted by the appearance of waiters carrying trays full of sundaes, French 
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pastries, bonbons and flavored custard parfaits. With this display of a child's defi
nition of the world's most wonderful meal, I was happy I had not indulged myself 
in a big breakfast. 

Mr. Chan explained that he had just been reunited with his family after returning 
from Rangoon, Burma where he owned rice fields and mills. The day was to be 
spent together visiting various spots on the island. "Please to ride around with us." 
he said. I panicked. In the fastest Greek I had ever spoken, I whispered to mother, 
"No, mother, we aren't going. This man is using us to barter with the Commies." 
And turning to our host, with a quiver in my voice, I said, "I don't think so, Mr. 
Chan." But Mr. Chan was convincing my mother, his yellowed teeth even more 
pronounced from the glow of the lights from the ceiling. 

"Just to think," Mr. Chan retorted, "counting my chauffeur, we are nine mouths~ 
nine tour guides for two of you." 

As though mother had not heard a word of my whisperings, she said, "We will 
be delighted to join you." 

We rose to leave, and the waiters rushed to line up, like little toy soldiers, on 
either side of the door. As we made our way to Mr. Chan's private car, the chauf
feur, using a soft buffer cloth, was putting the last shine on the black Mercedes 
limousine. He had saved us the steep downhill trip by driving the car to the top of 
the summit. 

I was asked to take my place at the back of the car which made me uneasy. True, 
I did not know if the chauffeur spoke much English, but if I had been placed in 
closer proximity to him, I may have been able to get some information on Mr. Chan 
while others were engrossed in their conversations. But Mr. Chan, as though he 
realized my desire to hear more, volunteered the information himself. 

Almost before the car had made the last curve down the hill, he said, "I was in 
Rangoon because of Communist takeover there; I want ensure my holdings but I 
afraid I am losing ground." I felt a bit less tense to know that he was having trouble 
with the Communists. Or was all of this just a cover? He continued, "Mrs. Chan 
believes I should concentrate on my race horses and fleet of freighters." 

You own the horses and freighters, Mr. Chan?" I asked. 
"Yes, Miss, I most fortunate in my lifetime. When I was three, I had high fever 

for fourteen days. I lost my hair and brown spots came." Well, now I knew why he 
had the blotches. "My mother went temple to pray. She promise if gods heal me she 
raise me to respect beliefs of my ancestors, and to help my people. Her prayers 
were granted; her promises, fulfilled." He scowled and turned to say something in 
Chinese to one of the bodyguards which caused me to feel uneasy again. "Ah, but 
here we are at the gardens!" 

On the hillside above the blue waters of Causeway Bay, we passed under the 
arched, wrought-iron gate bearing the words TIGER BALM GARDENS. As we 
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made our way through the park, we came upon colorful, giant-sized statues of crea
tures from Buddhist and Taoist myths; red-lacquered and goldleafed pagodas stood 
majestic near dark, mysterious caves. Lush fern grottoes and artistic plant foliage 
covered the grounds, making the gardens look like an Asian fairyland. 

Suddenly, the car stopped. Heavy chains that restricted further entry clanged to 
the ground and Mr. Chan spoke. "We now entering private residence of Mr. Aw 
Boon Haw, owner of the gardens. Only his private guests admitted here." 

In her deep Bostonian accent, mother, somewhat nonplused at this new devel
opment, said, "But Mr. Chan, are they expecting my daughter and me?" 

"Not to worry," he said with some intolerance in his voice, as he gestured with 
his hands . for the chauffeur to proceed. But I was still worried as to where this 
journey was leading us. As we drove in, the chains went up behind us. 

The veranda at the front of the large, gray-stoned mansion had been transposed 
into a mini dining area. A long buffet table, set with a lavish linen cloth of lace and 
embroidered insets held platters of small sandwiches, relish dishes, and chocolate 
eclairs. Crystal pitchers held thirst-quenching beverages of iced tea and strawberry 
drink. When our host and hostess had greeted each of us, we sat down to our sum
mertime luncheon. 

"My joy," began Mr. Aw Boon Haw after lunch, "is for my guests to enjoy the 
beauty of my private jade and marble collection. Please, will you pass through to 
the living area?" 

I gasped in awe as we entered the room. At each end of one wall were insets two 
feet from the floor and six feet high. Each held a large vase of village scenes painted 
in muddy shades of green and brown and antique gold. Centered between the vases 
was a large glass case exhibiting the most beautiful Imperial jade tea service I had 
ever seen. On the opposite side of this wall magnificent silk screens hung behind 
exquisite marble statuary. Rose quartz and ivory figurines, and heavily carved rose
wood thrones from a past dynasty completed the display of Chinese art. 

Interrupting the daze I was in, Mr. Chan said, "Now. we leave. Must take you to 
hotel." 

Grateful but very relieved, I said, "Yes, thank you. Lovely day, but time to get 
back, Mr. Chan." We expressed our gratitude to the hosts and headed for Mr. Chan's 
car. As we approached our hotel, Mr. Chan said, "You must grant us the pleasure of 
your company at a dinner party I am having this evening in honor of some dignitar
ies from the Philippines." 

Before I thought of a valid excuse to decline the invitation, Mother answered, 
"How very kind of you, Mr. Chan," and the plan was finalized. 

"Good. We pick you up at 7 o'clock," said Mr. Chan as the limousine sped away 
with him and his family. 

While we dressed for dinner, I made a last attempt to convince mother that we 
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should not go to the party. "Mother, don't you see? The darkness of the night will 
make a perfect foil for abducting us into the Communist's New Territories." · 

"You're letting your imagination run away with you again, Coralie." She was 
indifferent to my comments as she applied her last bit of makeup. 

"But mother, I have a killer of a headache," I said, but mother only told me to 
hurry as Mr. Chan would be arriving momentarily. We left our room and went to the 
lobby to await his arrival. 

By the time Mr. Chan entered the lobby, I had worked myself into a real mi
graine; when I told this to Mr. Chan, he clapped his hands while he yelled impa
tiently at the bellboys, "Bring this woman two aspirin and a glass of water." I took 
them in one swallow, and we were out the rotating doors with the swiftness of 
gazelles. 

Once outside, I was shocked to see three limousines lined-up at the curb, all of 
them containing guests of Mr. Chan. I felt a Mafia-like mysteriousness in the air as 
we were hurriedly ushered to Mr. Chan's car; soon we were back on Hong Kong 
island heading toward Repulse Bay and the Chinese Country Club. 

The club was on a knoll that overlooked the bay, and was ablaze with lights. 
Large trees and beautiful flower gardens added to the scene which resembled an 
MGM movie set. The wall panels and pillars of teakwood at the entry were so 
highly polished that they reflected light as though they were made of glass. Inside, 
white uniformed waiters served drinks-Tanqueray gin, Chi vas Regal scotch, Crown 
Royal Canadian whiskey, French Dubonet and other wines-all served from three 
portable bars, while winsome waitresses in graceful cheongsams passed appetizers 
of all descriptions. 

Mr. Chan spotted my mother and me from across the room and came toward us. 
He appeared more relaxed and contented to see his guests enjoying the evening. He 
directed our attention to the group next to us, and said, "Mrs. Anastasopulos, Mrs. 
Vellis, may I present the Speaker of the House of the Philippines, the Honorable 
Estevan Avilla and Mrs. Avilla." The Speaker of the House, I thought. I managed a 
"How do you do, Mr. Speaker, Mrs. Avilla." They in turn introduced us to the four 
senators from the Philippines. I guessed that they were doing business with Mr. 
Chan since the conversation seemed to be centered on finding ways to procure 
more rice for their people. 

In the private dining room, two, very large round tables sparkled with the fine 
crystal and china. At one table, all the women were seated, and at the other, the men 
and my mother and me-a remarkable situation that still puzzles me and one to 
which I shall never have an answer. After a sumptuous twelve-course dinner, we 
were served Pousse Cafe, a delicate blend of Chatreuses, creme de menthe, and 
brandy. 

The informal after -dinner speeches were given by two of the honored guests 
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who paid tribute to Mr. Chan's philanthropic activities which included sending vast 
shipments of rice to feed the hungry in the Philippines. He was presented a plaque 
for his humanitarian efforts which he accepted with humility. The evening had been 
full of conviviality, but the time finally came to say goodnight to newly made friends 
who had truly touched our lives in such a coincidental way. 

On the drive back to our hotel at midnight, I reflected on the day we had spent 
with the Chans! In spite of my imagination, I marveled that my mother had been 
such a good judge of character. Now my only concern was how we were going to 
reciprocate. 

Back at the hotel, I sat at the desk and wrote a letter to my husband Jim. I 
described the day's experience and suggested that if he should get to Hong Kong, 
he invite the Chans aboard ship for dinner. Two months later, Jim did, indeed, meet 
and entertain the whole Chan clan! 

When Jim returned to Pearl Harbor after a six month deployment in the Western 
Pacific, there was the usual excitement over the gifts he had brought to our chil
dren. When they were distributed, he said, "And, Coralie, this is a gift from Mr. 
Chan to you and me." I opened the colorfully wrapped package like an excited 
child on Christmas morning, to discover a magnificent silk embroidered wall hang
ing of an elegantly robed gentleman with a long-flowing beard. 

The hanging was placed on the wall just inside our front door. In my leaving and 
in my returning home, I am constantly reminded of that day in Hong Kong so many 
years ago, and of the generosity of a charming Chinese gentleman. 
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From Taro Fields to Tourist Mecca:. 
A Brief Chronicle of Waikiki's Forgotten History 

by Mollie C. Ebersbach 

[Editor's Note: "From Taro Fields to Tourist Mecca:' was written for Jill Makagon's En
glish 215, Advanced Expository Writing, class. In this assignment, students were asked "to 
write the kind of history that takes into account the problems defined by [Jane} Tompkins 
and [Haunani-Kay] Trask: the problems of myth, point ofview,faed ideas, faCts and per
spective, nwrality." The purpose was to understand that what we are taught or what we 
read as historical truth may not be 'the truth, 'but rather one persons representation of the 
tr(jth for a variety of reasons. "1 

L ocatedon the southeastern shores of the island of. O'ahu in the tropical state 
of Hawaii is Waikild-i.e., tourist mecca. Waikiki stands out as one of the 

· most famous and desired vacation locations in the world. It is an exotic 
destination that has all of the comforts of any modern city that lures international 
tourists to her shores by the thousands daily. The tourists bring with them romantic 
fantasies of "the little grass shack," beachboys, hula girls and incessant luaus. They 
also dream of spending days relaxing on the glimmering white sand beaches be
neath swaying coconut palms, bathing in the crystal blue waters, touring the fa
mous sites, enjoying the luxuries provided by the hotels, and watching the sunset, 
sipping Mai-Tai 'sunder the shadow of Diamond Head Crater. These stereotypical 
images just described have been associated with Waikiki and Hawaii in general for 
decades, probably ever since the first white man, Captain James Cook of Britain, 
"discovered" and opened the islands to the world. 

But how much of this tropical romantic fantasy reflects Waikiki truthfully? The 
days of grass huts and hula girls have been replaced by vendor carts and prostitutes, 
the ocean water is polluted and at times smelly, the beach is crowded on any given 
day, and concrete hotels and condominiums rather than. coconut trees dominate the 
landscape, obscuring most of Diamond Head Crater from view. Tourists must be
lieve that a kind of paradise can still be found in contemporary Waikiki, if not the 
utopian fantasy, since they continuously come to vlsit this concrete jungle. How
ever, this concrete facade eclipses Waikiki's golden history of a forgotten Eden. 

Less than one hundred years ago, Waikiki was a unique shoreline wetland com
munity for both animal and human life. The image of the Waikiki of long ago is 
remembered by very few O'ahu locals, and, shockingly, most residents cannot re
call having any knowledge ofWaikiki before the emergence of the tourist industry. 
The western culture that has been infused in Waikiki along with the tourist industry 
and their respective historical significance in the development and resurfacing of 
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Waikiki has been allowed to replace the Hawaiian and natural histories of the area. 
By not teaching Hawaii public school students about Waikiki (and, of course, Ha
waii) before western contact and the opening of Hawaii to the world, all of Hawaii's 
residents, both present and in the future, are deprived of a rich cultural and natural 
history. Ignorance of Hawaiian history, as in any of our national and world histo
ries, creates situations that can allow our society to make the same mistakes that 
were made in similar circumstances in the past. This is particularly poignant in 
recognizing that the development of Hawaii and the destruction of "unusable bad
lands" does have its costs, and once recognized, it is almost always impossible to 
correct our mistakes once made. 

Today no one ever refers to Waikiki as a place where wildlife flourished, where 
the aina (land) was filled with sacred taro fields, and the landscape was traversed 
with fresh water streams and lagoons. The water bodies that one can see are either 
the polluted Ala Wai Canal or the seawater from the Pacific that caresses Waikiki 
Beach. The wildlife that does exist are the pigeons, mynah birds, cockroaches and 
the party-goers that migrate to the bars and clubs nightly. However, the Waikiki 
from the pre-1700s up until around 1919, was the place of the "Spouting Water" 
(wai, meaning "water"; kiki meaning"spouting forth" [Pukui & Elbert, 1974, 223]), 
named after the numerous artesian wells in Waikiki, playground of the alii (Hawai
ian ruling class), and a prosperous agriculture and aquaculture-based community. 

Water was the life of the land in Waikiki. The streams of Palolo and Manoa 
valleys fed the taro fields and fresh water duck and fish ponds that fed their com
munity. The water from the Koolau mountains also fed a large network of under
ground artesian wells that gave Waikiki her name. The water in these artesian wells 
"spouted forth" fresh water into springs and ponds at the present-day locations of 
Makiki, Punahou (lower Manoa, near Punahou School), University (at the intersec
tion of University Avenue and King Street), Upper Kapahulu, and Waikiki. This 
general area was collectively the lower section of the Manoa land section (ahupuaa), 
and was reserved for the cultivation of taro, banana, sweet potato, and other agri
cultural vegetation (Handy & Handy, 1972, 480-2). 

The fish ponds and coral reef of Waikiki were the mainstay of the prosperous 
aquaculture cultivation of the day. The fish ponds were made, according to legend, 
by the industrious menehune. The menehune was an elusive race of dwarfs that 
were known for their industriousness and incredible feats of engineering. The num
ber of fresh- and saltwater fish ponds at Waikiki was incredible. The lowest esti
mation of fish ponds that once existed is fifteen, the highest concentration of fish 
ponds in the entire Hawaiian Island chain ever. The cultivation from the sea was 
exceptionally fruitful and the fishermen were able to make their daily catches with
out much work or trouble. In the shallow waters off of Kalia (between present-day 
Ala Moana and Ilikai Hotel), for example, nets were used only to gather fish after 
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the fishermen surrounded a school of (ama(ama (mullet), and maneuvered them 
inshore. 

Ka i 'a pikoi kanaka o Kalia; he kanaka ka pikoi, he kanaka ka pohaku (The fish 
caught by the men ofKalia; men are the floaters, men are the sink-
ers). (Pukui, 1983, 150 [#1378]) 

The (ama (ama was so plentiful that neither bait nor nets were 
needed to catch them. The waters off ofWaikiki were also plentiful in crab ( (alamihi), 
shrimp ('opae), fish (such as papio), octopus, and clams and other animals and 
edible vegetation. 

Waikiki was a popular residence of the alii, the ruling class of ancient Hawaii. 
The alii enjoyed the pristine beauty of the Waikiki landscape, long white beaches, 
and continuous rolling waves, perfect for their favorite sport-surfing. Most of the 
alii Waikiki residences in ancient O'ahu were in Ulukou (translated as "breadfruit 
grove"), an area located where the Royal Hawaiian Hotel now stands (Tarallo
Jensen, 1987, Sec. III, 18). 

Waikiki was once the ruling seat of Kona (southeast) O'ahu. A relatively large 
population lived on O'ahu during the pre-westernization age and caused the cen
tralization of power by the governing alii nui (ruling chief of the island, later ruler 
of the Hawaiian Kingdom) to be necessary. Waikiki was the area chosen for the 
central government. Mailikukaki, alii nui of ancient O'ahu (circa 1500s), was among 
the first to situate his government in Waikiki. Mailikukaki handled all affairs of 
both the state and "church" (kapu religion) in Waikiki, and as required by kapu law, 
had the first born sons of both alii and maka (ainana (commoners) sent to Waikiki 
to be educated within his household (Handy & Handy, 1972, 480). 

Of ancient Waikiki's wahi pana or sacred places were two great heiau temples. 
They were Papa'ena'ena and Helumoa. 

Papa' ena' ena, loosely translated as "red-hot to the touch" (Pukui & Elbert, 1992, 
17 & 122), was located on the makai (seaward side of the land) slopes of Lae'ahi, 
present day Diamond Head 

This heiau was re-erected by High Chief Kahekili of Maui to commemorate his 
victory over Chief Kahahana for control over the island of 0' ahu in 1782 (Tarallo
Jensen, 1987, Sec. III, 18). The heiau no longer exists, and the LaPietra School for 
Girls now resides where Papa'ena'ena once stood. 

In ancient Ulukou resided Helumoa heiau. Helumoa was a heiau po'o kanaka 
temple where human sacrifices of the enemies of the state were made. Helumoa's 
guardian entity was Ka'auhelemoa, and he was symbolized by the moa (chicken). 
The translation of Helumoa's name is helu, meaning scratch(ing) and moa, fowl. 
The symbolism of the heiau's name implies that it is here that one can encounter 
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chickens "finding maggots (by scratching) in the bodies of the victims executed at 
the temple" (Tarallo-Jensen, 1987, Sec, III, 18). Despite such a reputation, the 
residence of many alii and kahuna (priests) was at Helumoa. Kamehameha I also 
made his residence here, but the translation of Helumoa was softened to "Resting 
Place" (Scott, 1968, 601). 

Neither heiau survived the breaking of the kapu during the 1800s by 
Kamehameha II and Ka' ahumanu after the death of Kamehemeha I. The land and 
foundations of both temples were later used for the building of residences for the 
alii and elite Caucasian residents of Waikiki. 

Waikiki's landscape during the nineteenth century differed dramatically from 
the ancient days before the landing of Captain James Cook on the island of Hawaii 
in 1778. The population of the native Hawaiians fell dramatically in less that 100 
years of western contact. By 1850, the Hawaiian population was cut from (ap
proximately) 300,000 native residents in 1778 to 82,593. And by 1890, only 13.5% 
of the original Hawaiian population survived. This great destruction of the native 
peoples due to many devastating causes from western contact, such as the introduc
tion of western diseases, the influence of the western capitalist economy (that caused 
the selling of and eventual destruction of many of Hawaii's natural resources, such 
as the Sandalwood trade), the desire for and addiction to western products, like 
alcohol, and the demoralization of the people by the failed and broken kapu reli
gion (Nakamura, 1979, 1-3). The decrease in Hawaiian people caused a shortage in 
labor for the sugar plantations, as well as the fish ponds and taro fields of Waikiki. 
Also, the dwindling population cut the demand for Hawaiian traditional foods. 
Waikiki Hawaiians were driven away by disease, poverty, and politics. (The Great 
Mahele or land division of the 1850s gave all alii land to own. The land was no 
longer owned and parceled out by the alii nui. Many alii sold their parcels for 
material possessions, forcing the residents to leave their homes upon the sale of the 
land.) The Hawaiians that did remain in Waikiki either continued farming taro, 
fishing in the coral reefs and fish ponds, renting out rooms to the growing number 
of haole (stranger-today the word generally refers to Caucasians) tourists, or leas
ing land to immigrant Oriental farmers. 

In 1852 the importation of Asian laborers began. The Chinese and later other 
international migrants were hired under contract to work on the sugar and pine
apple plantations since the decline of native Hawaiian workers caused a shortage of 
laborers. The Chinese, after satisfying the terms of their hired work, rarely re
newed their contracts, to the dissatisfaction of the plantation owners. Most of these 
Chinese left the plantations to move back home to China with their accumulated 
earnings, while some stayed to make a living in Hawaii. Many of the ones that 
stayed moved to Waikiki. 

The majority of these hired contract Chinese migrants were from the province 
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of Kwangtung in China, a delta region where the basic economy was rice cultiva
tion (Glick, 1980, 45). Rice agriculture for these Chinese was, without any stretch 
of the imagination, their "cup of tea." The flat wetlands ofWaikiki's ancient taro 
fields were perfect for the rice crop and were easily converted for its cultivation. 
The rice industry in Hawaii could not have been initiated at a better time since the 
demand for rice in Hawaii and in the Pacific Coast of North America was growing 
due to the importation of Asian labor for the plantations, railroads, and mining 
industries throughout Hawaii and United States (Glick, 1980, 45-7). By 1892, the 
total acreage of rice agriculture on O'ahu was 4,659 acres. Waikiki had the second 
highest area for rice cultivation at 542 acres, following the Mokuleia area of North 
Oahu that had 738 acres. Waikiki was the best situated area for the cultivation of an 
agricultural industry since Honolulu Harbor, where the merchant ships exporting 
their goods outside of O'ahu and Hawaii were docked, was only a few miles from 
the farmland. And by the end of the nineteenth century, the rice industry competed 
with sugar and pineapple for economic growth (Char, 1975, 95-7). 

The farmers in Waikiki grew other crops to supplement the rice industry. They 
cultivated traditional Oriental vegetables, such as lotus root, and also raised chick
ens and ducks; they also utilized the fish ponds on their parceled land to gather fish. 
The goods that the farmers cultivated were usually sold in the markets in Honolulu 
and Chinatown. And as the importation of Asian workers increased, the demand for 
Oriental products also increased as well as the success of the farmers and mer
chants that supplied the Chinatown markets. Also, another main reason for the 
success ofWaikiki's Chinese farmland, according to Barry Nakamura of the Bishop 
Museum, especially the fish ponds, was due to the fact that "refrigeration was inad
equate" during the turn of the century (Whitten, 1980, A1-A2). Waikiki was also 
only a few miles away from Honolulu's thriving markets. 

The Caucasians that lived in Waikiki during the 1800s and early 1900s were of 
the upper classes and tended to live their lives as fashionable Victorian socialites. 
They had roads and bridges built to connect their homes in Waikiki to the city in 
Honolulu. They built elaborate western style houses, grew extensive pruned gar
dens that framed freshwater ponds in lacy willows and exotic fauna, and held so
cials and dances that were attended by the cream of both Hawaiian and Caucasian 
societies. On weekends, the businessmen of Honolulu gathered in Waikiki with 
their friends and families to play and relax, temporarily forgetting the hustle and 
bustle of city life. The Waikiki and Honolulu haole residents, as they corresponded 
with relatives and acquaintances back home on the Mainland United States and 
Europe, began to expose Hawaii and Waikiki to the outside world as an exotic and 
utterly inviting paradise for tourists. Newspapers, such as the Paradise of the Pa
cific (circa 1850-1920), painted romantic images ofWaikiki that are still dreamed 
about by our contemporary tourists. 
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(Waikiki Beach) is the first part of Honolulu that one sees as his 
steamer from the mainland (North America) rounds the rugged 
promontory of Diamond Head .... Curved in a long, graceful line, 
the beach, washed by the lapping wavelets of the coral-sheltered 
waters, sweeps to right and left. The Hawaiian sunlight pours down 
upon the dark -green masses of its luxuriant foliage; cocoanut palms 
lift tufted tops aloft, their fronds outline in graceful silhouette against 
the mountains that lie behind. A lacy fringe of gleaming white in 
the foreground marks the coral reef that bars out the long, rolling 
waves of the blue Pacific .... There is no beach like it in the world; 
there is no part of Hawaii that is more attractive to tourist and resi
dent alike than this playground of Honolulu, Waikiki Beach. (Para
dise of the Pacific, 1911, 15) 

By the close of the nineteenth century, Waikiki was among the most romantic, 
exclusive and popular vacation spots in the world. The growing interest in Waikiki 
by international visitors increased desire for residential properties by the Caucasian 
residents, and the rapidly rising land prices caused the businessmen of O'ahu to 
consider investing in and possibly developing the wetlands in Waikiki. These en
trepreneurial businessmen, like Mr. Walter F. Dillingham, began to buy both dry
and wetland parcels in Waikiki, to prepare for development (Nakamura, 1979). 

By the crowning of Queen Liliuokalani in 1891, the Caucasian influence in the 
politics and government of the Kingdom of Hawaii was strong. The Bayonette 
Constitution of 1887, which was signed by King Kalakaua, limited the power of the 
monarchy and gave more power in government to the population of rich . haole 
businessmen since, under this constitution, only men who had a certain income and 
landholdings could participate in the legislation of the Kingdom. The interests of 
this oligarchy of the haole businessmen feared that the new Queen would overturn 
and take away the power they had gained in this constitution. Also, their busi
nesses and business practices, safeguarded in the Bayonette Constitution, were threat
ened should the Queen make any reforms. For this and other inducements, the 
oligarchy, with the assistance of American military forces, overthrew Liliuokalani 's 
monarchy in 1893. The Republic of Hawaii, under Mr. Sanford P. Dole, was estab
lished and recognized by the American government on January 17, 1893 (Nakamura, 
1979, 38-40). 

But what did the establishment of the oligarchy mean to Waikiki? What it sig
nified was the beginning of the Waikiki Reclamation Project, or the development of 
the topography of modern Waikiki. The development of Waikiki began when the 
Republic Government of Hawaii was established in 1893. 

The new oligarchical government had the land in and around Waikiki surveyed 
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for a "health and sanitary" ev~luation and possible improvement. By 1906, the 
Territory of Hawaii's Board of Health had marked Waikiki and Waikiki's wetlands 
as a "swamp" and stated that the claimed lands there were "judged deleterious to 
public health since the water runoff was stagnated, mosquitoes swarm in huge num
bers in and around the ponds, and that the spread of disease, according to this re
port, in this area is uninhibited." The survey done by the Board of Health, headed 
by Mr. Lucio us Pinkham, Board of Health President, was named the "Reclamation 
of the Waikiki District of the City of Honolulu, Territory of Hawaii" (Nakamura, 
1979, pp. 51-4). 

This report by the Board of Health made recommendations to drain the wetland 
in Waikiki and build a canal to contain the flowing waters from the Manoa and 
Palolo Streams. The report also included a map to show how and where the changes 
were to be made. The report and map showing the development plans for the Rec
lamation of Waikiki also had preliminary sketches for the division of old rice and 
taro fields into residential plots. This report did not explain how dividing the old 
agricultural wetlands into plots would contribute to the "sanitation" of Waikiki, 
nor did the report address the problem of what would happen to the residents and 
farmers living in Waikiki during and after the project's completion. 

During the early 1900s, Waikiki's agriculture and aquaculture was still thriving. 
The Waikiki Reclamation report by the Territorial government did not address their 
situation, and this is because no Caucasian business gained much profit from the 
cultivation of rice in Waikiki (Lydon, 1975). The development of Waikiki, at the 
expense of the residents and farmers, began in 1917. 

In 1917, the Territorial government ordered that a "commission to devise a sys
tem or plan for the sanitation, reclamation and improvement of that area of land 
(Waikiki)" (qtd. by Nakamura, 1979, p. 81). By 1918, the government ordered the 
superintendent of public works to "acquire for public use, by condemnation, pur-
chase, exchange or otherwise, all ... lands ... for the purpose of digging and 
constructing a portion of the drainage canal ... " (qtd. by Nakamura, 1979, p. 81). 
Bidding for the lucrative dredging and construction project in Waikiki began in 
1920, with Walter F. Dillingham's company, Hawaiian Dredging Company, win
ning the contract. 

The control that the Territorial government had over the land in Waikiki had 
devastating effects on the residents. In 1921, to help pay for the government's 
ambitious project, the Territory of Hawaii required all residents who lived in a 
determined "unhealthy and unsanitary swamp" to fill in their land, purchased by 
their own accord, by law. Any resident who disobeyed or could not pay would have 
his land filled in by the government and the cost would be billed to the resident. 
Additionally, if no payment for the filling of the "swampland" was made to the 
government after the construction, · the resident's land would be confiscated and 
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auctioned off to pay for the unpaid "bill" from the Territorial government (Nakamura, 
1979, 89-90). 

The wetlands that were required by law to be drained, were filled with dredged 
material from the coral reef and brackish-water land areas. Thus this material was 
contaminated with salinized water. The "polluted" material leached salt from the 
drained "unsanitary" ponds into the nearby farmlands, ultimately causing crops 
and animals to die. The farmers brought up their grievances with the Territorial 
government, but very little compensation was made to them. The following is a 
quote from a letter by a Waikiki farmer, Mr. Chang Fow, to the Hawaiian Dredging 
Co., that shows the extent of the damage to the soil in Waikiki: 

As I have not been previously notified by you ... to vacate the 
place in anticipation of impending damage by salt water, I thought 
my farm would be safe from being flooded, and therefore I did not 
try to sell off my live stock to any great extent and consequently 
when the lands adjacent to my farm were gradually being filled, 
the salt water escaped into my fish ponds and killed all of the fishes 
in them. Then when my flock of ... ducks swam about the ponds 
and ate the dead fishes floating in the (pond), they got ill and died 
at the rate of about twenty to thirty every day .... The ducks died in 
such number each day that I have not had time to bury them fast 
enough and in the course of a day or two worms began to creep out 
of these carcasses and when my chicken .. . ate these worms, most 
of them got sick and perished .... Before the salt water flooded my 
farm, I used to have a daily gross income of $12.00 (to save, pay 
overhead expenses and rent & taxes on the farm) .... But now with 
my source of income completely cut off, I find it hard for me to 
keep my family .... (qtd. by Nakamura, 1979, p. 100-101) 

The court system in the Republic of Hawaii did, however, grant damage com
pensation to farmers like Mr. Fow, many of whom made cases against the Hawaiian 
Dredging Co. for damages, but the claims that were awarded were only a fraction 
of the real damage cost for each resident. And by the end of the Waikiki Reclama
tion Project in 1932, the entire community of fishermen and farmers had disap
peared. The new landscape of Waikiki, dominated by the Waikiki Canal (later 
renamed Ala Wai Canal) and the new land "reclaimed" from the ancient wetlands, 
showed no evidence that there once were duck and fish ponds, rice and taro fields, 
nor the streams Piinaio, Kawehewehe, Kuekaunahi, or Apuakehau that once flowed 
from the Manoa and Palolo valleys into the sea. 

Today, we can reflect upon the history of the development of Waikiki from the 
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rich history of pre-westernization, the agriculture based community, to the present 
era of urbanization. And perhaps we can miss what was lost when the lush wet
lands were drained of the water and, ultimately, life force, or mana, ofWaikiki. Our 
society cannot afford to forget the mistakes of the past, nor ignore bits of our his
tory that can help us learn from the past, since the situations of the past do often 
come back. In Kaauhou-Kona, on the Big Island, a Japanese firm, Azabu USA, has 
submitted plans to build a large resort on the Kona Coast. They are planning to 
create by dredging and filling a man-made lagoon and beach among other earth
moving types of developments for this resort. The development, according to resi-. 
dents and environmentalists, would damage the coral reef and wildlife community 
that thrives there. How will our government handle this situation that is so similar 
to the Waikiki Reclamation Project of the 1900s? Can the Hawaiian Islands afford 
to lose more land and environment for the sake of development and the tourist 
industry? A comment from the 1940s, recorded by Edward B. Scott in his book, 
The Saga of the Sandwich Islands, captures the sadness oflosing the life ofWaikiki's 
a ina: 

Waikiki (Beach) is like a beautiful girl, who has grown too rich and too popular 
... remembered in the minds of her lovers as beautiful not alone, but tender, naive, 
giving, and warm ... but she went commercial and a price tag was affixed to the 
girl's affections ... first by the parents, then the neighbors and finally the profes
sional developers who tried to increase her aloha. 

Aloha Waikiki. 
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Duck Creek: Inspired by 
E. B. White's ''Walden'' 

by Rachelle Morrison 

I woke to the buzz of the travel clock and, for a moment, did not know where I 
was. Then I remembered, I was in Duck Creek, Utah, on summer vacation with 
my mom and dad. It was still dark outside, and the sound of the alarm clock 

was more like a blaring siren penetrating the silent veil worn by the hour before 
dawn. I lingered in the bed for a moment with the covers over my nose, smelling 
the strong odor of cedar wood in the blankets. Then I rose and made my way quietly 
to the bathroom, trying not to wake my parents. I dressed quickly in my jeans, 
sweatshirt and boots; brushed my teeth and washed my face. The icy mountain 
water from the spout refreshed me. When I went back into the bedroom, my dad 
was already dressed and motioning for me to grab my gear. As we exited the Meadow 
View Lodge, I closed the creaky screen door slowly, trying to keep it from slam
ming. 

The cold, brisk morning air further invigorated me. It was difficult for me to 
contain my excitement. As we walked along the trail my pant legs became satu
rated with dew clinging to the tall grass. The gray light of the sun creeping up to the 
horizon lit our way. All I had to carry was my pole and tackle box, but I kept 
stumbling over the small rocks that jutted out of the trail. My dad trudged behind 
me, lugging his pole and tackle box, the net, the rain slickers, and the bag that held 
our drinks, bait and "Deep Woods Off' bug repellent. 

The short walk to the lake seemed like miles to me either because I was ten or 
because I just couldn't wait to get to the lake. As we came upon the lava rocks, 
home to the marmots, I paused to see if I could spot one of the small furry rodents. 
My dad put his hand on my shoulder and promised me they would be out later. We 
moved deeper into the woods through the morning mist that hung in the air like an 
aquatic mesh curtain. Suddenly, my dad stopped, pointed to somewhere in the dis
tance, and whispered to me to look. My eyes scanned the landscape of pine and 
cedar trees and found a doe, her head lowered, munching on tender sprigs of grass. 
We traveled further and came to the point in the trail where an enormous tree had 
fallen, blocking the path. My dad stepped over the log and helped me over it. Be
cause I knew we were getting closer, I quickened my pace. 

As we made our way through a group of pine trees, I could hear the water in the 
creek trickle and bubble over the rocks. We climbed over the bridge and strolled 
along the raised bank of Mirror Aspen Lake. Stopping at our usual spot, we gazed 



32 Writers in Paradise 

around the perimeter of the small lake and were glad to see that no one else had 
emerged from their cabins yet. The lake was ours. By this time, the sun was peek
ing over the horizon, gently warming the air. 

I remember thinking how appropriate the lake's name was. It was a mirror. God's 
mirror. It reflected the tall trees that lined it. It reflected the sky, the clouds, and the 
birds flying overhead. A breeze came by, making the leaves on the aspen trees 
shimmer like silver coins. 

I plopped down a few yards away from my dad, set up my station, and set out to 
the tedious task of readying my line. First, I pulled the line up and threaded it 
through the rings on the pole. Next, I tied on a swivel, using a twist knot, and 
attached my three-pronged hook a little further down. Then I clamped on a couple 
of weights with my pliers and secured my bobber to the top of the line. Now came 
the part I dreaded. I opened the styrofoam cup of damp soil and searched for a 
nightcrawler. I pulled out a worm and laid him in my hand. He moved slowly, 
searching for a crevice to bury his body in. I pitied the slimy creature, but I wanted 
to catch a fish. I jabbed his body through each prong. I told myself the next go 
around, I would use eggs instead. 

I stood on the edge of the bank, balancing myself against a rock and preparing to 
cast. I smiled, recalling this time last year when I cast and snagged my half brother's 
ear with the hook. Ouch! Ha! Too bad. I cast strongly with pride; my line sailed 
through the air and cut the glassy surface of the water. All my practicing in the 
backyard pool paid off. I was an expert. I sat back down and rested my pole be
tween the rocks. I glanced over at my dad, and he smiled at me. I hoped I would be 
the first to catch one. 

I could feel the sun on the back of my neck and was able to remove my jacket. I 
watched the mosquitoes dip into the water, creating ripples. Occasionally, a fish 
would surface and gobble an insect, jumping slightly and submerging with a splash. 

Mesmerized by the movements of the lake, I barely noticed a tug on my rod. I 
seized it and jerked up on the line with one quick motion to set the hook. "I got one! 
I got one!" My dad rushed over. "Shhh! You'll scare the fish!" I reeled it in quickly. 
My dad made his way over the rocks to the water. I pulled the fish out of the water, 
and my dad netted it. 

We dumped the trout onto the bank, and I grasped it tightly, trying to keep it 
from flopping around while I dislodged the hook. Its rainbow body glimmered in 
the morning sun. It opened and closed its mouth rhythmically, suffocating. It was a 
beautiful fish. I looked up at my dad's face and found him smiling with pride at his 
little fisher girl. 

After an hour or two, my mom appeared with sunscreen and fruit. She fished 
close to my dad and come over to visit me now and then to see how I was doing. My 
stringer jiggled slightly in the water to reveal three rainbow trout. At that point, I 
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decided to take a break because I was afraid of catching my limit before our vaca
tion was over and also because my attention was drawn to the abundance of chip
munks playing among the rocks. I sat down and attempted to befriend them. I took 
a bottle of cheese bait from my tackle box, made small balls, and placed them 
strategically in a line leading to where I was sitting. Soon, I had chipmunks in my 
bag and tackle box and, eventually, almost eating right out of my hand. I felt I had 
a special way with these tiny animals. 

Dark clouds began to form overhead, and it started to sprinkle. My mom asked 
if I wanted to get some lunch. We left my dad, wearing a fluorescent orange slicker, 
fishing in the rain. 

Mom and I followed the trail back to the lodge to wash up and drop off the gear. 
I was famished and my stomach gurgled as we walked next door to the Thunder 
Inn Cafe. "Mom, can I order scones at the cafe?" I asked. "Why don't you eat your 
lunch first? Then if you're still hungry, you can order some scones," she replied. 

We ordered the usual, hamburgers, fries and cokes. I loved the Thunder Inn 
Cafe. I thought it was a great restaurant because when you ordered a coke, it didn't 
come from a fountain. They gave you the can along with a glass of ice. It was the 
best food I'd ever eaten. Everything tasted so good. After I polished off the burger 
and fries, I was ready for my scones. My mom asked for half an order, and I smoth
ered the fried bread with butter and honey. Boy, were they good. 

After eating, I was ready to get back out there and fish. We walked back to the 
lake, carrying two sacks of food for my dad. On the way back, I stopped at the 
marmot den and observed them sunning on top of the rocks like tourists sunbathing 
on a tropical island. I was glad to see they were still there despite the influx of 
vacationers to their territory. They seemed content to share the beauty of the creek 
with bungling humans. 

We found my dad on the other side of the lake, fishing off the side bank. He had 
caught four fish and was pleased to see us carrying his lunch. We all fished for a 
few more hours in the lake and in the creek nearby. Soon, it was time to head back. 
Mom packed up all the gear while dad and I cleaned the fish. We stood on some 
rocks in the small creek, and I eagerly watched my dad as he demonstrated how to 
clean the fish. 

First he stuck the knife into the fish's excretory opening and slid the knife up
ward to the neck. The guts plopped out into the water and he scraped the rest with 
his hand. Then he ran his thumb up the inside of its backbone to dislodge the blood 
from that area. Seeing the guts did not bother me too badly, so I grabbed one of the 
fish and helped. By the time I was done with one fish, my hands were stiff from the 
creek's icy water. 

Back at the lodge, we all took showers while Gabbie, the keeper of the lodge, 
prepared our catch. That night, we sat down to a dinner fit for a king. We had 
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breaded pan-fried trout with carrots and snow peas, boiled red potatoes, and home
made bread. It was delicious. After dinner, we sat around the huge fireplace in the 
lobby, and I fell asleep to the quiet conversation and laughter of my parents and the 
other vacationers at the lodge. 
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Pilgrimage to Mount Mitake 

by Lisa Lemon 

W hen traveling to a foreign country, most would probably agree that try 
ing to understand a different language and culture can be very challeng 
ing. Communication without a common vocabulary forces fluency in 

sign language and stimulates creativity. Charades become the universal language 
of the globe-trotter. Traveling can be an adventure, especially when one becomes a 
stranger in a strange land. Thus, my pilgrimage to Mount Mitake was a very en
lightening experience in Japanese culture. 

In the summer of 1990, I was fortunate enough to have been hired as an actress 
in a children's theater troupe call The Peppermint Players. It just so happened that 
my mother was the director, which didn't hurt my chances of employment any. 
That year, as in the four prior, she obtained a contract with the Air Force, enabling 
her to produce plays on the bases in the Pacific. Once an approval was confirmed, 
she began to assemble a cast. Remembering problems of prior years, she decided to 
choose actors who were self-controlled, level-headed and easy to get along with. 
Keeping this in mind, she called an actor whom she had engaged on a previous trip, 
another actor whom she had worked with for many years, and, of course, me. The 
assignment would be one month long and take us to Korea, Okinawa, Japan, the 
Philippines and Guam. 

My mother, having made the trip several times, took on the added role of Activi
ties Director. She was the adventurous one of the bunch and always dragged us 
through narrow squalid back alleys in search of the true essence of each country. 
Not knowing any better, we always obliged her and ended up seeing things most 
tourists would shy away from. 

While we were at Yokota Air Base, just outside of Tokyo, my mother decided 
we would be extraordinarily adventurous on our day off and take a train ride to 
some exotic destination. We decided to confer with our Air Force liaison for a 
suggested region to explore. She recommended a train ride to Mount Mitake. She 
said that she had been there before, and it was an excursion we would surely relish. 
She then rummaged through a voluminous stack of papers in the bottom drawer of 
her desk and unearthed a pamphlet and a crumpled train schedule. Unfortunately, 
the pamphlet was written in Japanese, but it had lovely pictures of a smiling family 
picnicking by a rushing river dotted with kayaks. A panoramic photograph of a 
majestic pine tree forest engulfing a towering mountain peak was also included. We 
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glanced at one another and nodded in agreement. This was just the place for a little 
rest and relaxation after a hectic schedule. 

The next morning, we arose early and hastily consumed breakfast in the Officer's 
Club, anxious to begin our journey. Eagerly we pushed on through the bustling 
little town of Fussa toward the train station. Armed with our trusty directions, we 
felt invincible. After several embarrassing minutes of confusion, we were able to 
decipher the mechanics of purchasing train tickets from a machine. Before long we 
boarded the train and were on our way. 

Slowly the train inched its way out of the Fussa station with steadily increasing 
momentum. As the locomotive rhythmically chugged along, we settled into our 
seats for the long trip ahead. We traveled for several miles, then began to notice the 
landscape slowly transform from small cities into rural countrysides. We also be
gan to notice that we were soon the only foreigners on the train and everyone else 
noticed, too. 

My hair, which was a fluorescent red at the time, was unique to these parts. I 
soon noticed that everyone on the train was staring at us in awe. "Where could 
these strangers have come from and where could they possibly be heading?" was 
the question in the minds of the passengers. A few inquisitive commuters inched 
closer, hoping to gain some insight on these mysterious travelers. We were soon 
enveloped in an elaborate game of charades in an effort to communicate with each 
other. Pointing to the train stop that was indicated on our directions, we were seek
ing confirmation of the correct stop to Mount Mitake. To our surprise, they vehe
mently shook their heads in disagreement and pointed to a stop that was signifi
cantly farther. Needless to say, we became very confused. As our original intended 
stop approached, we frantically tried to decide who to believe. The Japanese travel
ers were very insistent, and they did live there, so we opted for their advice. One of 
our newly found friends gestured toward us, offering to guide us in the right direc
tion. He motioned us off the train and herded us down the street to a waiting bus~ He 
motioned us into the bus and spoke to the driver in Japanese, evidently instructing 
him in our destination. We thanked him and said good-bye in the few Japanese 
words we knew, still not convinced we would reach our objective. 

Soon we were transported past a hauntingly familiar river, abuzz with activity. 
The crystal clear water was sprinkled with kayaks, and fishermen lined the rocky 
shore. We glanced at each other and felt a sense of relief upon realizing that this 
was the river in our pamphlet. 

After a short ride, the bus came to a stop and the passengers filed off. The driver 
motioned for us to follow. We tagged along behind the group until we came to a 
tram situated on a track that looked to be totally perpendicular. Reluctantly, we 
boarded the car and up, up, U{}-We ascended. It was a long, gradual climb to the 
summit. Upon arrival, we rushed to the lookout and were stunned by the height and 
sheer beauty of the panorama. 
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In search of the temples indicated in our brochure, we trudged on. We hiked for 
miles on a narrow dirt path through a majestic, tranquil forest until we came upon a 
small village. Ancient structures with moss-covered thatched roofs lined thenar
row winding cobblestone roads. It appeared to be a land that time forgot. Unable to 
discern the purpose of the structures, we decided to investigate. They seemed to be 
monasteries or some other holy place: various idols decorated the grounds. The 
buildings seemed to be deserted; therefore, we decided to press on. 

Our hike continued up the steep winding road. We soon noticed little old ladies, 
dressed in their Sunday best, hiking alongside us. They must have been close to a 
hundred years old. Puzzled, we wondered how they were able to make this difficult 
uphill trek in their heels. Suddenly, we realized that this was not an ordinary alpine 
village. There were no motor vehicles, no paved roads leading up to this sleepy 
hamlet, and it contained only ancient temples and silent dwellings. It was totally 
isolated. 

We rounded the next bend, which opened up to a wider road lined with little 
shops and a quaint cafe. "We must be getting close," I encouragingly interjected to 
the group. At long last, we came upon a beautiful, ornate gateway which was brightly 
painted. Eagerly we passed through, huffing and puffing from the steep climb. As 
the old ladies brushed past us, I breathlessly thought, I've got to quit smoking! We 
came upon shrine after shrine, each more magnificent than the last. One of the 
actors, who was especially drawn to the culture, performed the Japanese prayers he 
had learned at each shrine. We had never seen anything so glorious and thought that 
this must certainly be a very holy place. 

After thoroughly exploring the area, we determined that it was time to return. 
We took one last look, then began our descent. We hiked back through the serene 
woodlands in awe and silence, absorbing the meaning of the mystifying commu
nity. 

Upon reaching the train station, a group of young Japanese men waiting for the 
train approached us. Not knowing English, they smiled and held out their hands, 
offering us some candy. Returning their smiles, we accepted their offer and thanked 
them, thinking the deed was rather strange, but nice. We boarded the train after a 
short wait, enjoying our gifts, and found a seat. As the train slowly gained speed, 
we began to notice an elderly woman across the way staring at us. We had become 
used to that, but this woman began to approach us. She, too, smiled and reached 
into her bag and handed each of us some mochi wrapped in some sort of leaf and a 
pastel, tissue-paper-wrapped package containing more candy. She smiled at us, 
bowed, then returned to her seat. It was as if these complete strangers could sense 
our accomplishment and enlightenment and rewarded us with gifts, for we had 
stumbled upon a truly mystical place. 

Tired and contented, we rode back to the base, analyzing our trip and feeling a 
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sense of accomplishment and unity. We felt that we had an unusual experience, 
unique to an American. It had been an enriching, insightful perspective into Japa
nese culture. We all agreed that we had discovered a renewed respect for foreign 
cultures. We had been overwhelmed by the friendliness of the people and admired 
their eagerness to assist a complete stranger. We had acquired a new outlook on 
tourists and vowed to be more helpful to foreign travelers in the future. 
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The Heart of a Heartless World 

by C. G. Bates 

Religion is the sob of the oppressed creature, 
the heart of a heartless world, and the soul 

of soulless conditions. It is the Opium 
of the people. -Karl Marx 

T here was a period in my life that is very hard for me to review, no-to even 
think about, to revive memories that are of extreme discomfort, unwilling 
participation and senseless obedience. Memories of sweat soaked T-shirts 

and camouflage pants and unceasing salty sweat streaming down my forehead, 
stinging my eyes and smarting my freshly shaven face. These are the memories I 
avoid. The steaming jungles of Southeast Asia hold no lure for me. Though people 
dawdle over brochures in a travel agency depicting ornately carved temples with 
golden Buddhas serenely sitting in lotus positions, I am overcome with a desire to 
say, "Oh, no, I've known those places." I've known the humidity, the filth, the 
polluted waters, the crawling insects, the relentless rain where nothing ever dries 
and one cannot find a cool spot even in the densest shade. To have to bed down in 
this miasma, to lie with eyes open for hours in the dark and pray for sleep, that 
welcome state of unconsciousness. 

My return home was totally uneventful. I was mustered out on the West Coast 
and given some long overdue pay that would enable me to buy a new wardrobe and 
some travel expenses. We felt innately and it seemed even were encouraged to shed 
any vestige of militarism that might have a tell tale sign, indeed the last couple of 
months we were not even shouted at to have our hair cut-we probably could have 
grown pony tails. There was an all pervasive indifference one sensed. And it was in 
this very indifference that we slouched back to our towns, villages and cities, that 
buzzed and hummed with milling crowds all indifferent to our season in hell. 

My life fell back into place rather readily. There was some schooling. A family 
connection that provided me an opportunity to be employed and the desire to make 
good and do a job that would promise advancement-and in all that I succeeded. 
More than I could have dreamed. Life became a rather pleasant routine and eventu
ally terribly comfortable. On a chance meeting, a once young girl I knew was over
joyed to meet me on the street. 

A dinner invitation at her home followed and as we shook hands I felt as though 
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she were trembling a bit. I couldn't help notice the lines beginning to appear at the 
corner of the eyes and a slight desperate look in the far recesses of those eyes. 

The dinner went splendidly and was served in the big old dining room that was 
so attendant to those old Victorian houses that are prevalent in New England cities. 
I was constantly being reminded by the family of the time I had come there, years 
before, to a Halloween party when the house was gaily decorated with dangling 
paper skeletons and lighted pumpkins. All of which I could hardly recall anything 
about, but feigned remembrance with a huge smile and a forced chortle, here and 
there. I had been strongly drawn to the beautiful young girl who sat farthest from 
me at the end of the table. She did not speak very much and seemed to have been 
included, perhaps as a member of the family? I dared not ask. Still I would seek out 
her eyes, much to her discomfort. Suddenly a vague memory of the Halloween 
party surfaced and the sight of a little girl of eight or nine with a skinned knee and 
a bandaged finger who was constantly being shooed away from the festivities that 
we older children were enjoying. Could this be her, the younger sister, the child 
with the double wad of chewing gum that she was mashing like a cow with a cud? 
She was just an infant. Yes, it was she, and yes, we fell in love, and yes, we married 
and have lived a very comfortable life, blessed with a teenage son and a young 
beauteous daughter who had just turned twenty and so life, for me, continued ef
fortless! y . 

Several years ago I was somewhat disturbed. I received a letter that had obvi
ously kicked around several old addresses of mine and was heavily stamped here 
and there. It could not have come at a more inconvenient time, as we were prepar
ing for a family picnic. With all the confusion and frenzy and shouting taking place 
in the house, the letter along with the mail was pushed through the mail slot by our 
always cheery mailman and skittered across the floor almost to my feet. I picked it 
up, more because it was so marked up and that piqued my curiosity. I assayed the 
return address and it was from Nebraska. It was attributed to a Mrs. Daniel 0' Shea. 
I opened it and began to read it quickly amidst the shouts and hurries of my family. 
It was very plainly written in a even hand and said she apologized for her predica
ment, but that she had spent several years in an attempt to gather information about 
the death of her son. She had written countless letters to the War Department, to the 
Army, to her Senators and Representatives and all to no avail. In going over the few 
letters he had written to her he had mentioned a friend, a corporal-and would by 
some chance I be that person? It had taken her all of a year to get this address (the 
obsolete one) and she was hoping against hope that it was I. There was a poignancy 
about this letter that struck me, like a sharp pain. I could only feel momentarily this 
woman's agony. I folded the letter twice and put it in my back pocket. I later would 
keep it in the folds of an old address book where it is to this day. I never answered 
that letter. 
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The business I had succeeded in so skillfully was a manufacturing concern that 
would from time to time be granted government contracts. I had been to Washing
ton D.C. several times to negotiate these very contracts and would take a shuttle 
plane early in the morning and then a late afternoon flight that would bring me back 
to the dinner table on time. I had no particular interest in Washington, indeed much 
of the inner city decay and the murderous inhabitants was beyond my ability to 
sympathize with. I yearned to be back to my comfortable surroundings and as quickly 
as possible. 

The impending trip to Washington was quickly seized upon by my daughter and 
her college classmate as a perfect vehicle for a term paper, the nature of which had 
eluded them both these past few weeks. Over my vigorous protestations that this 
was strictly business for me and I didn't want to spend any additional time in Wash
ington. My daughter began persuading me by nuzzling my ear and begging implor
ingly. I could not resist this, you see, she was my favorite, my very own love of my 
life. It was then decided we would spend the weekend in which time they could do 
their project on the Asian collection at the Freer Gallery and I could attend to my 
business on Friday afternoon. We would all be back on Sunday evening, certainly 
in time for 60 Minutes and that was that. 

Washington was a frenzy of people leaving for the weekend at National Airport. 
Amid tllis hubbub, we managed to snag a cab that brought us to our hotel which 
was witllin walking distance to the Smithsonian Mall and a convenient distance 
from the Defense Department where my appointment had been made for Friday at 
three. My very efficient secretary had managed to get us a small suite which con
sisted of one large king bedroom and an adjacent small room with a solitary single 
obviously for a child. Unfortunately I was relegated to the small single and the girls 
took the large bed, at least this seemed the most appropriate arrangement, however, 
for me it proved somewhat uncomfortable. 

We had dinner in a rather posh restaurant that had been recommend by my con
tact at the Defense Department and returned to the hotel by 10 p.m .. The loud 
sounds of a disco in the lobby intrigued the girls and I wearily passed on it, extract
ing a promise that they would not leave the premises. I went to my cell of a room 
and slept fitfully. Sometime in the middle of the night I awoke. I was aware of the 
connecting door and presumed it was locked. I tried it to find it open. The girls were 
sleeping in their high necked nightgowns, and I moved closer to them. 

As I looked at my daughter I was struck by her beauty. She had inherited my 
dark hair and brown eyes and some of my features, but softer more beautifully 
conceived. Strange, I thought how my son was fair and sandy haired and resembled 
his mother so strongly and here was my daughter with my features. Could my "y" 
chromosome have contributed to such beauty? I quietly retreated. 

Saturday found the sun streaming through the windows and joyous giggles ema-
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nating from the large room. Suddenly the door burst open and I was engulfed by 
two young, sweet smelling ingenues. My suggestion that we have breakfast sent up 
to the room was quickly rejected and reservations for the main dining room was set. 
At the dining table a sense of festiveness was apparent, still they had brought their 
impedimenta needed for their task at hand. With an effusive gush of good-byes I 
found myself quite alone at the table calculating the proper tip for the waiter. 

I walked out into the strong sunlight and found the area full of people and buses 
and children in long queues all eagerly anticipating the many visits to museums of 
their choice. I wandered over to the mall and looked at the Capital, saw the hordes 
of tourists, the hot dog sellers, the photographers with their cardboard life-sized 
image of President Bush, which for five bucks could make you look like an inti
mate when you stood to be photographed with it. I wandered on. I had no particular 
interest in the crowded museums, at least I was not in the mood for this today. I 
seem to just flow with the movement of those ahead of me. On and on I walked, the 
air was balmy, the sun comforting. It was then that I saw it, a long horizontal slash 
of black. It seemed so different from the tall monuments one came to think of as 
typical Washington. This was understatement personified. 

I stood my ground and looked. It was as if I were afraid to approach. I watched 
people in numbers being drawn to this strip of black, compelling them to face it 
blankly, to walk along enthralled, what was this attraction; what was magnetically 
drawing them to something so lacking in design and interest? Still there was some
thing, something about it, a spiritual quality. Mystical, like a trip to the Dome of the 
Rock or the Wailing Wall. 

I drew hesitantly closer. It now started a flood of memories, unnerving, un
wanted, uncalled-for, all juxtaposed. I remembered a letter I had received from my 
mother who had questioned as to whether I were "at the front." I puzzled about this 
and then I realized she was referring to a World War where there was a front and 
where men would go forth to the front line, each row awaiting its tum to be mowed 
down by an opposing machine gun. It bothered me that she knew so little, it an
noyed me. Didn't she know that this whole bloody country I was in, was the front; 
that anywhere you were was the front. Even in the bar girl area of Saigon you were 
at the front. 

And constant was this undercurrent of fear always present, always tingling in
side you like some jangling nerve ending that would give you no peace, nowhere, 
no how. This was a feeble attempt to explain this constant fear to myself perhaps? 
Certainly not to others; how could you explain this tremulous sense of fear to any
one who was not there and never experienced such subtle anxiety? 

Saigon, Saigon, that pest hole we longed to be sent to for some respite, some 
interim before death. The bar lights blinked their welcome and the juke boxes blared 
their come hither songs along with the come hither looks of the girls, standing in 
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the doorways. Enough booze in you and you didn't care-you didn't care about 
anything anymore-the pretty little blond girl at home you took to the drive-in 
movie and tried to get your hand under her far too tight bra. 

The Sunday church service where you went and listened to a lecture on sin. Sin! 
those people had no idea of sin. This was sin, this exploitation of human flesh, this 
market of putrid pussy. This slaughterhouse of bones and blood and the lives cut 
down before they even grew mature. How far away that God in his nice white 
clapboard house of a church in a small New England town seemed. Was he any
where near these atrocities. I didn't think so-l couldn't believe he even cared
couldn't care. 

My head was whirling with booze and the loud music and the smoke and the 
sweating bodies writhing on the dance floor. She seemed almost lost, didn't belong 
there. She was a child and yet she was lined up with the other bar girls, on one side 
of the room. She was dressed in the only thing she probably could afford. It was 
meant to be enticing. It was a cheap satin slip, plain and unadorned and as I weaved 
drunkenly toward her she looked at me apprehensively, her brown little face and 
frightened eyes stared up at me as I asked her to dance. We stumbled over each 
others' feet a couple of times and I boldly shouted at her over the din, "How much! 
How much!" and then I added exuberantly, "For the whole fucking night." She 
seemed pleased with the prospect of an entire night. "One hundrah dorrars," she 
said, letting the l's sound strange and forcing me to ask again. She mistook my 
question for haggling and submitted a bid for fifty bucks. I would have paid the 
hundred. 

I remember little of how we got there, working our way through back alleys and 
laundry and filth and excrement. I remember being on top of her, of the ceaseless 
pounding I was giving her in the drunken desire to reach that explosive feeling of 
rapture that I so sought. Harder and harder until at last-release. She was silent 
expressionless as I rolled off her and fell promptly to sleep. Sometime later I awoke 
and for a moment I didn't know where I was, then I saw her lying next to me, still 
in the satin slip, still her eyes expressionless and open. 

I thought I would initiate more activity seeing as how this was contracted for but 
my stomach was queasy and my head throbbed and was making it difficult for me 
to be passionate. Suddenly I was aware of a baby crying, it continued and with a 
start she jumped up and over me. I couldn't see but the sound of a bamboo and 
thatch door . was familiar to me and I could hear some talking, low muffled voices 
and then one voice saying, "Suh, suh," to comfort the crying babe-and then I 
knew. I got up and had started dressing when she came back. 

She seemed distressed to see me dressing and muttered something in Thai. She 
apparently was aware that I might renege on our bargain. She babbled on in Thai 
and I reached into my pocket and took out some folded bills. She looked confused 



44 Writers in Paradise 

and apprehensive. I counted out one hundred in twenties and offered them to her. 
There were tears in her eyes as she clutched the money in both hands. I then put my 
hands over hers and smiled and was off. I never had another bar girl again. 

The monument loomed in front of me now, shining black, compelling me for
ward. Black granite, I think, with incised names etched into the blackness. I saw the 
people silently staring, working their way down the wall. Here and there someone 
was bringing a scraggly bunch of flowers and putting them at the base. There were 
also some other oddities that were left. I wondered about a bottle of Jack Daniel's 
black label, scrawled across the label in yellow marker "I owe you, pal." There 
were some scarves and medals too. On one bunch of half dead flowers was a ·note 
that I knelt to read. It said, "This is the third time I have come here to see you, my 
son, my dearest son, we miss you so much, we miss your help on the farm and we 
miss your laugh. Your Loving Mother, Anna." 

The jungle was all around us entangling, dense, thick with foliage and wet with 
moisture. It would gather on a branch and then drop to a leaf and then to the wet 
ground. We had been searching for days now for the Cong, that elusive shadowy 
presence that we knew was all around us, at all times and in all locales. They could 
disappear in the foliage or· they could burrow underground like the interminable 
insects that pestered us day and night. Several of us had wandered to a small riverbank 
in hopes of a waft of cool air. We had our rifles and our combat gear as we collapsed 
at the base of thick trees. There were at least four if not five of us there, we were not 
that far from the rest of the platoon but it gave us the opportunity to light up joints. 

The drug market was overwhelmingly supplied in Saigon and the stuff was fil
tering up to the farthest reaches of the jungle and was indeed a profitable market for 
our officers and men in the trade along with the gook drug lords in Saigon. It was 
the only thing that after a few puffs took away that terrible tingling sense of fear 
that was omnipresent and thus gave us a sense of relief. There was the Italian boy, 
Rocco, from Brooklyn whose macho bravura couldn't hide his warmth and need 
for acceptance. A big black buck named Andrews who still had not accepted "whitey" 
and sensed his blackness at all times, but whom I generally liked for himself. A 
certain defiant attitude, I found admirable. Then there was O'Shea, a tall gangling 
type of midwesterner who at first I felt no affinity with, a strange unsmiling boy 
who did little to reveal of himself. I think probably more out of shyness or a feeling 
of inferiority-perhaps? He was a farm boy in the true sense of the word in that he 
was guileless and trusting. Slowly but very slowly our fates were bringing us to
gether. If there were a scouting party we always seemed to be in it. If we were sent 
to Saigon for a brief R&R, he would be sitting opposite me. There were times when 
I would look at the plain and ordinary face and if he were in the half light of the 
jungle and if he looked up at something or someone, his eyes were a dazzling blue 
and he would be transcended into one of the most handsomest of men. We became 
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aware or each other and would converse from time to time. 
He did not resist my probing abouthimself. I would ask him if he had brothers 

arid sisters, he would say no, that he h~d a cousin "down the road." O'Shea's Irishness 
was never m.entioned or displayed, ~t apparently had been lost in the migration to 
the midwest before the turn of the century-a far cry from the professional Irish of 
the East Coast. Whatever he said wasn't very edifying and I didn't even inquire if 
the cousin were male or female. Still there was a bonding that took place. We never 
touched nor even shook hands or high-fived but we knew we were friends, some
ho~, some way. We knew it instinctively. 
' · We sat there and smoked silently until Rocco broke the silence by inquiring if 
O'Shea had a favorite animal on the farm-to which he answered yes and that 
~rought on peals. of laughter from all of us. 0' Shea flushed and said, "Aw, naw I 
didn't mean that," more laughter. Rocco nervously flicked at the clip on his gre
nade. The dusk was setting and we watched the silver strands of the narrow river 
effortlessly pursuing it's intended course. 

Something had moved on the bank that was down a slight incline. I was some
what dazed by the smoke and the dusk but was certain something moved, a large 
river rat, a reptile, what? The rest happened so quickly it would defy any time 
frame. Instantly he stood straight up, and there in that dusky atmosphere no more 
than thirty feet away was a Cong soldier. He was as terrified as I was by this en
counter; his eyes still haunt me in their shock and disbelief. My hand fortunately 
was still on my rifle and my fingers on the trigger. He drew up his rifle and pointed 
it at me, and I shot from this seated position. The gun barely lifted from the ground. 
The shot was pure luck. There was a loud retort, and I watched as half his face was 
blown away, blood, bone, brains flying. I could see peripherally that more Cong 
were inching up the bank and I scooted for the jungle for cover and the platoon. 
That was the last I ever saw of 0' Shea. Much later after the foray had ceased we 
searched the bank for bodies of the dead or injured but there was no O'Shea. 

For a few moments I sensed a great loss, a part of me had been severed, was 
missing. I squatted on the ground my arms between my legs, my hands unthink
ingly brushing the sandy soil, like a catcher signaling to his pitcher. I stared va
cantly ahead to the denseness of the other side of the bank. In this atmosphere, one 
had to be resilient or at least forgetful. It was a panacea. It was necessary for sur
vi val. "Fall in," and it was forgotten. 

Now I found myselflooking at the names on the wall reading, searching, search
ing. "Don't do this. Don't do this, please, please," I said. "Don't do this to your
self." And yet I continued like a man obsessed. I walked slowly, slowly, my own 
ghostly reflection was half apparent in the shiny black. Finally I saw it, what I had 
unconsciously been searching for, it was down, down toward the bottom. There 
was a trough like projection at the base where people had left things meaningful to 
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them or their loved ones. I knelt to my knees in front of this projection and before 
me the chiseled name, O'Shea, John Joseph. As I looked I saw close by and slightly 
higher, Sal verini, Rocco. I raised my hands and placed one over each name, pressed 
hard against the cold marble, felt the incising, and began to rock back and forth. I 
had lost sense of myself. It was as if I were trying to touch them somehow, as if the 
marble would warm as it did for Pygmalion. And then it happened, a moan arose 
from the very pit of my stomach and worked its way up through my throat and out 
into a silent howl which was quickly followed by a series of body shaking sobs. I 
could not stop the sobbing, twenty years of pent-up emotion were being released in 
a torrent of tears. About this time a little girl came up and put her tiny hand on my 
shoulder in curious sympathy, her head cocked. She was quickly snatched away by 
a horrified mother. "Why, dear Lord, why?" I asked silently. I never had the chance 
nor the courage to touch their hands and say I love you to my long lost buddies. Was 
it too late now? I knew that I would go home and write a painful letter. 



Writers in Paradise 47 

True Lawai'a 

by Adam J. Koo 

[Instructors Note: "True Lawai' a" by Adam Koo was written to fulfill an assignment called 
"Writing Profiles." This assignment asks students to write an essay about an intriguing 
person in their family, at their workplace, in their extra-curricular activities, at KCC, or at 
a former school based on previous knowledge of this person and observations and an inter
view of this person. Students can also interview someone they have wanted to meet or get to 
know, but have not yet had an opportunity (or an excuse) to do so. Adam was not a great 
lover of writing, but he was a great lover of fishing. When he had an opportunity to blend 
fishing and writing, the result was this excellent paper. Adam missed a day of class to 
accompany the crew of the Neptune-/couldn't think of a better way for him to spend class 
time-gathering material for this fine profile. -Jill Makagon, Language Arts.] 

0 kinawan style deep sea fishing is backbreaking work which requires pa 
tience, endurance, and skill. Fourteen to sixteen hour days are not uncom 
mon whereas a nine hour day is short. Once the aku is sighted, there is no 

time to think. Each and every crew member just reacts. The task of pulling in the 
catch is grueling and fast-paced. People think fishing is a glamorous job, but to me, 
the thought of waking up at 2:00a.m. to go baiting and out again at 4:00a.m. the 
next morning doesn't sound easy at all. This is his job, the life of a true lawai' a. 

I love to tish, and because I love to fish, I decided to get a taste of the life of a 
true lawai' a, or fisherman. I wanted a first hand experience so I approached the 
boat Neptune anchored at Kewalo Basin to ask permission to accompany the crew 
the following day as they sailed twenty miles out into the vast Pacific Ocean to fish 
for aku. 

The crew consisted often able-bodied, strong-muscled men, ranging in age from 
22 to 55. There were no women aboard for the Okinawan belief is that women 
bring bad luck to the fishermen. Only two of the crew were regulars, men commit
ted enough to show up every day. The rest work a couple of days, take off a couple 
of days, and report back when their money is gone. Interestingly enough, the regu
lars are as different as night and day. Sam is the young Hawaiian-Chinese giant of 
a man who seemingly is in love with the ocean. He is from Kona and fishing is like 
gold to him. "Catching da fish is easy. You gotta know how fo bring dem in. Use 
your legs and your upper body. Ifs like one fine-tuned machine. Before you know 
it, plenty fish." 

The other man was a small Okinawan who spoke limited English and relied on 
fishing to feed his family. His only communication was in the form of hand sig-
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nals. Captain Ito is a small, 50 year old, quiet Okinawan man who keeps to himself. 
"Fishing hard, not easy," is about all he had to say. 

The boat left at 5:00 a.m. It was a gigantic 81 foot sampan aku fishing vessel, 
blue and orange in color-the blue ret1ecting the ocean below and the sky above 
while the orange was the color of the rising and setting sun. 

A Coast Guard regulation size life raft, which would be used in time of need, 
dominated the front of the boat. V-shaped, the aku boat was constructed to cut 
through the water as the huge ocean waves came toward it. There was a cabin 
which slept eight men with bunks that measured no more than five feet in length. 
No doubt the Hawaiian crew had to sleep curled up. 

The top deck housed the captain's quarters where the captain, the engineer, the 
citizen captain, and another crew member slept. This room was home to a large 
compass, an auto pilot device, and a citizen band radio. The room was enclosed by 
six glass windows that allowed the captain a perfect view of the surrounding ocean. 

The back of the boat had six ikimas or bait wells, an icebox holding 38 blocks of 
ice, a gas stove for cooking, another sleeping chamber, and the engine room. Stored 
below were 900 gallons of diesel fuel which had to be replenished every three days. 

As we neared our destination, the captain stood in his chambers looking for sea 
birds in search of fish. When the big ocean fish chase the smaller fish to the top of 
the water, the sea birds gather around to feed. At the sighting of sea birds feeding in 
the water, the captain knew there were tish to be caught. Immediately he steered 
the boat toward the birds. Spotting the birds is a difficult and learned skill, and it 
takes a seasoned fisherman to sight them. 

At that moment the captain pressed a button to warn the crew members that 
fishing was about to begin. Ten to twelve foot bamboo fishing poles were grabbed 
by the crew. With a test line of 125 pounds, the poles had lines of 20 feet with 
colorful plastic lures at the ends. The adrenaline began to flow as each crew mem
ber took a position on the ledge at the back of the boat. 

Once the birds were sighted, the captain was no longer the most important man 
aboard the vessel. Now the bait man took over. If he threw too much bait into the 
water, the aku would feed only on the bait, get their fill, and swim away. If he threw 
too little, the fish wouldn't feed. The idea is to get the fish into a feeding frenzy so 
that they swim close to the boat and are easy to hook. 

As the fish began to approach the boat, the men banged the water with their 
bamboo poles. This made the fish in the area think that other fish were feeding so 
they came nearer the boat. The water sprayers were turned on to attract even more 
fish. The crew jigged their lines up and down to attract the fish near their lures. 
The aku were like torpedoes in the water. 

The hooks the fishermen use are barb less; therefore, once the tension on the line 
is released, the fish will slide right off the hook. When the first fish was caught, I 
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was amazed. It looked so easy. I, too, wanted to feel the strength of a mighty aku 
bravely fighting for his life. 

The size of the catch depends on how well the fish are biting. While the fisher
men are fishing, the bait man is constantly throwing bait into the water to attract 
more fish. That day the crew fished until the aku stopped biting. Sometimes the 
fish stop biting because there is kojiki or marlin in the area. Fortunately for us, this 
did not occur that day. 

After they fished that spot, the men iced down the fish, cleaned up the boat, and 
headed home. A normal catch weighs in at 18,000 pounds of aku which they sell to 
Farmer's Market. If the catch is small, they take okazu-take home fish-to enjoy 
or give away. That day the catch was extremely small, only 900 pounds, allowing 
me to take home five aku. 

After this experience, I have learned that Okinawan style deep sea fishing is not 
as easy as it looks on television. I also learned that their job is just as important as 
any other on this island because if it weren't for the skill and endurance of the 
lawai' a, we wouldn't be able to enjoy eating the abundance of ocean fish we cur
rently do. 

(Special thanks to Perry from the Sea Queen who referred me to Captain Ito and 
crew members Sam, Mark, Billy, Gito, Ricky, and Yama aboard the Neptune. What 
a great bunch of guys!) 
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American Specialists 
and Chinese Personnel: 

Successful and Unsuccessful Interactions 

by Stanford J. Fichtman 

I n the early 1980's, China, after thirty years of isolation, opened its doors to 
foreign investors for the first time since the Communist revolution in 1949. 
Immediately, big name American companies such as American Motors, Coca 

Cola and Proctor and Gamble made deals with state owned enterprises to start joint 
ventures with the enterprises. With the start of these joint ventures, a stormy rela
tionship between American specialists, sent over to China to teach the Chinese how 
to run the operations, and the Chinese personnel, who worked with the Americans 
(and some other foreign nationals), became evident. 

For three years, from January 1990 to December 1992, I had the opportunity to 
live in China and observe the interactions between the American specialists and the 
Chinese personnel working for them. My father had been hired by Lockheed to be 
director of maintenance and engineering for a joint venture called Guangzhou Air
craft Maintenance Engineering Corporation (GAMECO), based in Guangzhou, 
China. 

When the American personnel arrived in China, the Chinese reacted to them in 
different ways. Some greeted the Americans warmly and others met them with 
indifference or even hostility. The Chinese wanted the Americans, and all foreign
ers for that matter, to prove their worth in China. Many Americans arrived in China 
with the attitude that the Chinese way was faulty, and that they were there to build 
a new system, based upon American know-how. The Americans went over with 
great expectations, and in many instances, they sought to change the Chinese way 
of thinking and their work habits. Unfortunately, both sides realized early on that 
each side's goals were not the same. This was one area where friction between the 
Americans and Chinese was evident. 

The Chinese had their own ideas regarding the joint ventures. They thought of 
them as a source of technical knowledge and equipment to modernize their facto
ries. They thought that China could, in a timely manner, catch up to western tech
nology. While the Americans were getting frustrated due to the lack of cooperation 
and communication problems, the Chinese were equally frustrated by the Ameri
cans' · refusal to hand over western technology fast enough to bring China up to 
western technological standards. In many cases, instead of training the Chinese, 
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they would bring in more foreigners to do the work. The Chinese complained about 
this. They felt that, if given the proper training, they could accomplish the work as 
efficiently as anyone else, which would result in a significant decrease in costs to 
China~ 

The Chinese looked for three things from the Americans. One, it was necessary 
for the Americans to prove their abilities to not only guide and teach, but to do 
high-quality hands-on work. 

Second, and possibly the most important factor, was that the Americans treat 
their Chinese hosts with respect and understand the Chinese culture. Americans 
who understood how the Chinese system worked won much respect from the Chi
nese, and also their cooperation. Some American specialists, instead of helping the 
Chinese, tried to force their way of thinking on the Chinese personnel, and this was 
a major point of friction. This was not evident with all American personnel working 
in China, but only those who could not get used to the Chinese system and who 
worked more on flaunting their own superior intellect rather than giving proper 
guidance to the Chinese. 

The third factor was that Americans should be aware of the enormous differ
ences between the living standards of Americans and Chinese. While Americans 
lived in first-class hotel apartments, Chinese families lived in state-owned housing 
no bigger then the master bedroom in a typical western house. Some Americans, 
who were living in first-class units, gave no consideration to differences in the 
living accommodations. This fact made some Chinese envious, and it therefore 
affected their ability to cooperate with the Americans. 

As stated earlier, the Chinese did respect those foreigners who tried to work 
inside the framework of the Chinese system, and for those who took the time to 
learn and use the language. Not many American companies followed through with 
this training, and some Americans were neither prepared nor able to adjust their 
way of thinking to fit in and be accepted by the Chinese. 

Chinese officials in government conveyed to the personnel that they were per
mitted and encouraged to work with the Americans and gain as much technological 
knowledge as possible. Yet with this open attitude, the government also stated that 
anything that would be detrimental to the stability of the Communist party, such as 
discussions about the Americans' freedom of speech and religion, was strictly for
bidden. Many joint ventures started after the Tienanmen Massacre in Beijing, and 
there was quite a bit of political turmoil stemming from that. 

Americans had a hard time understanding the arms-length attitude of the Chi
nese personnel. Because of this, the Americans had a difficult time keeping their 
impatience under control and did not know how to properly handle this attitude. 
Another situation that caused considerable problems on both the American and 
Chinese sides was that before China opened its doors to outside investment, there 
was a Chinese policy of "no reward for satisfactory work, and no punishment for 
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unsatisfactory work." In other words, there was very little quality control being 
practiced. In this area, Americans were fairly successful in raising the level of qual
ity control and producing high quality goods. Another area in which Americans had 
success was in situations that required disciplinary action and getting the Chinese 
to understand the importance of listening to both sides of the story before drawing 
conclusions. This was not practiced before the Americans arrived. 

Chinese cooperation would only be afforded to Americans who had proved them
selves and were accepted by the Chinese personnel. Those who were not accepted 
by the Chinese found that cooperation from the Chinese was nonexistent, and these 
Americans were sent back to the U.S.A. without delay. 

In conclusion, the foreigners who did go to China with the attitude of wanting to 
help the Chinese to better their technology were genuinely welcomed by the Chi
nese. Yet, those who went over only for the financial benefits and tried to set the 
Chinese system of business upside-down were eventually thrown out. Only those 
individuals who were accepted by the Chinese personnel were able to obtain their 
cooperation, and from there, anything from settling disputes and accomplishing 
production quotas to raising the quality standards of the Chinese-made products 
could be accomplished. 
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Gecko Theater 

by Rachelle Morrison 

As I stood at the kitchen, sink washing the dinner dishes, I noticed a rather 
large gecko scurry onto the kitchen window screen. Night had fallen and 

. .· the floodlights .illuminated the screen like stage lights in an amphitheater. 
I turned off the water and focused my attention on the gecko. After a few quick 
movements, he rested and cocked his head once before · becoming a statue. The 
light above the sink shone through his translucent body, revealing the inner work
ings of a fine-tuned machine. Fascinated by this lone actor on the stage, I stood on 
tiptoes for a better look. I could see his heart pulsating rapidly and the outline of his 
skeletal system. His arteries branched outward like highways. His toes were circu
lar suction cups. 

Termites, moths and gnats gathered around the light and fluttered over the gecko's 
head like characters on an infant's mobile. The lizard licked his chops and scam
pered up the screen toward the supporting players with calculated precision, he 
extended his tongue and snatched a moth in mid-flight. I heard a faint crunching 
sound as he chomped the moth, wings and all. He swallowed and I could see the 
insect move down his throat. 

As I watched this performance on my kitchen window screen, I became con
sumed by it. I started to think about how these tiny lives related to the larger world. 
Everyone had a part to play in the scheme of life. The gecko ate the bugs drawn by 
the light. Who, then, were the gecko's predators? Perhaps birds, cats or other ani
mals. 

At this moment, two more geckos entered the scene, both smaller than the main 
star, and, interested in the food flying above, they crawled up the screen to join him. 
Then the big gecko chirped loudly like an opera star hitting a high note. I wondered 
if this was to discourage the other two geckos or an invitation. He permitted his 
fellow thespians to enter the limelight and the feeding frenzy continued. The gec
kos were gulping insects, and I watched their guts expand. 

As I witnessed the geckos, I recalled Virginia Woolf's essay "The Death of the 
Moth." I felt lucky, in a way, because instead of observing one lone moth fluttering 
to his death against a window pane, I was watching the dance of life. All the char
acters were interacting, continuing the life cycle. I did not feel pity for the insects 
who were being crunched by the jaws of the lizards, nor did I fell triumph for the 
geckos because I knew they, too, would be a meal for another creature. I thought for 
a moment about all the plants and animals that rely on other plants and animals for 



54 Writers in Paradise 

food. When I thought about what type of animals humans provide food for, I was 
surprised to realize that the highest forms of life are eaten by the lowest life fonns. 

When we die and are buried in the earth, our bodies eventually become soil and 
nutrients for plants, worms, and other earth dwellers. An even more humbling thought 
is that, every minute, there are thousands of microscopic organisms on our bodies 
eating our dead cells. They are in our eyebrows and eyela~hes and on our scalps. 
Yes, even we humans provide food for other animals. 

The gecko is not limited to the screen on the kitchen window, for the whole 
world is his stage. Every living thing plays a part in the production. The stagelights 
always shine into the eyes of the players, blinding them, making it difficult for 
them to see their audience. Often, the audience is quite small and does not include 
most people who are wrapped up in their fast paceo lives, oblivi01,1s to life itself. I 
was part of the audience that night when I watched the geckos, and I will remind 
myself to buy a ticket again. The curtain does not come down on this show. 
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Our Kai Today: 
Bringer of Life or Death? 

by Kelly H. Klepinger 

[Instructor's Note: Kelly Klepinger originally wrote this paper to partially fulfill the 
requirements of an honor's class in microbiology. The debate and litigation over how to 
dispose of our copious sewage continues and this paper highlights some of the controver
sies. As citizens in an increasingly complex society, we are often forced to make decisions 
of great consequence to our future. It is important that we be broadly educated so that 
our decisions will be wise ones. As in this situation and in many others concerning the 
environment, medicine, bioethics, agriculture and genetic engineering, to name but a few, 
an understanding of the science of microbiology will allow us to be more rational in 
reaching our decisions and more con[ulent that our choices are correct. -John 
Berestecky, Microbiology] 

I n Hawaii today, there is a major controversy as to whether the island of Oahu 
and the state of Hawaii has a sewage problem. Debates and arguments abound 
between the City and County of Honolulu and various environmental groups, 

while the public sits confused and apprehensive about whom to listen to. The gen
eral public is not well informed in the area of waste water treatment. However, 
there are people striving to inform the public and compel the administration to 
comply with federal regulations on waste water treatment set by the Environmental 
Protection Agency (EPA). 

Millions of gallons of sewage effluent that has barely been treated are being 
pumped into Mamala Bay each day. The Honouliuli plant discharges an average of 
25 million gallons of primarily treated wastewater without disinfection each day. 
Until a major change in policy is made, Hawaii's ocean environment will continue 
to degrade, no longer projecting the image it once had of being a paradise in the 
middle of the Pacific. This sewage effluent, besides having toxic chemicals, is full 
of microorganisms with the potential for causing disease and should be of vital 
concern to all those who wish to live and play in a healthy environment. 

The coastal waters of Hawaii have always had a vital role in the cultural heri
tage of its people and have served as a source of food, recreation, and transporta
tion. However, these waters have also been used as the "ultimate sink" for most of 
man's wastes. Because of this, many of Hawaii's coastal waters and reef systems 
have been seriously degraded (1). Similar situations have occurred all over the 
United States, which has compelled state and federal governments to adopt new 
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policies and guidelines to limit the damage that is being done to our water environ
ments. The standard that all sewage treatment plants should use secondary treat
ment systems before it is pumped into receiving waters, set by the EPA, is just one 
example. Primary treatment removes only 30 percent of the solids in sewage efflu
ent, but secondary treatment removes 85 percent. Ten of Honolulu's treatment plants 
operate at the secondary level, but two do not, and these two (the Sand Island and 
Honouliuli treatment plants) account for 86 percent of the sewage that flows from 
all twelve plants each day (2). Because of their unique position of being able to 
dump into the middle of the Pacific Ocean instead of a lake or stream, the City and 
County applied for waivers for the Honouliuli and Sand Island plants during the 
narrow window of time they were available. This allowed these two plants to con
tinue operating at the primary level. The waivers were granted, but environmental 
groups such as the Sierra Club Legal Defense Fund and Hawaii's Thousand Friends 
have challenged them. A settlement was reached for the Sand Island plant that 
allowed it to keep its waiver, but eight million dollars had to be given to the Mamala 
Bay Study Commission for environmental research in the area, and the waiver will 
have to be approved again in 1995. The waiver dispute for the Honouliuli plant is 
still in litigation and will go to court soon (3). 

PhilipS. Loh, Ph.D., M.P.H., a professor at the University of Hawaii, testified at 
a preliminary hearing that disposal of sewage waste into the ocean environment is 
an increasing problem in Hawaii. He made the point that primary, secondary and 
even tertiary treatments do not remove all infectious agents, and he believes that 
human viral pathogens from sewage outfalls represent a possible major source of 
public health hazard and an economic problem for the state of Hawaii. He related 
that the discharge of different human viral pathogens may contaminate coastal wa
ters that are used by the seafood industry or for recreational activities at any given 
time, and that more than a hundred varieties of human enteric viruses can be found 
in human sewage (4). These viruses are capable of causing diseases ranging from 
minor health problems to those capable of causing death. 

A major point of contention has been whether tests for detecting viruses in wa
ter have been accurate. In their study, researchers Loh and Dr. RogerS. Fujioka 
pointed out that there has been a lack of standardized methodologies for detecting 
viruses in water. While several different methods have been developed, "there is 
still an unequivocal need for more sensitive and improved methodologies" (1). This 
point is driven home when the sheer numbers of viral units in fecal matter are 
considered. As many as ten to the sixth power of virus particles may be excreted 
from one gram of fecal matter, and concentrations as high as 500 thousand infec
tious units per liter of sewage effluent have been detected in some parts of the 
world (1). When, under proper circumstances, one infectious unit is capable of 
producing infection, a potential disease risk for Hawaii exists. Every measure should 
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be taken to improve the data needed to make informed, intelligent decisions about 
the health of Hawaii's marine environment and its potential for causing disease 
among its people. 

Another point of contention is whether these viruses are surviving for signifi
cant periods of time or not. "A major factor in the recovery and distribution of the 
various enteric viruses is their ability to survive in the water environment" (1). 
While there have been conflicting studies, the majority of evidence reveals that 
these microorganisms do survive for significant periods of time. The survival rate 
of pathogenic microorganisms is enhanced when protective organic material from 
the sewage solids and sediments from the ocean floor come in contact with these. 
microorganisms. Contact with these sediments has proven to be infectious to both 
humans and animals. Because of their unique filter-feeding systems, shellfish such 
as mussels, clams, and oysters concentrate human viruses found in these sediments 
in their digestive systems from which the virus can be recovered. Eating contami
nated seafood is a major source of cholera infections. In fact, mollusks such as the 
Pinna atrina are being used in Hawaii today as biological monitoring systems for 
human pathogens in the Hawaiian ocean environment (1). 

In a pretrial hearing, Dr. Grimes related the physical-chemical attraction that 
takes place among both viruses and bacteria. He testified in support of the study 
that Fujioka and Loh did by mentioning that bacteria and viruses tend to accumu
late upon one another, and upon nonliving particles such as food scraps, grains of 
sand, and other very small objects which serve as attachment sites. Long before 
they reach the sewage plant, many of these viruses and bacteria have already started 
to accumulate, on any given particle, into small packages of hundreds of thousands 
of organisms (5). The fact that 70 percent of these potential disease-carrying solids 
from primary treatment systems are making it into our ocean environment instead 
of being destroyed or turned into fertilizer should sound a warning to everyone. 

Grimes also testified to the difficulty in detecting the percentage of microorgan
isms in the ocean. He cited work done by Dr. Morita from Oregon State University. 
Morita found that normal bacteria were able to go into a starvation state when put 
into a harsh environment. When in this starvation state, they could not be detected 
by traditional means. Grimes, while on a sabbatical, joined Dr. Rita Colwell's Labo
ratory with the idea of testing the hypothesis that pathogenic organisms could do 
the same thing. They published several papers, stating that pathogenic organisms 
such as Salmonella, Shigella, Vibrio cholerae, Vibrio parahaemolyticus, and others 
were also capable of entering this starvation response. Traditional methods that 
microbiologists have relied on for years, such as membrane counts, plate counts 
and others, will not detect them. They appear to die, but, in fact, they are in a 
dormant state where they cannot be grown. However, they are still capable of caus
ing disease (5). 
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This new data is significant because it was once thought that sunlight had a 
deleterious effect on pathogenic organisms, causing them to die. Loh and Fujioka 
published papers in the early 1980's supporting this hypothesis. Grimes thinks that, 
since this data was based on plate counts, they were actually observing organisms 
in a dormant state that could not be detected by the plate counts. Several papers 
have been published supporting this fact, and the scientific community is changing 
its view of the former hypothesis in favor of the new research that is continuing (5). 

When asked about the implications of the viable but nonculturable research that 
was done on the fate of pathogens in the marine environment of Mamala Bay, Grimes 
pointed to two. First, we need to rethink our use of indicator bacteria (the state of 
Hawaii's is enterococcus) because indicator organisms are also capable of becom
ing nonculturable. Because of this, we could draw the wrong conclusion that what
ever substance we are testing is free of fecal contamination when it is really not. 
Second, this situation poses a potential public health hazard. Grimes thinks that this 
explains many diseases for which there is no apparent cause. He cited the example 
of cholera: there are many cases for which the original source of the cholera agent 
has been virtually impossible to detect (5). This may be the reason that so many 
infections go unreported and our knowledge of the scope of this problem is so 
limited. 

This paper has shown that the most dangerous form of water pollution to hu
mans occurs when our own feces enter the water. Most of these diseases, both 
bacterial and viral, are introduced to the new host orally. The common portals of 
entry are the mouth, the eyes, the ears, the nose and sinuses, and any other surface 
that is open to colonization. Typhoid fever and cholera, which are caused by bacte
ria, and hepatitis A, which is caused by a virus, are some common diseases world
wide that are spread by this form of transmission. Better sanitation practices, al
though far from perfect, have virtually stopped cholera and typhoid fever in the 
United States. But there are many cases of hepatitis A in the United States as well 
as diseases caused by the Shigellae, Salmonellae, Giardia Iamblia, and 
Crytosporidium species (6). 

Hepatitis A is caused by the hepatitis A virus (HAV). The HAV contains single
stranded RNA and does not have an envelope. HAV multiplies in the epithelial 
lining of the intestinal tract and eventually spreads to the liver, kidneys, and spleen. 
HAVis resistant to chlorine so it can inhabit drinking water systems. Besides the 
normal fecal-oral route, the eating of mollusks is also a source of infection. The 
mortality rate for hepatitis A is low, but the virus can cause liver damage (6). 

Shigellosis is a severe form of diarrhea caused by a group of gram-negative 
bacteria of the Shigella genus, named for the Japanese microbiologist Kiyoshi 
Shiga. Three of the four species resemble E. coli. S. sonnei and cause only a mild 
form of diarrhea. The fourth species, S. dysenteriae, also called Shiga bacillus, 
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although found less frequently in the United States, often results in severe dysen
tery and prostration. The virulent shigellae produce an exotoxin that kills cells by 
halting protein synthesis in the epithelial lining of the large intestine, causing se
vere diarrhea with blood and mucus in the stool. The number of cases of shigellosis 
has been reported at 15,000 to 20,000 in recent years in the United States, although 
that figure is probably very low because of the high numbers of cases that go unre
ported. The death rate for the less virulent species is very low at 0.2%, but the death 
rate of S. dysenteriae is very high at a possible 20% (6). 

Cryptosporidiosis is caused by the protozoan Crytosporidium. It is also trans
mitted by fecal-oral means and causes a short period of dysentery. Those that are 
immune deficient, such as AIDS patients, however, can suffer from a life-threaten
ing diarrhea that can last for months. There is no reliable treatment for this disease 
either. 

Cholera, which is endemic in Asia, particularly India, has only occasional out
breaks in western countries. It has been tested for in Hawaii and could cause severe 
health problems for the Islands if it got a foothold. Outbreaks are usually caused by 
temporary lapses in sanitation. The disease is transmitted by ingestion of contami
nated food and drink. The bacterial infection, called Asiatic cholera in the 1800's 
because it crossed over from Asia into Europe and North America at that time, is 
caused by the bacterium Vibrio cholerae. Vibrio cholerae is a slightly curved, gram 
negative rod with a singular polar flagellum. 1bis bacterium produces an entero
toxin called choleragen. Choleragen consists of two polypeptides, A(active) and B 
(binding). The B component binds to plasma membranes of epithelial cells lining 
the small intestine. The A component is what blocks the alpha subunit <:>f G proteins 
from shutting itself off by converting from GTP to GDP. 1bis causes a continuous 
production of cyclic AMP. When this happens, the epithelial cells discharge large 
amounts of fluids and electrolytes (ions). 1bis discharge is normally from diarrhea 
in the form of"rice water stools," but vomiting can also occur. As much as 12 to 20 
liters of fluid might be lost in only one day, and because of the loss of fluid, the 
blood often becomes so viscous that vital organs are unable to work correctly. Treat
ment of the disease should include trying to replace the fluids, although tetracy
cline is also used. A fever is usually not present, and the severity of the disease can 
vary greatly; thus, symptoms of the disease are very hard to spot (6). 

Although there have been some cases of the disease from the 0: 1 serogroup in 
this country, most have been caused by the non-0: 1 serogroup. The disease from 
the non-0.1 serogroup is usually caused by ingesting contaminated seafood. The 
bacteria are usually more invasive and more likely to attack the intestinal muscosa, 
causing bloody stool and fever, which are much more noticeable symptoms (6). 

Recovery from cholera results in immunity, but because of the antigenic differ
ences of the bacterial strains, the same person can contract the disease more than 
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once. There are vaccines, but they provide a relatively short period of immunity 
(6). 

Politicians and professionals from the City and County of Honolulu recognize 
the potential of these microorganisms in causing disease, but they argue that sec
ondary treatment still does not remove all the pathogenic organisms and that the 
sheer volume of the ocean dilutes these organisms so much that they pose no threat 
to the public. It is true that secondary treatment does not remove all the infectious 
agents, but it is a significant improvement over primary treatment. That is impor
tant because recent research has shown that sewage effluent may not dilute as well 
as promised. 

The City and County has installed outfall pipes that go 8 to 9 thousand feet into 
the bay and have diffuser holes in about the last 17 hundred feet. These diffuser 
pipes are designed to convey the sewage material upward out of the outfall and 
allow the material to mix with the seawater around the outfall (2). Dr. Scott Jenkins 
and Dr. Douglas Segar, experts in this field of research, were hired by the plaintiffs 
in the case to study the success of these new transport mechanisms. First, they 
concluded that because of the low salt content and higher temperature of the waste
water, it is not diluting as expected. The sewage effluent often stays together as a 
sewage plume, and upon reaching the surface or near the surface, it can be pushed 
by the prevailing east-west currents of the area. Strong prevailing subsurface cur
rents tend to push the plumes shoreward, and seasonal surface influences like the 
Kona winds also tend to move the effluent to the shore. Segar and Jenkins sug
gested that at least 50 percent of the time that material is reaching the shore (5,7). 
Based on this data, there is a strong probability that pathogenic viruses and bacteria 
are reaching the shores of Hawaii's recreational areas. 

Based on the evidence presented in this paper, the people of Hawaii are being 
placed at risk by sewage contamination from the Honouliuli and Sand Island waste
water plants. It is disgraceful to know that Hawaii is lagging behind other states in 
the area of wastewater treatment. Technologies are available to provide wastewater 
of almost drinking water quality. Some communities in other areas of the United 
States are using the new technology of biogenesis to turn sewage sludge into fertil
izer. Residents should strongly urge their political leaders to do all they can to 
provide efficient wastewater treatment. Just because it has not been a big problem 
so far doesn't mean it's not an accident waiting to happen. A small epidemic, if 
discovered by the national press, could severely affect the tourist industry most 
Hawaiians depend on. As the Ewa area of the island of Oahu continues to gain in 
population, more people will start using the recreational areas affected. The people 
of Oahu could be sitting on a time bomb without even knowing it. If Hawaii wants 
to continue to be known as the Health State, it should provide state-of-the-art waste
water treatment, guaranteeing a healthy ocean environment for everyone. 
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The Case of Hershinow 
vs. Sophocles et al. 

by Lisa Lemon 

[Instructor's Note: "The Case of Hershinow vs. Sophocles et al." was written as Lisa 
Lemon's take home final in English 253, World Literature to 1600. The assignment asked 
students to address the idea ofnwral accountability in the works studied; that is, the way 
each nwin character meets a just (or unjust) end. Students could address this issue in 
essay, dialog, or fictional form. Lisa's paper stood out for its strikingly effective blend of 
creativity and literary understanding. She concocted an inwginary situation-using both 
fanwus historical and not-so-fanwus contemporary characters-whose sly cleverness 
delights even as it provides deep and interesting insights into five nwsterpieces of world 
literature. Earlier in the semester Lisa demonstrated the same impressive ability to blend 
scholarship with creativity in a delightfully inwginative paper on Chaucer's Canterbury 
Tales, involving alien space travelers, that later won the Phi Theta Kappa honor society's 
western region writing award-in the fiction category! I hope readers of Writers in 
Paradise will enjoy Lisa's writing as much as I have. -Sheldon Hershinow, 
Hunwnities] 

As I worked late into the night preparing my case notes for the trial the 
following morning, I put down my pen and began to reflect on the events 
that had occurred which led to my involvement in this peculiar case. 

About a week ago I received a frantic phone call from a man identifying himself 
as Sophocles. He said that he was calling on behalf of himself, Chaucer, Shakespeare, 
Dante, and Murasaki, as they had been named as parties in a complaint filed in the 
Circuit Court of Literature. It seemed that Shel Hershinow had been thinking about 
dropping their literary works as the required texts for the next semester English 253 
course, and the distinguished group needed competent counsel to represent their 
interests. Sophocles had heard that I was currently a student in the class and that I 
was also studying law, which influenced his decision to petition me to argue this 
case in the literary court of law. 

Upon further discussion, I determined that Mr. Hershinow had selected Oedi
pus, Antigone, The Canterbury Tales, The Inferno, and The Tale of Genji as re
quired reading for English 25 3 because the purpose of the course is to gain better 
understanding and appreciation of the values and traditions of various cultures 
through the study of the nature of moral accountability from the perspective of 
different cultures. Sophocles and his colleagues felt their works were best suited to 
fulfill the requirements of the course and were convinced that Mr. Hershinow would 
reconsider if they were able to present the proper evidence to sway his opinion. 
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I really didn't know what to make of this strange story but told Sophocles not to 
worry, I would take the case. We made arrangements to meet the following day to 
discuss the case further and to obtain statements from the other witnesses. 

"I think we have a good case here," I said to myself as I pulled the last page of 
my opening statement out of the printer. I briefly looked over my notes and ar
ranged them in a logical order, then decided to turn in for the night. It was going to 
be a tough fight in court tomorrow, and I was going to need my rest. 

As I entered the court room I glanced around to make sure all my witnesses 
were present and took my place before the bench. I greeted my nervous clients 
with a reassuring word and pulled my notes from my briefcase. I looked over to the 
opposing counsers table to see who we were up against and gasped in astonish
ment. 

"Yes," said Sophocles, "ifs that upstart Goethe. He will zealously prosecute 
this case, as it is his work, Faust, that is being considered as one of the replacement 
texts for the class." 

Just then, the bailiff entered and announced, "All rise. We will now hear the 
matter ofHershinow versus Sophocles, Chaucer, Dante, Shakespeare, and Murasaki. 
The honorable Judge Hershinow presiding." 

Goethe began with a passionate opening statement summarizing the antiquity 
of the works of my clients and the need for fresher ideas to be presented to today's 
students. He stated that the evidence will show that the literature in question does 
not fulfill the requirements of the course outline and are not the best examples to 
illustrate and bring about an understanding of the values and traditions of other 
cultures. The works, he stated, do not fully present the idea of moral accountability. 

Judge Hershinow listened intently, absently stroking his beard as he contem
plated the rationale that Goethe was presenting. When Goethe had finished his 
opening statement, Judge Hershinow thanked him and motioned for me to begin. 

I slowly and deliberately made my way to the bench and began. 
"Though they may have come from different eras and different geographical 

locations, my clients have all posed similar moral questions in their works. Whether 
Christian or Buddhist, monotheistic or polytheistic, these great authors incorporate 
morals in their plots and stress the importance of maintaining the continuity of 
some natural order in this world. Divine retribution, moral accountability, and fate 
are topics reiterated in the works of great authors throughout history. This philoso
phy of 'Do unto others' has guided the actions of readers for thousands of years, 
and nowhere else do these themes appear more clearly than in Oedipus, Antigone, 
The Canterbury Tales, The Inferno, Othello, and The Tale of Genji." 

I took a long, dramatic pause while looking directly into the eyes of the judge in 
order to stress my point, then returned to my opening remarks. 

"In order to reaffirm the validity of these works as text material for English 253, 
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we must trace the cultural aspects of destiny for each work of literature and deter
mine whether justice has been served in each tale. The evidence which will be 
presented and the testimony you will hear will establish beyond a reasonable doubt 
the immense importance of these works and their worth as tools of understanding 
for the students of English 25 3." 

With the opening statements out of the way, I began calling my witnesses for the 
defense. The first witness to take the stand was Sophocles. I began by posing the 
question of whether Oedipus suffered justly. Sophocles explained that he believed 
justice was served because in committing patricide and incest, Oedipus had vio
lated society's most sacred code of conduct. 

Goethe began his cross examination with such a flurry of questions that poor 
Sophocles didn't even have time to answer the first before the next question was 
flung at him. "But, if as you allege, Oedipus is innocent of evil intent, can a god be 
called just who brings about such suffering under those circumstances? How can 
Oedipus be held responsible for a destiny prophesied for him before his birth, or for 
the gods' manipulation of events that made the actions to elude that destiny become 
the very means which fulfilled it? And why does Oedipus have to pay for his par
ents' disregard of Apollo's warning and for displeasing the gods by abandoning 
their child?" 

"If you slow down for a moment," interjected Sophocles, "I will answer all your 
questions. You forget that I'm nearly 2500 years old and my mind's not what it used 
to be. You see, God in his wisdom, knowing the kind of man Oedipus was, also 
knew what his destiny would be, but did not determine or order that destiny. Oedi
pus was the maker of his own misfortune. This tale of a king who thought he could 
control his destiny but discovered he was wrong is a critique of rationalism. It is not 
the acts themselves that cause Oedipus' suffering; it is the discovery of what he had 
done. Anger undermines his reason in his encounters with Laius, Teiresias, and 
Creon, and his intentions are averted when his pride is involved. Oedipus regards 
the unsolved mystery as a challenge to his intellect and fortitude and sees the solu
tion as his kingly obligation. He suffers in spite of, not because of, his observance 
of kingly responsibility. True, if he had not been king he would not have felt obli
gated to unravel the mystery, but he became king because this was his nature. And 
in the end when Oedipus blinds himself in shame and guilt, he accepts the fact that 
he is a pollution that Thebes must be cleansed of. Thus Oedipus' personal tragedy 
restores the city and once again he has saved Thebes, just as he set out to accom
plish. The fact that Oedipus means well in his actions may be true, but good inten
tions do not guarantee protection against malevolent consequences. The universe is 
not obliged to accommodate man's sense of justice. In my era, the will of the gods 
was thought to be inscrutable and must be obeyed." 

"And do you feel that this reasoning to support your sense of divine retribution 
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is echoed in Antigone also?" I asked him when he had finished his lengthy testi
mony, to which he heartily agreed. "Thank you, Mr. Sophocles. You may step down 
now." 

"The defense now calls Geoffrey Chaucer to the stand to defend 'The Pardoner's 
Tale' from his book The Canterbury Tales." After he took his place on the witness 
stand, I asked him to explain his ideas of moral accountability and how they pertain 
to "The Pardoner's Tale." 

"Well, you see," he began, "in the England of my time, we followed the Chris
tian teachings of brotherly love. Our god was a kind and just god, and we had faith 
in the occurrence of miracles. Keeping this in mind when reading my book, you can 
see how accountability for one's actions becomes a recurring theme. Though cloaked 
in satire, my stories do address the moral issues that were a concern of my era. For 
instance, 'The Pardoner's Tale' deals with the sins of gluttony or excess, blasphemy, 
greed, and murder. The evil participants of that tale indulged in the vices of glut
tony in their voracious appetite for wine, women, and gambling. I illustrate how the 
fires of lechery are fanned by wine and drunkenness, and that succumbing to vices 
only leads to calamity. This unbridled lot, through their drunkenness, conspire to 
outwit Death himself, but as greed takes control of their thoughts, the tables are 
turned and they end up plotting against each other instead in order to capture the 
treasure they stumble across. In the end, they get what they so justly deserve, for in 
their lust for wealth, they kill each other off and lose everything. Which only goes 
to show, as Sophocles also stated, that you can't manipulate the divine order, and 
those who live a life of sin never prevail." 

"Thank you, Mr. Chaucer. You may step down," I pronounced. "Now the de
fense calls Dante to the stand." 

Dante rose and moved methodically towards Judge Hershinow and suddenly 
began raving while flailing his arms around in animated gestures. "Res ipsa loquitor, 
that is my defense!" he stormed in Latin. "Res ipsa loquitor, my work speaks for 
itself!" 

"Dante, will you please try to control yourself," I snapped at the unruly witness. 
"I'm sorry for that outburst, Judge Hershinow," I said in an apologetic tone, "but 
you know how passionate those Italians can be." 

"Yes, yes," mumbled Judge Hershinow, obviously irritated by the disruption. 
"Please advise your client to continue in a more restrained manner because if I hear 
one more outburst from him, I'll have to ask him to leave this courtroom and forfeit 
his opportunity to defend his work." 

"He will comply with your wishes, Your Honor," I replied as I shot an authori
tative glance towards Dante. "You see, Your Honor, Dante feels so passionately 
that The Inferno is the ultimate culmination of divine retribution because he so 
fully believes in the theology of medieval Catholicism. What by today's standards 
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may not seem like just punishment would be considered quite fair to his generation. 
For he truly believes that God created humans with the ability to identify the con
cepts of good and evil and to willfully choose the correct path. Upon making a 
choice, the subject will then be held accountable in the afterlife for his actions." 

"That's right," said Dante. "The moral purpose of my masterpiece is to make 
those who have the ability to change their paths realize the error of their ways and 
turn back to the road to salvation." 

"Thank you for exercising control in your comment," replied the judge. "You 
may be seated now. Counsel, call your next witness." 

Next, I called Shakespeare to the stand. He moved with all the elegance and 
grace of one of his sonnets, as he took his seat on the stand. "Good afternoon, Mr. 
Shakespeare," I said. "I'd now like to move on to the matter of Othello. Can you 
give us some insight into your ideas of Othello's moral accountability?" 

"Why certainly," he replied. "I'd be glad to. The people of my era believed that 
the world should be a systematic place, and any disruption of the natural order must 
be remedied immediately. The occurrence of civil disobedience, disobedience of 
his subordinates, and the alleged betrayal of his wife upset the natural order of 
Othello's life, rendering him ripe for suggestions to put things back into order. Iago 
appealed to Othello's instinct for order since Elizabethans felt that order must be 
preserved at all costs or chaos would follow. When Othello killed Desdemona, it 
was not solely out of jealousy, but out of a conviction forced on him by the deceit
ful Iago, whom he believed to be honest. However, Othello realized, only too late, 
that he alone had caused the irretrievable loss of the things he loved the most. 
Othello ultimately broke down the natural order of his life, and thus, upon taking 
his own life, he restored order again and a valuable lesson had been learned. Come 
to think of it, these are very much the same sentiments that Sophocles uttered in his 
defense of Oedipus." 

"Thank you, Bill. That was a very eloquent summary indeed," I gushed. 
Shakespeare is one of my idols, and I couldn't help but fawn over his brilliance. 
After I composed myself, I called the next and final witness to the stand, Lady 
Murasaki. "Thank you for appearing before this court today. We appreciate the 
trouble you went to in order to get here," I said in my humblest and most polite 
tone. "Would you please share with the court your insights into your justification of 
Genji's fate." 

Lady Murasaki raised her politely lowered gaze and began. "Genji was born 
into an aristocracy in which many societal and family obligations were bestowed 
upon him. Obedience in honoring these obligations was a requirement he knew he 
couldn't escape, as Eastern philosophies of that era demanded total compliance. 
Failing to live up to one's obligations would leave one in a state of shame and 
dishonor. Genji was painfully aware of this fact. 
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"Unlike the other characters represented here today, who were faced with a moral 
accountability, Genji 's fate arose more out of a preordained destiny due to his sta
tion in life. In his quest to meet his family and societal obligations, he lost out in the 
happiness that comes from true love. Since Genji was born into his noble position, 
a position that spawns selfishness and self-indulgence, the path he followed was a 
destiny he couldn't easily escape. He was so doted upon and spoiled that he was 
unable to be satisfied with any one woman and spent his life on a futile quest for the 
perfect woman and unconditional love. In his desperate quest for true happiness, he 
passed up any opportunity he could have had for contentment. Just as Othello did, 
he realized the error of his ways in hindsight, but alas, it was too late. One never 
knows what he has until it's gone. However, just as in the case of Oedipus, one can 
argue that it was a destiny that he was born into, and thus he was helpless in the grip 
of fate. But just as in all the other defenses we heard here today, Genji had a free 
will and chose the path that he would follow, thereby rendering his fate just." 

With all the evidence in, I decided it was time to begin my closing arguments. I 
quickly organized my notes and approached the bench to commence my summa
tion. "Your Honor," I began, "upon hearing the testimony of each witness, we have 
determined that each of the accused texts do, in fact, satisfy the reader's need to 
justify the fate . of each character. In addition, we learned that the destiny of each 
hero actually restored the natural order that had been shattered by that character's 
own free will. It has also been demonstrated that since each character's fate was 
brought about by his choices in life, justice was fairly served on each." 

I continued, "Though the accused texts may be antiquated, as the Prosecutor 
insinuated in his opening remarks, the message is still fresh and the material is still 
useful in interpreting the lessons of moral accountability from different cultural 
perspectives. In view of these facts, brought to light through the testimonies pre
sented today, I strongly urge you to reconsider your decision to replace these influ
ential learning tools, and to continue to share the valuable insights they contain 
with the students of English 253. Thank you, Your Honor." 

Upon the completion of the closing arguments, Judge Hershinow paused for a 
few moments, glancing from one great author to the next, in an attempt to render 
his final decision regarding their fate. Beads of sweat began to appear on Sophocles' 
upper lip. A complete silence fell over the court room, and the tension became 
almost unbearable. After what seemed an eternity, he finally spoke. "The argu
ments today have been very persuasive, I must admit, however, I'm going to have 
to refrain from deciding this case today. My decision will be posted in the book
store before the next semester begins." And with that anticlimactic statement, the 
judge retired to his chambers, leaving us-who were anticipating the delivery of 
the decision-in a state of frustration. 
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Usage of Chinese Characters 
in China, Japan and Korea 

by Heekum Kim 

[Instructor's Note: This analysis of the connections between the Chinese, Japanese, and 
Korean writing systems was originally written for Linguistics 102, an introduction to the 
study of language. One of the requirements of the course is for students to explore some 
area of language or language use and to present their research in a written report, using 
APAformat. Hee Kum Kim's discussion of her findings was particularly interesting to me in 
part because it is a reflection of her own linguistic background: she is a native speaker of 
Korean who is studying both Japanese and Chinese. Given her background, she has been 
able to add personal details and examples, which strengthen and animate her research 
paper. Her writing shows us that a research paper can be more than a dry summary of 
information found elsewhere. -Louise Pagotto, Writing and Linguistics] 

T here are many cultural and traditional similarities among Chinese, Japa 
nese and Koreans. Not many people in the United States or in Europe dis 
tinguish among these three groups, which is understandable because it is 

the same for my mother. For her, people with white fair skin, blond hair and blue 
eyes are just Americans. 

Because Chinese, Japanese and Koreans were historically related to each other 
in terms of business, trade and government, their communication must have been 
very important. Even though they are similar to each other in many ways, it is an 
undeniable fact that they are three different ethnic groups. Even though Japanese 
and Korean writing systems are based on Chinese characters, they have their own 
languages and developed unique writing systems which distinguish them from each 
other. Just because all of them use some aspects of the Chinese writing system, 
many people think that the Chinese, Japanese and Korean languages are very simi
lar to each other, which is absolutely not true. 

Before discussing the differences among the three languages, it is important to 
know what the Chinese writing system, calligraphy, is. Chinese characters are part 
of a monosyllabic and pictographic writing system. They are not made up of alpha
bets, but each ideogram is an isolated picture. Instead of an alphabetic system, 
each character represents an individual word or morpheme (the smallest unit of 
linguistic meaning). Examples are shown in the table below (from Billeter, 1990): 
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The history of calligraphy goes back more than 3,500 years, and the fully devel
oped writing system first appeared in the late Shang Dynasty, 14th-11th BC (Bright, 
1992). 

Because Koreans and Japanese had no writing system of their own, they bor
rowed Chinese characters to represent their own spoken languages. In the past, 
comparing Korea and Japan to China was unreasonable because Chinese dynastic 
history had begun fifteen hundred years before the first century AD (Bright, 1993), 
and their trading and political power was almost absolute for Koreans and Japa
nese. Koreans and Japanese respected and glorified China: in that respect, it is not 
surprising that they adopted the Chinese written language. 

Furthermore, Buddhism was a cultural and potential linguistic mediator among 
these countries. By the 4th century, 90% of the Chinese population was Buddhist, 
and Buddhism spread into countries around China, with Chinese culture and lan
guage as well. Until the 6th century, the Japanese were non-literate people. When 
one of the Japanese clans accepted a Korean Buddhist monk, the Japanese started 
to absorb Chinese culture and language (Osorio, 1993). 

Koreans adopted Chinese characters thousands of years ago, and the adoption 
of the characters appears as a massive influx of Chinese loan-words in the Korean 
language. For example, there are many proverbs and words that are Chinese char
acter phrases; each character means a thing or a situation, and when all the charac
ters in a phrase are explained, the phrase applies to the spoken language. The 
Chinese loan word written in Korean as _i. tr [mo-soon] translates to the 
English word "inconsistency." The character mo means a spear, and the character 
soon means a shield. The origin of the meaning, well known to Koreans, came 
from a story of a merchant who was selling a spear and a shield. The merchant who 
promoted his merchandise said, "This spear in my hand made by the strongest 
metal can bore through any shield, and no spear in the world can get through this 
shield made by stout metal." Therefore, the characters which mean a shield and a 
spear mean inconsistency. Koreans used Chinese characters, but the characters 
could not represent Korean accurately because Chinese characters are meaning-
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based and the grammar of the two languages is not related. Because the Korean 
language has many helping verbs and prepositional words and Chinese characters 
each represent one morpheme or word, Chinese characters are not sufficient to 
express the spoken Korean language. 

King Seijong of Korea (1417-1450) invented the Korean phonetic alphabet, 
Hangul, because Chinese characters were hard to learn (Fromkin & Rodman, 1993). 
The invention of Hangul was very effective to express the spoken language. Even 
though the Chinese characters were the main means of writing until the end of the 
19th century, nowadays it is possible for Koreans to write everything in Hangul. 
Nevertheless, in the educational system in Korea, students are still required to learn 
Chinese characters because the characters are a big part of their history and litera
ture. 

On the other hand, in Japan, Chinese characters are still an indispensable part of 
Japanese people's lives. In order to learn Japanese, it is essential to learn Chinese 
characters because without acquiring Chinese characters it is impossible to read the 
language. To be able to read newspapers and magazines, knowledge of a minimum 
2,000 characters is necessary. However, contrary to Korean, the Japanese use the 
sound of the characters, disregarding their meanings. They also invented their own 
writing system; however, their own syllabaries, Hiragana and Katakana, are the 
simplification of Chinese characters to a certain degree. The Japanese use the char
acters as nouns, adjectives and verbs. When they use the characters for adjectives 
or verbs, they have to use their Hiragana with Chinese characters to show usage of 

' adjectives or tense of verbs. For example, the Chinese character tf!-is pronounced 
in Japanese as ya su, and the word itself means "cheap"; however, Japanese use the 
character with Hiragana \ \ [e] which always attaches to adjectives. Therefore, the 

\ 

adjective "cheap" is~~ [ya sui]. When the word "cheap" is negated, it becomes 
~ < ttJ. .... ~ l [ya su ku 1w i] with < t~ ~ ~ [ku na i], which is the negation form of 
adjectives. Additionally, the Chinese character J means "to buy" and pronounced 
in Japanese as ka, and the word needs ~'-at [i ma su] to say someone buys 
s?methi~g. ~hen the _word b~o~es past ten~e, .'Japanese use Hiragana \ \; l f':.. 
[z ma slu ta] mstead of \; \ l-' [z ma su] to Indicate past tense. 

Many linguistic features distinguish Chinese, Japanese and Koreans from each 
other. The structure of their words is different. For instance, Chinese is an analyti
callanguage (each word is a single free morpheme) whereas Korean and Japanese 
are synthetic languages (one word is made up of many morphemes). For word 
order, Chinese puts verbs before objects, but Korean and Japanese put objects be
fore verbs. In addition, for Korean and Japanese, honorific forms of language are 
indispensable. The Chinese do not emphasize these forms. Korean and Japanese 
customs require that speakers show their respect to people who are spoken to. There 
are many honorific titles and proper honorific forms of verbs in both languages. 
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The differences are the result of the historical development of these languages. 
Korean and Japanese belong to the same Altaic language family whereas Chinese, 
both Cantonese and Mandarin, belongs to the Sino-Tibetan language family (Fromkin 
& Rodman, 1993). 

Chinese, Japanese and Korean have many words in common in written lan
guage, and some of their pronunciations are similar. For example, the English 
word tea originally came from the Chinese word cha, which is exactly the same 
cha in Japanese and Korean. Also, the word library has the same Chinese charac
ters and has similar pronunciations in those countries: Chinese tu-soo-kwan, Japa
nese to-sho-kwan and Korean do-so-kwan. However, words are not the only things 
that make up languages. If people from each country gather to have a conversation 
or read, they would have difficulty. Because of the different usages of Chinese 
characters and grammar in those languages, often the same character can mean 
something absolutely different. For example, one of my best friend's Korean name 
is Ok-ja. Her name is written in Chinese characters as £ .;- which means 
£ as a glass bead or a pearl, and -j- as a son or a child; therefore, her name 

translates into Korean as a child like a pearl. However, a couple of months ago, I 
went to her workplace, a Japanese restaurant, and I saw her name written on a menu 
on the wall of the restaurant. I asked her why her name was written on the wall. 
Her response made me laugh because Japanese use her name .f.-1- to mean an 
egg. That's why her name was on the menu. 

I learned to write some basic Chinese characters such as days, numbers and 
sizes when I was in elementary school. Learning Chinese characters was fun be
cause they looked very pretty and different. As time went by, I started to hate them 
because they were so difficult to learn. Many words have different pronunciations 
and can have different meanings, usages, etc., depending on the character's place. 
A typical example of different pronunciation of the same word is ~ [kum]. 
The original meaning of the character is "gold" and is always pronounced as kum 
except when Koreans use it as a t1rst name, Kim. That means my t1rst name Kum 
and my last name Kim have the same Chinese character. When I came here and 
started to learn Japanese, I had an easier time than my English speaking classmates. 
They thought I did better than they did just because I am Korean. Knowing some 
Chinese characters benefited me; however, memorizing Japanese characters was 
one of the hardest things that I have done in my life because all the characters were 
just meandering lines and looked the same the first time. 

Chinese characters are not only writing symbols; they include a lot of meanings. 
The characters represent the Orient's culture, history and religion as well. Because 
no one can write the letters in the same way, written letters present the writer's 
personality. Chinese calligraphy is not only the writing of characters but is consid
ered to be an art of Eastern civilization. 
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As Long As They Keep to Themselves 

by Jerry D. Warner 

L astAugust, I attended amen's gathering in Hila. One of my feminist friends 
asked me exactly what I meant by a men's gathering. She was a bit incensed 
when I tried to explain it to her. Actually, I, myself, didn't know quite what 

to expect, so I didn't do a very good job of it, and I was more than a little nervous 
about going. I'd only seen one poster advertising the event and knew that it was 
designed to "celebrate our maleness and affirm our liberation." This appealed to 
me-my feminist friend was not amused. She asked if a woman could attend for 
the purpose of observing and learning. Now I was a bit incensed at having my time 
away from women challenged, and being the liberated male that I am, I smiled 
defiantly and said, "I don't know." 

During the week of the gathering, we danced around the Tiki nearly naked, and, 
led by our animal spirit guides, we went on journeys into the underworld to find 
solutions to lifelong problems. We were nourished, spiritually and physically, by 
the earth, and, in turn, we revered the earth from which we sprang. Though some 
would laugh at some of the things we did that week, the workshops were spiritually 
and emotionally healing and each of us came home a stronger person. 

From a sociological standpoint, however, the most fascinating aspect of the gath
ering was that 90 percent of the 120 men present were gay. The administrative staff 
of the retreat center, who also participated in the activities, were gay. Everyone 
worked and played together in complete harmony. Though the heterosexuals were 
in a large minority, peace and accord were the rule, not the exception. 

At some time during the week, Wednesday, I think, I started to think of the 
gathering as a microcosm. I wondered if a world run by gays would have the same 
effect on people's lives that these gatherings did. Perhaps they should even be re
quired training for these new governments run by homosexuals. 

Personally, I subscribe to the genetic theories about homosexuality. I do so not 
because I believe that no one in his or her right mind would choose to be gay, but 
because I believe that the duality of our sexual make-up may be more pronounced 
in, or at least more acknowledged by, the homosexual. I think gays are so much less 
preoccupied with gender identification that they have more time to care about more 
important matters. Gender preoccupation, this so-called machismo, if you will, re
quires so much energy and results in so many devastating manifestations that it's 
no wonder the world is in such a chaotic condition. This is what makes gays infi
nitely more capable of running the world. 

Our heterosexual brothers and sisters would still be free to live their lives as 
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they chose, as long as they didn't try to force their life-style on the rest of society. 
They would be allowed to vote, but only for candidates from the new homoregime. 
There are very logical reasons for this. 

Heterosexual men have always used force to rule the world; this is no big rev
elation. What is less obvious to everyone, with the possible exception of psycholo
gists and mothers watching their little boys playing with G.I. Joe action figures, is 
that all these men are just little boys trying to prove tl1eir masculinity. Women, on 
the other hand, have traditionally used the chicken soup method of healing a world 
made sick by men, although, in the last couple of decades, the gap between the two 
has narrowed significantly. I envision the new homoregime endorsing the Liza 
Minelli philosophy of life and saying, "Life is a cabaret, so let's lighten up and get 
real, huh?" 

I think the priorities of this new world would be very different. Wouldn't those 
terrifying silos that house nuclear weapons for the destruction of the world make 
fabulous Art Deco retreat centers for spiritual renewal? A more beautiful world 
would be a less troubled world, and I'd love to show Yassar Arafat a less tacky way 
to tie that kitchen towel he wears on his head. Should it really matter tl1at Rock 
Hudson was gay? He was simply a man who excelled at his craft and didn't deserve 
to die the way he did. People would be able to say, "Truman Capote was such a 
great writer," without feeling the compulsion to add, "but he was so gay." And the 
fag joke would slide blissfully into obscurity. 

'TI1e so-called normal people of the world have been in charge since man first 
crawled out of the ooze. What they have failed to do with force, threat, and war 
caused by their never ending "mine-is-bigger-tl1an-yours" power ploys might, in 
time, be accomplished hy governments composed of legislators who have all felt 
the pain and anguish of repression and discrilnination. 

It is time to try a new way. Lewis Thomas hypothesized, in "Scabies, Scrapie," 
that women seem to be so much more levelheaded than men and possibly more 
capable of running the world. He thought it might be a good idea to give them one 
hundred years to see if they could straighten out the muck. Perhaps he is right, but 
personally, I say give a bunch of gays with a flair for color half a chance and we will 
have everybody in a better mood in no time. 

The world has become crowded with knowledge, 
and there is more to come. -Lewis Thomas. 
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An Introduction to Fractals 

by Beth Akamine 

[Instructor's Note: The large majority of students who enroll in Math 100, A Survey of 
Mathematics, at KCC are students who have a genuine dislike or fear of mathematics. Most 
Math 100 students have experienced failures of one type or another in previous mathemat
ics courses. What I see as my mission as the instructor of the course is to try to foster an 
appreciation and understanding of the importance of mathematics. A term paper is as
signed as part of the course; students are free to choose any topic, as long as it is related in 
some way to mathematics. My hope is that students realize and appreciate that there is more 
to mathematics than just computation and quantitative analysis. I enjoyed reading Beth 
Akamine s paper on fractals. She conveyed an understanding of a very complex mathemati
cal subject, as well as a genuine interest in mathematics. -Andrew Pak, Math] 

T his paper is written for fellow community college students and any other 
layperson with no particular background in mathematics or science. It is 
intended to provide a nontechnical introduction to the concept of fractals, 

and a basic appreciation of its contributions and vast potential. It does not include 
any of the actual mathematics behind fractals because much of what I looked over 
extended beyond my range of understanding. 

In my research, I found that the range of fractal geometry is incredibly wide. 
Not only is it a new and vital mathematics, but it has brought about a change in the 
focus of sciences from inert structures to dynamic systems with unpredictable as
pects. This paper touches on only some of the many applications of fractals. 

Much of the information here is old-hat to any experienced mathematician, sci
entist, or computer graphics buff. However, if it sparks an interest in even one 
apathetic student of mathematics-it will be well rewarded. 

Fractals are visually complex and beautiful geometrical structures that are self
similar under any scale of magnification, with fractional and generally non-integer 
dimensions. Their main defining quality, self-similarity, means that they look the 
same whatever the scale ( 1 ). When magnified over and over, each part appears 
identical to the whole, implying that the form repeats itself, pattern inside of pat
tern. The fractal is the one mathematical concept that can be represented visually, 
and observing one in motion (displayed on a computer) is seeing infinity-almost 
(2). 

Technically, fractal systems hover in a transitional state between order and dis
order, or chaos. They can be curves, surfaces, clouds of disconnected points, or just 
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oddly shaped beauties. The jagged, twisted, fractured, and tangled shapes of fractals 
are so irregular that they cannot be defined via conventional geometry. Consequently, 
the concept became fractal geometry-a whole new branch of mathematics (3). 

These oddities were actually discovered a century ago, but they were compli
cated, highly irregular, and seemingly disorderly; and Euclidean (conventional) 
measurements failed to define them-the bizarre forms simply did not fit any known 
concepts. Traditional (and rather pedantic) mathematicians were so thwarted that 
they refused to deal with them. Instead, they labeled the findings "mathematical 
monstrosities" and shut them away, even deeming them dangerous to use (2). 

Then came Benoit Mandelbrot, a feisty mathematician with an ongoing interest 
in irregular phenomena. His intuition for patterns and shapes led him into a deep 
study, and after two decades, he had a clear knowledge and comprehension of the 
long avoided absurdities (4). In 1975, during the writing of his first book, he coined 
the word fractal from the Latin word fractus, which means broken. Mandelbrot dug 
deeper with his fractal dimensions and wrote several more books as he expanded 
his findings (2). The Fractal Geometry of Nature (1982) sold better than any other 
high mathematics book and is now considered a classic (5). 

Fractal geometry was introduced as, first and foremost, a tool to understand and 
describe the complex shapes of nature that for so long were a mystery. As the book's 
title implies, it is about the "geometry of nature." Fractal patterns appear in trees, 
rivers, cloud surfaces, landscapes, mountains, glaciers, coastlines, flowers, leaves, 
snowtlakes, kelp beds, the flow of lava-and more (6).Bere, it is easy to conceive 
the inefficacy of conventional geometry and its circles, squares, triangles, cones, 
etc. Mandelbrot often says, "Clouds are not spheres. Mountains are not cones. Light
ning does not travel in straight lines. Coastlines are not circles" (2). The formations 
are, of course, more complex; however, they do not just develop haphazardly. The 
fractal theory showed that different elements of nature, in seemingly random con
ditions, display a pattern of the same underlying principle-a unifying property 
(6). Much of the complexity arises from the repetition of this simple principle, 
bringing out a most important point of the discovery: it allows order to be perceived 
amidst apparent disorder, and demonstrates that simplicity and complexity can be 
complementary (2,7). 

The human body is also full of fractal structures. The branching of blood vessels 
and nerves is fractal-as are the digestive tract and lungs, the oscillations of the 
brain, the distribution of bone fractures, and the connecting fibers and pathways in 
the heart. Even heartbeats follow fractal laws. This tinding has already brought 
advances in the study of heart problems and, in fact, led to the perfecting of artifi
cial heart valves (2). Fractal processes occur in respiratory and other rhythms of the 
body, and the knowledge has provided physiologists with a greater capacity to treat 
related disorders (8). 
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Seeing the relationship between fractals and chaos might have been what cap
tured the attention of physiologists, as well as physicists, chemists, seismologists, 
and astronomers. These fields were among the first to take hold and make use of the 
new concept. Since then, fractals have extended into many subjects; in short, it has 
taken the world by storm. It is now common knowledge that fractal geometry · is 
characterized by a multitude of physical processes and structures (8). 

Much of the broad interest in fractals and their rise in popularity has clearly 
been expedited by the computer's ability to generate striking descriptions. Many of 
nature's fractals can be modeled on the screen by graphically simulating the under
lying rules that form them. Realistic landscapes, coastlines, and plants, for example, 
can be produced quickly and fairly easily (7 ,9). The tilm industry uses fractal appli
cations in computers to create incredibly lifelike landscapes, including bizarre sci
ence fiction scenes (1,2). 

Myriads of beautifully exotic, mesmerizing fractal images can be conjured up 
on the screen by repeating a single motif; and the added attraction is being able to 
watch it as it forms (5). All of us can create unique fractals with our own fonnulas, 
and there is a variety of fractal software available to guide our exploration, includ
ing games and screen savers (9). However, we must be aware that a fractal screen 
saver delivers a potent incentive to do nothing but watch it. It must be mentioned 
that besides being pleasurable, fractal applications in computers are valuable geo
metric tools in many fields. 

In recent years, fractal geometry has brought a greater understanding of natural 
phenomena encountered in biology, meteorology, and physiology; and studies sug
gest that n1any phenomena are best described as fractals. Of the sciences, statistical 
physics has probably made the most of fractal concepts; many observational records 
include fractal statistics (3). The statistics of wave heights have been determined as 
fractals, and in the future, this could lead to accurate predictions of extreme wave 
conditions and tidal waves (1). 

Fractals are applied to other areas of study: the formation of galaxies, lightning, 
turbulent flow, and aerodynamics (8). Fractal patterns are even appearing in studies 
of price changes and salary distribution. They are being used in such fields as lin
guistics, communications, music, and art (2). 

Fractal concepts have been present in art and photography for some time. An 
example can be seen in M. C. Escher's artwork, much of which has obvious fractal 
qualities (6). 

In short, fractals permeate all aspects of our lives. This paper barely touched 
upon the edges of fractal geometry. Research activity in this subject is huge and 
still growing, and new applications and findings are being made constantly (5,7). 
So far, the new concept has provided the natural sciences with solutions to prob
lems long considered too complex. It has given us the ability to view the world 
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differently, and through new knowledge, we are already beginning to see the world 
with greater understanding and appreciation. 

References and Notes 

1. J. Feder, Fractals (Plenum, New York, 1988), pp. 2-18, 193-208. 
2. 1. Gleick, Chaos: Making a New Science (R. R. Donnelley & Sons, Harrisonburg, 

1988), p. 94. 
3. S. H. Liu, Encyclopedia. of Science and Technology (McGraw-Hill, New York, 

1992), vol. 2, pp. 416-417. 
4. Greg Cantor, in his work as a founder of set theory in 1870, built (unknowingly) 

what is known as the oldest fractal. Mandelbrot duplicated it and applied it to 
clusters of noise in electric currents. It is important to the mathematical back
ground of fractals, and is an essential ingredient of modern fractals (1 ,2). 

5. A. Amann, L. Cederbaum, W. Gans, Eds., Fractals, Quasicrystals, Chaos, Knots 
and Algebraic Quantum Mechanics (Kluwer Academic, Norwell, 1988), pp. 
1-5, 21' 53-55. 

6. M. McGuire, An Eye for Fractals (Addison-Wesley, Redwood City, 1991). 
7. H. Lauwerier, Fractals: Endlessly Repeated Geometrical Figures (Princeton UP, 

Princeton, 1991), pp. 1-4, 75-123, 155. 
8. H. 0. Peitgen, J. M. Henriques, L. F. Penedo, Eds., Fractals in the Fundamental 

and Applied Sciences, Proceedings of the First IFIP Conference on Fractals in 
the Applied Sciences, 6-8 June 1990, Lisbon, Portugal (Elsevier Science, New 
York, 1991), pp. 1-16, 59, 81, 135, 367-374. 

9. R. L. Devaney, Chaos, Fractals, and Dynamics (Addison-Wesley, Menlo Park, 
1990), pp. 1-22, 129-147. 



Writers in Paradise 79 

Full of It 

by Gertrude Chock 

I t is unrealistic, even presumptuous, to parallel myself to George Orwell, or any 
other literary giant; it is the equivalent of pitting a sandlot kid against a major 
league baseball player at Candlestick Park. With a bit of permissiveness, per

haps my audacity can be forgiven. 
An infinite amount of admiration I have for George Orwell because, as a writer, 

he personifies all that I am not. He sowed the seeds of his destiny as a writer early 
in life; his affinity for writing was inherent, it was always a part of him. As an adult, 
with keen insight into social and political trends of the times, his motives for writ
ing took a positive direction. Incentives and aptitudes such as his never existed for 
me. Any early attempts at writing were realized through my fantasies, or through 
the efforts of my children, whom I prodded by assigning extracurricular projects in 
writing. Though I cannot evaluate the worth of all of this, my gain was the self
satisfaction of having done something worthwhile. My children now thank me, not 
for my efforts, but for the laughter we share as we pore over their writings, yet 
alive, on brittle pages that have not escaped the yellowing of time. Again, self
gratification surges through my being. 

I do not nullify the kudos I earlier lavished upon George Orwell. My thoughts 
are in accord with his in most of his essays, especially "Politics and the English 
Language." But in deference to him, I am disquieted by his contention, in "Why I 
Write," that writers write out of "sheer egoism and live only for themselves," that 
they write with vindictiveness and share an egoism with an elite group of people 
who are also vain and conceited. It is difficult for me to accept that George Orwell 
categorizes himself within the framework of those words. 

The word egoism must be qualified. When George Orwell speaks of self
centeredness I cannot but woqder if the self-gratification I feel in writing is a coun
terpart of egoism. If self-satisfaction correlates with egoism, then I admit to being 
an egoist. Egoism denotes a feeling of self-worth, which fosters self-confidence, 
and is exempli tied in the majority of people. Most of us feel good about ourselves 
but do not display it overtly. Others feel too good about themselves; they crow, they 
strut, they are offensive in their smugness. It is those who arouse derogatory conno
tations of egoism; it is those who are truly vain and selfish; it is those who are self
satiated and swelling from self-inflation. 

I fully agree with George Orwell that writers are willful, but I am loathe to 
believe that their motives for writing are selfish. When I write, I have no ax to 
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grind, no social or political issues to expound, no vengeance to satisfy. I do not 
aspire to impress others by my writing or to stimulate any specific reaction. The 
essence of my reasons for writing is an unconditional desire to bare my thoughts 
and share my experiences while feeling good about myself. 

And if I write for the pleasure it gives me, some of that pleasure may reflect in 
my readers; if I write, knowing that I am writing with sincerity devoid of preten
tiousness, then I am self-gratified and content with myself. My cup is full. 
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A Dilemma for an Aspiring 
Veterinarian 

by Rachelle Morrison 

I have this recurring dream, well, nightmare I should say. I'm at the veterinary 
clinic I used to work at as atechnician. The veterinarian and I are getting ready 
to put a dog "down" (to sleep-forever). At the beginning of the dream, the 

victim is a mutt that bit a child and was sentenced to death by its owner. After 
calculating the amount of milliliters of sodium pentathol per pound of the dog, I 
draw up the blue liquid into a syringe. As I look down at the dog again, it is no 
longer the mutt-it is my dog Maida. She is very old and has trouble seeing, hear
ing, walking and digesting her food, yet retains her ability to greet me at the door 
with howls and squeals of delight. My mother has decided it is time to put her to 
sleep. 

The veterinarian holds Maida as I find a vein in her front arm. Normally, I would 
be holding the animal for the doctor, but this is a dream. The dream is now becom
ing a blur because I am crying. I inject the liquid into her and say good-bye as I pet 
the top of her head. Normally, the sodium pentathol goes straight to the animal's 
heart and makes it stop beating, but not in my dream. Maida's heart continues to 
beat faster and faster. She is frightened; it seems she can't believe I'm trying to kill 
her. Her eyes are glazed and pleading, pleading that she might live another day to 
greet me. Her body begins to shudder; her arms and legs extend outward. 

I'm frantic. The veterinarian instructs me to perform a cardiac stick by drawing 
up more solution and injecting it straight through her chest into her heart. I stab the 
needle into my pet and companion of fifteen years. The dream ends. I wake up 
crying and sweating, sick to my stomach, my heart pounding so hard I feel it might 
burst. Every time I have this dream, I wonder if, when I become a veterinarian, I 
will be able to put animals down. 

For me, this is a great dilemma because putting animals to sleep is as big a part 
of veterinarian medicine as helping them stay well. I'm not saying that much em
phasis is put on the procedure itself; it is just that for every few animals one helps, 
another must be put to rest. 

The types of animals and reasons for their death sentences vary greatly. First, 
there are the vicious dogs and cats who bite humans because it is the nature of the 
breed or because they were trained to do so. There are also dogs who are appropri
ately labeled "fear biters." Dogs who bite anyone they fear may hurt them. These 
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two categories of animals are often put to sleep without an ounce of remorse be
cause they are a danger to people and other animals. 

Next, there are the oldies but goodies whose time has run out. These are the 
animals who have put in a good many years and served their owners well. Some
times they are close to death and suffering, with pain from everything from arthritis 
throughout their whole body to kidney failure. Often they are just old and smelly, 
difticult to take care of, and have become a burden to their owners. 

They stand on the wet-sink swaying back and forth like rickety, old rocking 
chairs, waiting patiently for the doctor to treat them. Their muzzles are gray, and 
their eyes are covered by filmy cataracts. It is hard to put the dogs and cats down. 
One often relates to the sadness the owner feels because his or her pet has become 
a family member. 

In the next category is the "hit-by-cars." These are animals that have been in
jured by a serious collision with a speeding automobile. Often the injuries sus
tained are much too extensive to save the animal; sometimes the correction of the 
injuries is much too expensive for the owner. In either case, it is not as heart
wrenching to put these animals to sleep because they are in tremendous pain. Some
times, veterinarians will elect to keep an animal alive if the owner cannot be lo
cated or determined. The doctors will fix its broken bones or lacerated organs for 
practice, and then find a home for the animal or take it home themselves. 

Finally, there are the "drop-offs." These are animals brought into the clinic by 
people who have found them and don't want to take them to the pound. The people 
pretend to be the owners, fill out all the paper work with false information, leave 
the animal for a bath or a nail trim, and never pick it up. The clinic then tries to 
locate a home for the animal and keeps it there until one is found. Many times a 
home is never found, and the clinic can only keep the animals for a short while 
because feeding and treating them are not cost-effective. If this is the case, the 
animal is put to sleep. I think this is the most difficult of the situations because the 
animal if often young, healthy and very friendly. It seems such a waste. It is for this 
very reason that veterinarians and their employees often have so many pets. 

Now that I no longer work as a technician and am attending school to earn my 
degree as a veterinarian, I often look back at my experiences working with animals 
and alongside veterinarians. I do not mentally punish myself because I personally 
aided in the procedure of putting many dogs and cats to death, but I do wonder if it 
is right. I cannot concern myself with how others feel about it since opinions vary 
greatly among practicing veterinarians and people in general. I am only interested 
in finding a way for me to deal with putting animals to sleep because it will inevi
tably be a part of my job in the future. 

If I ever own a clinic, I would like to create a retirement home for old animals. 
I would finance it out of my own pocket along with the cost of keeping strays until 
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a home is found for them. I cannot say how I will feel about putting animals to sleep 
after I have graduated from vet school. I have asked a number of veterinarians how 
they feel about the subject and have always received the same basic reply, "You 
can,t make money in this business by running a charity hospital., 

I never think about changing my career choice because of the mixed feelings I 
have toward killing animals. It is my goal in life to help all animals, and unfortu
nately the two go hand in hand. 

When I read George Orwelrs "Shooting an Elephant,, I was reminded of my 
nightmare and could relate completely to how the author felt when he killed the 
elephant. He did not want to shoot the elephant, but felt pressure from the crowd 
and knew it was part of his job as a guard. This is exactly how I felt when I helped 
put animals to sleep. I could not object because I would get a response from my 
peers at the clinic, such as, "How can you expect to be a veterinarian if you can,t do 
thisT, 

When Orwell shot the elephant and it wouldn,t die quickly, I thought about my 
fear that this could happen to me someday if I made an error in calculating the 
amount of sodium pentathol and did not inject enough to kill the animal but only 
enough to give it extreme pain. 

Later, Orwell recalls, "And afterwards I was very glad that the coolie had been 
killed; it put me legally in the right and it gave me a sufficient pretext for shooting 
the elephant.,, 

Like Orwell, I found myself constantly making mental excuses for putting an 
animal to sleep, reasons why the animal should have died, for example, being old 
or suffering from injuries. Often, to my dismay, there was no reason. 
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