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Last semester, two new "traditions" began at
West Oahu College-the student government and
the Magazine. As with all "firsts" their begin
nings were shaky. Personality clashes and
confusion abounded in both. So much energy
had been expended in trying to get them
launched that little effort had been spent in
deciding the direction. For the student govern
ment, parliamentary procedure provided the form
and continuity. Forth e Magazine, the future was
not so certain. As summer approached the
question on everybody's lips was, "Will there be
another issue?" You are holding the answer to
that question.
My job, as editor of this second issue, has
been three-fold: to instill the Magazine perma
nently into the school psyche, so that the next
issue will be expected; to establish a procedure
for future editors; and to set the standards by
which subsequent issues can be measured. I
believe that I have been successful. The Maga
zine has enjoyed overwhelming support from
students, faculty, and the administration. Produc
tion guidelines have been established. And the
production quality of this edition far exceeds that
of the last There remains but one gray area that
is both the Magazine's weakness and its strengththe continuing need for an editor.
Given the nature of our school, the time the
average student attends, and the amount of work
that a quality production of the Magazine de
mands, it will probably be necessary to find a new
editor for each edition. But, will there be some
body to carry the torch? The Magazine's future
depends on it This is the weakness.
On the other hand, every new editor can and

will bring a fresh outlook and new vision to the
Magazine, thus avoiding soulless mechaniza
tion.
This is a priceless opportunity for somebody
to provide the school and public with something
of substance while creating something that is
indelibly individual and original. This is the
strength.
Ultimately, as a student publication, the
responsibility for the Magazine's future rests with
the students. One must come from your ranks to
carry the torch, lest it be extinguished. And as the
creative voice of West Oahu College, this must
not be allowed to happen.
As you can see I am concerned about the
future of the Magazine; however, I'm not "wor
ried" about it because I believe it has a futurethat is limited only by the sky and the editor's
vision.
West Oahu College may not have a lot of
things, but we now have a student government
and a student magazine, both of which developed
from something we have that is even more impor
tant-spirit. WOC is not a place; it's an attitude.
I'm proud to have been associated with it.

Ed LaPrath,
Editor

CENTURY’S COST
by Julie Shultz
Days flow, nights ebb
Where do we know, what we can try
If we leave the sea to create its foam?
Tell me then, as we go home.
Holding on to the moment lost,
A day begun,
The century’s cost.
Let nothing leave
That hasn’t passed
Through the wakes of your soul,
And your mind last.
Days flow, nights ebb
Tell me then, as we go home,
Tell me again, as we come home—
The century's cost?

Confucius Say
by
Ned Shultz
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For many of us, the
first contact with the
Chinese sage Confucius
was in our youth. We
heard a friend report a
silly saying by Confucius.
Perhaps it was about the
woman who flew upside
down or the man who
walked around with his
hands in his pockets.
After a chuckle or two,
we gave no further
thought about who
Confucius might have
been or what he really had
said.
Our childhood view of
Confucius needs to be put
aside. Confucius, or at
least the personality he
has assumed in Chinese
history, is one of the great thinkers of the world.
He lived in the troubled sixth century B. C. in
northeastern China. Like other profound think
ers, he witnessed an age of chaos and offered a
simple prescription for the ills of his world.
Confucius called for a moral reordering of
society. He very clearly stated that if rulers
would behave as rulers and subjects as subjects,
unrest would end. He urged that everyone know
their place in society, and behave accordingly.
He understood people. He knew that man had
great potential to achieve and carry out humanis
tic acts. He also acknowledged the opposite could
occur. Never dispairing, Confucius was confi
dent that man’s good nature would win over evil
in the end.
Confucius was not a writer, he was a lecturer.
Students from all over China searched for
Confucius to listen to him as he discussed critical
ideas. Years after he died, his thoughts were
written into the Confucian text called the
Analects. That is our source for all of Confucius’
sayings. He had advice for resolving any prob
lem, and quite frequently he suggested that the
individual look to himself. For example, we have
all met people we would prefer to avoid. Confu
cius said:
“In the presence of a good man, think all the
time how you may learn to equal him. In the

presence of a bad man, turn your gaze within.”
(4-17)
Furthermore, in making certain you are not
like him, be broadminded:
“A gentleman can see a question from all
sides without bias. The small man is biased and
can see a question only from one side.” (2-14)
The gentleman, the good man, is the ideal.
Do not dispair when you see the unworthy
advanced or getting rich:
“A gentleman takes as much trouble to
discover what is right as lesser men take to
discover what will pay.” (4-16)
Students are frequently burdened with pro
fessors who do not recognize their wisdom.
Confucius suffered a similar plight and advised:
“To remain unsoured even though one’s
merits are unrecognized by others, is that not
after all what is expected of a gentleman?” (1-1)
He reiterated this idea a number of times:
“The good man does not grieve that other
people do not recognize his merits. His only
anxiety is lest he should fail to recognize
theirs.” (1-16)
Some of Confucius’ ideas are similar to
biblical sayings. The Golden Rule according to
Confucius reads:
“Never do to others what you would not like
them to do to you.” (15-23)
Or if not biblical, they seem clearly Western:
“The true gentleman does not preach what he
practices till he has practiced what he preaches.”
(2-13)
Other Confucian statements reflect a keen
insight into human feelings:
“I have never yet seen anyone whose desire
to build up his moral power was as strong as
sexual power.” (9-17)
Confucius clearly understood human nature
and he enjoyed the human personality with its
numerous dimensions. Although much of what
he said was recorded over two thousand years
ago, it still makes sense to our 20th-century
world. The next time you hear a maxim by
Confucius do not shrug him off as a silly old
commentator. Realize that much of what he
said reflects an optimistic insight into living and
reveals a profound view of man that offers
powerful moral support as we confront the
issues of our contemporary world.
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C o u r t

by
Andrew Hiraoka
It is the time of year, once again, of the cool
purpling of the evening sky. The chill penetrates
the robes I wear as I recall the time of the
purpling sky not long ago.

I was a girl of seventeen then, and my parents
had decided that it was time for me to make my
court appearance. My mother said to me, “Otsuyu, do not grieve that you must do this thing.
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Instead, think rightly of the handsome and
compassionate men of the court. You will find
yourself destined for a fine one, as all things
come about to karmic destiny.” I remained
comfortless at these words, but remembered
them clearly as I left for the capitol.
What a thing it is,
a bud o f peony,
to be blossoming so soon in the season.
I was shy and very reserved at first, but the
other young ladies of the court were quite helpful
and friendly. As I became accustomed to the
subtleties of court life, it became clear that it was
not only I who was distracted from pomp and
ritual by the wayward thought of handsome men.
I listened to the other ladies gossip and whisper
amongst themselves, and though I myself was far
too naive to offer any opinion, much came to my
ears.
Then one day, as we were sitting together in a
room to the side of the main hall, a great
procession sounded its way through the building.
Omine, one of the older ladies, whispered that it
must be the lord Fujiwara no Kage. She had
heard that he, along with other nobles of the
nearby provinces, had come to meet with the
court administrator, presumably to talk over
some pressing matter before the snow season
was upon us. Fujiwara no Kage, Omine contin
ued, was particularly appealing, for he was
young, handsome, and in some ways strange and
enigmatic. Since I was the youngest and newest
member of the court, the ladies voted by consen
sus to arrange for me to be the one to meet him
first.
Through polite and entirely proper means, we
were introduced. He was eloquent and hand
some, yet, though he smiled often, something
almost sinister seemed to come from within his
eyes when he spoke. I put it off as my own
girlish perceptions, frightened at the thought of
being near such an important man. I noticed his
fine face powder and rouged cheeks, and also the
small, ornate mirror on his belt Later I thought
that, were it not for his rank, they would seem a
bit narcissistic for a man. We exchanged rather
uneventful small talk and parted. I was attracted
to him, but I couldn’t be sure if he felt the same
towards me. A knock came upon the door of my
room almost at the same instance that I won
dered about him. It was a messenger bearing a
poem:
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She came to the court
flowing through the hallways
a flower upon a stream, guided by its banks.
Trailing the crimson and purples of her coat,
It seemed the bright colors followed after her of
their own accord

Fearful to leave the light o f her radiant beauty
lest they lay dull by comparison
in the light of the mere moon.
--Fujiwara no Kage
“How beautiful,” thought I. Feeling giddy
and excited, my trembling hands penned
a reply for the waiting messenger:
What strange destiny
lies for the flower at the end o f the stream?
Shall it be doomed to float about
in the waters,
or perhaps embraced by the sun
as it rises from the horizon?
I sent the poem back to him, fearful at my
own forwardness—I wondered if I had not been
too hasty in making my reply.
Two days passed after their procession left, with
no reply from him. I felt sad and confused, and
then, late in the third night, there was a quiet
knock at my chamber door.
“O-tsuyu!”
Again a knock came.
“O-tsuyu! It is I, Fujiwara.”
I opened the sliding door and invited him in.
I was thankful that even though it was late, I had
still worn my evening clothes due to the chill in
the air.
“I have thought about you,” he said, in a tone
that made me feel somewhat like a business
proposition. I wondered if he would explain his
delay in replying to me, yet I felt it best to be as
silent as possible after my forward poem, lest I
convey a distasteful impression of myself. He
did not explain his delay.
“O-tsuyu, you are a lovely girl, radiant as the
sun. I have long searched for one as lovely as
you. You see, it is right that two people, who
exist in beauty together, should come together.”
“What a strange comment,” I thought to
myself, “ and indeed, narcissistic.” Then he
touched my arm, looking deeply into my eyes
with his own, dark eyes. I drew back, astonished
at “his” forwardness, but excused myself all the
same.
“Surely you feel what I feel, do you not?” he
asked.
“I am not sure that I know what you mean,” I
replied, feeling less attracted to him now.
His eyes glared with intensity. In an instant
he leaped upon me, knocking me backward. He
was hurting me, but all I could feel was shock. I
felt my soul scream, and I wasn’t sure if one had
issued from my lips as well. The vision of his
leering face gave way to darkness. When I
awoke, he was gone.
I told no one about this incident, fearing
reproach for gossiping about a lord. My whole

self felt pained and dazed. After a few days I
sent a letter to him inquiring of his intentions
There was no reply. But the next night there
was again a knock on my door. This time I
made no answer, trembling in fear.
“Hello O-tsuyu.”
I recoiled at the sound of his voice. Fool
ishly, I had left the latch on the door undone,
and suddenly Fujiwara no Kage was there again
in my chamber. This time his omateness did
nothing to hide his evil intentions.
“Please leave,” I said, my voice faltering
slightly.
“Foolish woman,” he growled, “do you not
know who it is that you are speaking to? It is
I, Fujiwara no Kage, lord of all that is beauti
ful,
_
_ »and
» all that is beautiful pays homage to
me.
Now I was truly frightened. There was no
longer a man in front of me, but a crazed ogre.
“Please, you must leave. I do not wish to
see you.” At my words he seemed taken
aback, and then suddenly rage contorted his
powdered face. He grabbed my shoulders and
pulled my face close to his. Unable to control
my fear any longer, I screamed, he threw me
down to the floor. Then he pulled out his
mirror and quickly checked himself over,
adjusting a few stray hairs from the side of his
face. He looked at me contemptuously, then
was gone, like a shadow in the night When
the retainers rushed to my room, I mumbled a
story about a fieldmouse that had bounded
away when I screamed. I apologized for the
disturbance and, satisfied with the excuse, they
left. I breathed a sigh of relief.
The next day I peered out my window in the
early morning feeling a great need to breathe
fresh air. A light snow covered the ground
below. I watched my breath form little airy
clouds.

smiled, but felt sick inside. The next day a letter
arrived for me. “Fujiwara no Kage has left for a
diplomatic visit to a neighbouring province,” said
the messenger, and bid me read the letter. The
messenger left quickly, not waiting for a reply.
The letter contained only a poem:
Watching the soft velvet mist drawn
to the fragrant pine.
Like a woman drawing her blanket unto her,
The trees are proudly embraced by the mist,
But the woman only embraces herself.

It was a spiteful poem but, like his first to me,
somehow beautiful— perhaps in ironic contrast to
the man who wrote it. I thought of penning my own
spiteful reply, but suddenly felt rather drained and
uninspired.
Four days later. I awoke to hear the hall alive
with chattering people.
“How simply horrible!” exclaimed one.
“It was rather strange, don’t you think?” said
another. I gathered my robe about me and pulled on
a light coat, eager to know what had happened.
“O-tsuyu!” cried Omine, scurrying quickly
towards me. “It’s awful!”
“What has happened?” I asked.
‘The lord Fujiwara no Kage and his retinue
have been killed enroute to the North Province.
They were caught in a snow storm and froze to
death.” I stared at her blankly, not sure if I were
going to laugh or vomit.
“It is strange, though,” she continued, “the
travelers who found them said that the retainers
were found huddled miserably in crooks and
crevices along the path, yet the lord himself was
found sitting upright on his horse. They said that
he was frozen in such a position that at first he was
thought to be contemplating the scenery. But
when the travelers got closer, they noticed that no
clouds of breath issued from the figure, though his
How brief the warmth o f a breath
frozen features looked proudly onward. Isn’t it
horrible, O-tsuyu?”
in the cold morning air.
But my thoughts were already far away. I
It is beautiful in an instant,
remembered my mother’s words, “...all things
and warms the senses to see it,
come about to karmic destiny.” I pictured the
but then it vanishes like it was never there. lord’s frozen figure preserved in ice like a statue. I
wondered if Fujiwara had been punished or
For a while I forced myself not to think of
rewarded. Had he been “paid homage to” in a
Fujiwara no Kage. The court ladies believed
macabre way by the forces of nature?
me when I told them nothing more had come
The purpling sky grew dark, but before the last
of our relationship than our brief talk when we light vanished I saw that the peonies below my
first met. When they teased me about it I
window had bloomed—early in the season.

"A book is like a garden carried in the pocket."
— Chinese Proverb

When it was announced that we were going to
visit grandpa, the excitement was noticeable
immediately. We kids always wanted to go visit
our grandpa and, it seemed to us, the trips to his
house were too few and far between.
We’d load into the car and off we’d go with
great anticipation of the fun that awaited us. But
there were thirty miles of two-way traffic before
we’d even see “the sign.” It was a game mom
had made up to keep us from killing each other
in the back seat of that old Ford. Straining our
eyes to catch a glimpse of “the sign,” we knew
that “Phillips 66—4 miles” meant we were
almost there. Sometimes
I would claim to see “the
sign” even though I
hadn’t because the
“seeing” made you the
winner.
Then over the top of
Freeze-Out Mountain
to the viewpoint
Jeanette
where we’d often stop
for a look at beaudful
Emmett Valley and another visual game: Can
You See Grandpa’s Little House? it was
another game that I wasn’t good at, but it wasn’t
undl fifth grade and glasses that I learned that
there was much I hadn’t seen before: trees on a
hillside, stars in the sky, gravel.
In spring, the view was so pretty from the top
of Freeze-Out with the patch-work quilt spread
below—orchards of cherry trees in full bloom,
fields of new com turning a bright spring green,
and the irrigadon canals running criss-cross
between. If there was a breeze, we could even
catch the fragrance from the myriad blossoms.
Then, down the mountain we’d drive; turn
left at the stop sign, turn right at the power
station, another left and then turn right. Go a
quarter of a mile and there was grandpa’s little
house. In my mind, I’m sure that I could find
my way back to that place even though, over the
years, the roads have changed and grandpa’s
house is long gone.
He lived in a little two-room house that sat at
the back of the lot that my aunt and uncles’s
house was built upon. It was down a country
road lined with tall stalks of com. It was a great
little place, almost like my cousin’s playhouse
except bigger, of course, and grandpa had real,
instead of play, furniture. Up two wooden steps
and through the door and you had entered a
world inhabited only by grandpa—and us kids
when we visited.
There was a small table, a couple of chairs
and a stool to step up, or sit down, on—depend
ing whether you wanted to reach something on
grandpa’s bookshelf or whether you wanted to

sit and pound nails into the little pounding block
he provided for us. The big, old-fashioned,
wood-buming stove was used for heating and
“light” cooking— grandpa took most of his meals
“over to Doris’s,” my aunt’s house. The bed
room had a big iron bed in it which was covered
with several thick quilts.
The most important furnishing in the house
was the old blue-painted, wooden rocking chair
that stood in the living room and was big enough
for one grandpa and three or four kids. It was
crowded in that rocking chair with grandpa
rocking and singing or rocking and reciting to us.
My grandfather was a
self-educated man. Al
though he only went to
school for five or six
months each year for
eight years, it was enough
formal education to instill in
him a passion for the printed
word that lasted his entire
Steiber
life. Much of what he
read was read and reread
and eventually committed to memory. Large pas
sages of scripture from his King James Bible, as
well as poetry of all kinds were stored in his mind
and parcelled out to us grandkids as we rocked
together in that old chair.
Grandpa sang two kinds of songs. There were
sad songs, songs of hard times, war and early
death like “The Blue and the Gray,” “Papa, Dear
Papa,” and “Cowboy Jack.” But our favorite was
“Put My Little Shoes Away.” The song is about
a dying child that tells his mother that he won’t
be needing his little shoes anymore. I suppose
this song had special meaning for us because on
the top shelf of grandpa’s bookcase stood a row
of little baby shoes—one pair from each of his
grandchildren.
Then there were the hymns. He knew four
and five stanzas from a hundred hymns, and
when he sang them he never left out a chorus.
One of his favorites and a hymn that, although it
isn’t sung much anymore, still reminds me of him
is “Honey In The Rock.” In my mind I can hear
him sing, “Leave your sins for the blood to cover.
There’s honey in the rock for you.”
Those memories are all blurred as I look back
through the intervening years. And yet I can
clearly see the golden haze of love which
surrounds me as I sit on the floor in grandpa’s
little house. He taught me a lot about life and
love during those hours we spent together. I was
unaware of the lasting lessons until now, years
later, when I think back to those times. But
grandpa always knew that I wouldn’t sit there and
pound nails forever.

Grandpa'sLitleHouse By
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Tempest
by D iane B. Gay
Tempestuous rain batters the trees
Like puffs of dust tossed high in the breeze.
The trees are now bare, rustic, and bleak
Brilliant leaves lay still at their feet.

The Pleasant Orchid
by Randall C. Anderson
Sitting in glorious splendor.
Among the bristled trees of moss.
The fairies dancing in their sanctuary.
Laughing, singing in the glade.
Shall I pick this amazing ageless orchid.
More beautiful than nature’s own gem.
Laying midst this genial place.
Free, and mystically content to stay.
Gladness prevails my intimate thoughts.
Now God has shown me such fine handiwork.
This one ingenious plant, so far from human touch.
And yet therefor all to see, so pleasantly.

A Quiet Moment
by D iane B. Gay
The soft morning dew blankets the grass and glides down
shear peaks like silken glass.
Springing forth, a cricket clings to a stem balancing
carefully as it sways in the wind.
Rivers of lightflows through the trees tenderly touching
wildflowers and bees.
Nestled in the warmth of a blackberry bush, a fawn blissfully
sleeps in the hush.
The cool mountain breeze whispers softly, leaves gently bend
in submission—peace prevails before the break of dawn.

by Frank X. Sam m is
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A few issues back in Parachutist Magazine I
seem to recall reading that Lt. Col. Oliver North
had more than a hundred parachute jumps in his
log book. Somewhere around a hundred and
sixty I believe the figure was. Well now, I don’t
doubt for a second the truthfulness of this heroic
Marine Corps officer, an impeccably faultless,
shining product of Annapolis. Nevertheless,
being rather a cynical person, I’d like to see his
log book. I would, of course, understand if, for
some reason, it wasn’t available. Let’s face it, it
could have accidentally fallen into the shredding
machine.
It is, however, apparent that Ollie did attend
the U.S. Army jump course at some time in his
colorful career, he displays his novice U.S.
Army silver jump wings proudly above his
other scar badges. But, the question that nags
me is when did he find time to get into free-fall
jumping, and where? Moreover, who was his
instructor or jumpmaster? I just can’t picture
this ultra important person, a guy who was in
charge of just about everything, taking direc
tions from anyone with less than cabinet rank
and a top secret clearance rated at least BBR—
’’Bum Before Reading.”
If Ollie was into this sort of thing (and pray
tell why not?) he does possess all the character
istics of the average skydiver: a dynamic
personality, commanding presence, engaging
smile, amiable bearing. He is gracious, alert,
extremely urbane, and, well, you get the picture.
Also, since parachuting has a long and useful
connection with all kinds of spy stuff, what
could be more natural? I’m just thankful that I
wasn’t the jumpmaster on his last load. How
ever, I just happen to know the fellow who was.
It was Tommy F la ... e r . . . no, no, it was none
other than . . . Claw
‘the kid’ . . . e r . . .
yeah . . . that’s the
ticket, it was Claw
‘the kid’ Clawson.
This is the way it
went, according to
Claw at any rate.
“Okay Colonel! on
this F**@ing dive I
want you and that
F8@#ing Arab with
you to fall base, me
and your F*@#ing
lawyer will come in to
make it a four way.
Break at three- five
and dump at twofive. Got it?”
“That’s not the
way I remember
going over it yester
day sir,” Ollie said,
stressing the “sir.”
“As I recall,” he
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continued, “and I was quite clear about it, I
would be opening at two hundred feet.” He
held up two fingers for emphasis, waving them
in Claw’s face. Claw, of course, bit one of
them.
“If you need a place to put those fingers,”
Claw snarled, “I can offer you a few sugges
tions.”
The audacious colonel repeated his intention
to open at two hundred feet. He explained to
Claw that this practice was required in the event
he had to make a secret and undetected tactical
jump into some place like Abu Nidal’s backyard
to check out his security system and see if it was
as good as the one he had installed at home.
Clawson’s reply to this revelation is simply
unprintable, and needless to say it was negative.
Not to be outdone, the colonel was quick to
remind him that not only was he, a USMC light
colonel, in charge of the whole F*@#ing
country, but Clawson, who was only a lowly,
former sub-sailor, with equally low morals, was
being well paid for his time.
Clawson acknowledged that this was indeed
true, but wanted to know just what North was
going to do with five TOW missiles? “Maybe I
can sell them to the Army so they’ll have
something to fight back with!” Ollie replied.
Well, who knows what might have happened
after that exchange if those two burly dudes
hadn’t come running around the side of the
jump aircraft and riddled the packing mat with
exploding bullets.
“What the F*@#,” said Claw, throwing up
his hands and keeping them there.
“Open at any F*@#ing altitude you feel like.
But remember, it’s against USPA, FAA, and the
F*@#ing WPA regulations.”
“So what!” says
Ollie, “We don’t
take any crap from
the FAA, and we
don’t even recognize
the USPA. Come to
think about it we
don’t recognize any
acronyms.”
Well, there was a
lot more. Ollie let
o
Claw put his hands
down, but kept on
opening low behind
the lines, mostly
o
clothes lines, in
backyards. Once, he
landed in a backyard
behind some big
wheels’ town house
and hit a bimbo, but
?
you’ll never read
about that. Unless of
course you have a
BBR clearance.
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My Town
by
Carlos Harmon
In the midst of Ohio’s farmlands, is a town
called Shelby. It began as a market place where
farmers could trade their crops for supplies. It
still exists on the raw materials of its farms.
Shelby’s buildings range from old stone
archways with large doors to the modem
Kentucky Fried Chicken stand. (One of the two
fast-food chains to infiltrate Shelby.) The pride
of the town is the Mutual Building. It’s a
skyscraper laid on its side decorated in colonial
style — as is the McDonalds next door.
But Shelby’s personality comes from its
people. It’s a rural community made up of
farmers and factory workers where a pick-up
truck and an “Easy Rider” rifle rack are
mandatory. It’s a place where you know the
name of your mailman, grocery clerk, and the
entire police force, but not the Vice President of
the United States. It's a place where the Mayor
has another job. When you see a man walking
down the street with a shotgun you know he’s
going to the gun smith’s, he’s not a mass
murderer. It’s a place where your status
depends on your tractor more than your car and

the parking meters still take pennies.
I was in Shelby last August. Driving through
town, I saw an old man sitting in his doorway
watching the world go by. The same man sat
there when I was a boy. I passed the park with
the Civil War cannon and the single bench. In
front of the fire house, the firemen were polish
ing their 1962 fire track.
The only meeting place is the old bar located
across the tracks. I walked into it and saw the
same people sitting in the same seats they’d been
in when I left eight years ago. Sitting beside the
men, were their now teenage sons. At the other
end of the bar, the womenfolk were grouped
together in front of the jukebox.
Shelby was the perfect place to grow up. I
remember the sounds of train whistles and farm
machinery, the smell of growing crops and
manure, and squares of farms as far as the eye
could see. It felt unchanging and safe from the
rest of the outside world. It’s the type of place
where you wouldn’t want to live, but always love
to go back to.

Searching
by D ione Lau

Where can I find
that which seems lost?
Will I find it
in the sky
or in watching the birds?
Will I see it in the sunrise
or in the fog which softens
sharp corners?
Will I hear it in songs
or in the wind blowing through
the trees
that hushes
the shouting noises?

Will I feel it
in the softfur of a kitten
or in the warmth of another's
hand
which gives strength?
Or will I suddenly
turn around someday
and know
It was not lost
but I had to search in life
to find it?

HAIKU
by Ben Forsland
Murmuring winds moan
Stirring the quietforest
A restless heart dreams
Thunder booms loudly
The dragonfly seeks its pond
Raindrops hurry me

Yellow moon, black night
The pond is bubbling new life
Silence echoes here
Days without smiling
Winter chills the midday thaw
A life without Spring

M a g a zin e

Interview

R epresentative Mike Crozier

Mike Crozier is the State Representativefrom the
47th District which includes Waipahu, Ewa Beach,
Makakilo, and Nanakuli. He was first elected in
1978 to the Constitutional Convention. He is cur
rently serving his third term as Representative and
his first as a full-time student at WOC.
WOC: What brings you to West Oahu College?
MC: First, you got to understand why I was in
high school. In a class of 135 graduating seniors I
was probably rated 176th. There was no worse
student than I; not bad, not evil, but I couldn’t
care less about school. I flunked the ninth grade.
The only reason I stayed in St. Louis (High) is
because of my dad. He was a big strapping guy.
The principal and the teachers just could not
allow this 250 lb. man rolling on the grass and
crying to keep his boy in school. So, somehow
they allowed me to stay. All the time I was in St.
Louis all I did was look out the window and
watch the developement of Waikiki or watch my
favorite coconut tree grow—and you know how
fast a coconut tree grows! I just was there. Later,
I went to Pasadena City College and after about a
year of playing around I had to go to Vietnam and
do my thing over there. When I came back I went
to Leeward Community College for awhile on the
G.I. Bill, just to collect the money, not commit
ted. I needed to have a purpose.
Now, as I move through the (legislative)
process, you can only get so far without creden
tials. At some point in time they always check
back, “What high school did you graduate?” Is
that relevant in the big scheme of things? No, but
they still ask the question. Now, it’s not only

what high school but college or “what was your
major?” If you say, “Oh, I don’t have a degree”,
automatically the people say, “Aha, he’s a lesser
being.” That’s one of the reasons that I”m back
here—to legitimize my credentials.
The other thing is I’m on my son all the time.
My son has taken after me and I am just leaning
on him to get good grades. He’s laying this trip
on me, “Hey, look at you. You got a good job,
you got status in the community, but you were a
lousy student.” He’s constantly throwing this
back at me. Its just gnawing at me that I got to
prove to this guy that you got to get good grades
because it opens up more doors.
But the thing that really triggered it was when
Chancellor Kormandy got inaugurated in Hilo
(May ’87). I went out there for the inauguration
because I represent the people who go to WOC. I
wanted to feel that I’m doing my part as the
people from the Leeward Coast. On the way
back, I chanced a meeting with Dr. Fred Mayer
and a group of professors that went over to
celebrate the inauguration. One of the people that
was within this group was Mel Worthington,
president of the student government. As we sat
down and chatted I looked at this lady. She was
enthusiastic and just fdled with the spirit and she
was about my age. I said, “Wow, if this person
can go back to college, I want to be like her too.”
She made the committment to go get her degree
and I want to do exactly what she’s doing. That’s
why I’m here—she’s my role model.
WOC: Why did you choose WOC over Manoa
or Chaminade?
MC: Why WOC? Because of the program. It
directs its energies to the older student and that’s
were I fit in. The weekend classes are the only
way I can get my degree. I’m struggling with one
evening class I have now and it’s only from 5:00
to 6:30. I can still get to my community meet
ings; they normally start around 7:00. But if I had
to just go to night school, with my occupation, no
way could I get back to college. It’s because they
have these weekend programs. Another good
thing about WOC is that they allow incoming
students, who have experience, to challenge
courses.
W O C i Have you challenged many courses?

MC: Yeah, six courses. You know, I’m 44
years-old; some of the younger guys look at me
and they go “Wow.” I say, “Hey pal, I’m old,
give me a break.” But my philosophy is that I’m

one is to have a campus out in the Kapolei area.
gonna be productive ‘til I’m 75 years old. If I
Another, the people out in Mililani Town would
graduate by the time I’m 45, and that’s what I’m
like to have the campus, because wherever the
trying to do, I will have 30 years of productive
campus goes it will help legitimize the commu
life to use the knowledge I’m gonna gain out of
nity, and they’ll get great economic benefits from
here. Everybody’s mentality today is age 55 and
it The third is to turn Leeward Community
you retire. Hey, that’s not reality, nobody retires
College into a four-year college and then possibly
at 55. Maybe you quit that one job but if you
make another two-year college somewhere else.
want to have a fulfilling life you got to take on
more challenges. 30 years
is a long time for me to be
WOC: Do you have any
using this degree. I may be
idea when this will be
"...Mel Worthington...
older that many students,
resolved? Is there a
but I know I got a long run
deadline?
...she is my role model."
ahead of me.
MC: The advisory board
is supposed to come up with a recommendation
WOC: There is a tendency for many people to
by January 1988. In politics a recommendation
retire and then to just sit around.
by a task force gives some weight to the decision
making process; however, politics being what it is
M C i Boring, Boring. They lose the quality of
life. They lower their own standards by stepping other factors come in. Where the final decision
will be made, I don’t know. I’m just one vote.
out of society. I don’t say you got to stay in the
My vote would be to go to Kapolei because that’s
job after 55, but you got to do something to
gonna be the center. We got Campbell Industrial
contribute to society.
Park right there, that’s gonna double in size. If
WOC: There is currently a Senate Subcommittee you can put a campus close to a major (job) base
you can have interaction with them so that
trying to decide the fate of West Oahu College,
students coming out of school can understand
whether we should be dissolved or continue.
Their recommendation should be submitted soon. what the jobs are in the work place. You got
West Beach, or Koolina, they can relate to that,
What do you know about this?
they can understand the value. Stragetically I
think they’ll get the best mileage if they’re in that
MC: I’m not aware of that.
area.
WOC: There is also an advisory board, headed
by Dr. Fred Mayer, that’s trying to recommend a WOC: Then, your personal recommendation
would be a four-college there, and leave Leeward
future location for WOC, assuming we have a
as is?
future. What are your feelings about WOC’s
future?
MC: Leeward Community College has devel
MC: Yeah, we should have a four-year college.
oped, it has become insdtutionalized, it has a
Now, we got to get into Kapolei. We’re talking
history, it’s doing a great job—let it be. If you
want a four-year college let’s do it.
about the second urban center that incorporates
(from) Kunia Road, everything Makakilo side of
that, including Gentry, Soda Creek, the existing
WOC: Have the plans for West Beach and
Ewa Plantation, Ewa Beach, Makakilo, and the
Kapolei been finalized yet?
doubling of Makakilo, Kapolei Village, Kapolei
MC: A lot of the segments are on line through
Town, and Hono Kai Hale. Just that area we’re
talking about, in 20 years, a 100,000 population in the government process. Gentry and Soda Creek
residents. 100,000 is getting pretty close to
have the go-ahead to build 5,000 homes. Makak
needing a four-year college. I didn’t say anything ilo has been authorized to double already. The
about Aiea. The boundary on Oahu, in popula
only thing that does not have final authority is the
tion, goes somewhere through Moanalua Golf
job base, Kapolei town.
Course, up by Tripler. If you divide the island in
The idea of all of that developement in this
half we’re gonna have a population of 400,000 to area is holistic. You cannot just make more
bedroom communities and have everybody
450,000. A population of 450,000 warrants a
four-year college. I have no qualms about that.
headed to town to work. Part of the obligation is
to create a work area so that some of the people
Now, the debate shifts to where.
don’t have to go into town. The Land Use
Commission has not made a determination. They
WOC: Hasn’t Campbell Estates offered eighty
should be making it within a month. The State
acres in Ewa Beach to be used for a school?
government is shying away from supporting that
thing. They came to our task force and said they
MC: That’s not only for the campus, it’s for all
were against giving them the authority to change
government buildings. 80 acres is a lot of land.
But there are three scenarios that are out there;
classification of that land from agricultural to

urban. So, if we get past that everything goes, if
it doestn’t get past that everything’s up in the air.
WOC: How will this developement affect the
Waianae coast and their
standard of living?

where we can take advantage of what’s happening
in Japan and New York. But other than that we
are an outpost—a very beautiful outpost. People
like to visit the outpost—the tourist industry. As
long as we take care of that that’s fine. But we
can not only focus on tourism, we got to get past
that and we got to get away from this hub thing.

MC: It’s gonna make it
WOC: What then?
go up. As I mentioned "...a population of 450,000
earlier, things develop
warrants a four-year
MC: We got to be able to
around a college. It just
maximize our resources. To
has to happen. When
college. "
have an economy, traditionally,
things develop more jobs
you got to be in a stragetic
will come up. These
location or you got to have a
people will have more op
natural resource that you can
portunities. When you get
a job, when you get change in your pocket, you
depend on. If you don’t have either of those it’s
can buy more things—with that comes an upgrade very hard to have a major economy develop.
of your standard of living. You don’t have to
Sugar and agriculture used to be our natural
change your social values. You can maintain
resources—separating tourism. But we don’t
your social values, you can maintain your culture, have a natural resource as traditionally defined.
but your standard of living moves up because you Sugar is no longer viable; it’s just struggling and
have more opportunities.
we try to keep bolstering it up. But at some point
in time the sugar people are going to say “amen,”
WOC: How will the development affect your
and it’s gonna be all over. But, we have a natural
district geographically?
resource that we haven’t tapped—the ocean.
Hawaii is (like) an oasis sitting in a desert. All
MC: Every ten years we reapportion. I’m sure
we got to do is tamper with desert to make it
the next reapportionment won’t have much effect
productive. How did they turn the San Joaquin
because the development will not get to that scale. valley into the lush, fertile lands that can feed half
But ten years from now there will have to be a
the nation? They brought water to it. And
redrawing of the boundaries based on population.
Arizona; they tapped the Colorado river to move
We’ll just take some chances when it happens.
water around. They got the desert to bloom. We
can do the same thing here in our desert. All we
WOC: How would you characterize what you do got to do is create artificial reefs.
for your district?
You don’t have to spend money for highly
designed structures. All the construction that’s
MC: I’m their watchdog...to make sure that they
going on; just take those boulders out there, dump
get a fair shake.
them in the water, three hundred feet or deeper.
There’s nothing out there—one fish per 10,000
WOC: Where would you like to see yourself in
acres or something. But as soon as you put some
twenty years?
kind of mass at the bottom of the ocean, life
develops around it. It’s a burden for the construc
MC: U.S. Senator. What path will I take to get
tion industry when they get boulders on the job.
there? God only knows. God only knows if there
We’re starting to take them out there. We sunk a
will be a path for me to arrive there. But, all I can barge off of Ewa Beach in July. In September
do is do the best job that’s placed right in front of
they already caught an opaka paka (red snapper).
me. If I do a good job right then and there the
You drop these boulders you gonna get a return
people will say, “We trust Mike to take on more
on those boulders for as long as the pyramids
responsibility because he’s done the assignment
stand—that’ a long time. Those boulders will be
properly.”
feeding the people of Hawaii indirectly. We can
create a whole industry right out there. It’s
WOC: What would you like to see for Hawaii in nonpolluting, it doesn’t cost very much and the
20 years?
returns are endless. Then we’re creating a natural
resource. Cuba set up minilobster reefs and they
MC: People constantly talk about Hawaii being
now have a lobster industry. We can do the same
the crossroads, or the hub, of the Pacific; I say
thing. And if you have a fishing area you have
that’s nonsense. We were the hub when we had
docks, that adds to the tourist mystique like
sailing ships or when the jets had to refuel along
Fisherman’s Wharf (in San Francisco) and San
the way. Now we’re not the hub; we’re kidding
Diego.
ourselves. In the way of communications we may
be the hub because we’re located in a time zone
WOC: So your talking about developing a

Fishing industry via artificial reefs as a natural
resource.
MC: We’ve got to devise a way to have our
Fishing boats, but make sure we keep them close
to home. Right now our boats are going after this
opaka paka one thousand miles away. They’re
out there shooting at each other because there’s a
limit on the resources. Let’s not limit it, let’s
expand the resources. Let them only go two miles
outside and catch Fish.
WOC: Changing gears a little, what do you think
about the “pidgin in the classroom” controversy?
MC: I’m very much against pidgin being used in
the classroom. Now, there’s two kinds of pidgin.
The pidgin that I grew up with was the mixture of
(foreign) words that were in the language so
people “flip-flopped” as they spoke. Pidgin of
old was a very descriptive language—it was very
poetic. But even that didn’t have a place in the
classroom. When you went outside, on the

streets, you’d speak it and that’s all right because
you still could communicate. But you still have to
have the foundation, because if you don’t you
limit yourself on how precise you can be in
deliverying your message. The pidgin of today
in not pidgin. I don’t know what you want to call
it, but kids don’t even make full sentences, “how
you, la’ dat.” What is “la’ dat?” It’s not descrip
tive; it’s very lazy. They’re denying themselves
the ability to express their thoughts completely.
The person receiving (the message) doesn’t get a
good comprehension of what (the sender) is
saying. Pidgin limits the ability to transfer
information.
WOC: What do you feel is your greatest
personal achievement, public or private?
MC: Having the opportunity to participate in a
meaningful way. That is the most satisfying thing
for me. That I’ve been allowed to participate in
America.

"Why do people always expect authors to answer questions?
I am an author because I want to ask questions. I f I had answers I'd be a politician."
—Eugene Ionesco
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“It’s not faiya. He come rippin’ up da drive
way an hit my bike an’ I get da lickin’ an I get
grounded. Das not faiya.”
“One day he goin’ be sorry. Try watch, one
day I goin’ be reo’ impo’tant an’ he goin’ be
sorry.”
"Offica Johnny yo' fada was seen groundin’
a lotta peoples. You gotta bring him into da jayo
as soon as possibo." The desk sargeant looked
grim while giving Johnny his orders.
“Ay, my fada, das all he do is ground peoples
das makin me reo’ mad. Ay, no worry lai’ dat
cause I goin’ stay bring him in,” Johnny told the
desk sergeant.
Johnny was cruising in his blue and white
when he spotted his father with a little girl.
“Young lady you are groundedfor 100 years
because your dolly's dress is dirty.” His father
was scolding the poor and innocent young girl.
“Ay, dad stop right dea." Johnny com
manded. His father turned and ran. Johnny
pulled out his nightstick and threw it along the
ground. The twirling stick tripped his father,
and Johnny caught up to him then proceeded to
handcuff him.
“I goin' tell you da rights so you betta listen
cuz’ I not goin’ say ’urn ag’in. You get da right
to one lawyah an' anyt’ing you say goin’ be used
to get you in mo’ troubo.”
Johnny ‘s laughter brought him back to his
room. “Man he wudd be sorry den.”
“What if I was one beeg football stah. An’
my dad was reo’ proud o’ me. But I stay
rememba’ when he do stuff lai’ dis to me den I
would make him sorry . . . . ”
“Ay, Kajiwara, / heard your son is in dah Pro
Bowl. You can get tickets o' what?”
Later on that evenine at the elder Kaiiwarq's
residence:
“Johnny, my friends were asking me if I could
get tickets to the Pro Bowl game and I said 1
could."
“So you wen' go buy um o' what?"
“Well, no, I thought I might ask you and...”
“Wha’, afta' all dat time you wen ground me
a' you tink l goin’ give you sumt’ingfree? Ay,
no ways bra', you can jus’ suffah.”
“Ho would dat be one bum job fo’ shua. I
would make him beg an’ den maybe I wudd giv’
‘im one. Den all his frendz wudd tink he one
howcheese guy only get ticket fo’ heemself.”

by Ken Kikuchi

“Oh man, ‘Shadow Warriahs’ goin’ staht
pretty soon an’ I goin’ miss ‘um. Man I wish I
wuz a ninja wit’ Hanzo den fo’ shua I wudd giv’
my fada dirty lickin’.”
“Johnny your fada he wen’, lock up all dah
udda guys an wen' ground dem.” Hatori Hanzo
said with concern. "Ay, no worry. You and me
we, goin' get dem out and’ den we goin' make
my fada cut his guts out."
“We bettah go befoa’ he come an' ground us
too." Hanzo and Johnny sneaked through the
castle grounds. They made their way from room
to room. When they got to an especially large
room the shoji doors flew open and there stood
Johnny's father with five thousand of his men.
“Ha, I knew if I grounded the I gas the rest of
you would eventually come to get them out. Get
them!" His father’s men came flying from every
direction. Johnny and Hanzo fought using all of
their ninja skills and soon all of the five thousand
men lay dead. His father started to run away.
Johnny flew twenty feet into the air and landed in
front of him with drawn sword. He then hit his
father with the blunt side and knocked him out.
Later, Johnny ‘s father winced at his captors,
still groggy from the blow he received and asked,
“Who are you Iga ninjas?"
Johnny knew Hatori couldn’t reveal himself,
but he just had to. Slowly pulled off his mask to
feveal his face.
"It’s me, da son you always wen stay ground
all da time."
"I,m sorry. I'm sorry. Please don t make me
spill my guts," His father said pleadingly.
"Ay, I don't know if / can let you go foa
groundin’ me all da . . . . ”
A knock interrupted Johnny’s thoughts.
“Johnny,” it was his father, “have you learned
your lesson?”
“Yeah dad,” Johnny replied.
“You promise to never leave your things
around again? “Yeah, I promise I goin’ be real
good from now on. I no make trouble any moa.”
“Okay, you can come out. 'Shadow Warri
ors’ is about to start and I know how much you
want to watch i t ”
“Right on poppasan!”
As Johnny left his room his father gave him a
strange look because Johnny said to him, “oh,
and you no need cut you’ guts out.”

Scaffolds
by Julie L. Shultz
Levels, layers of steel choking another piece.
“Isn't it grand? Won’t it be nice?”
“They’re restoring it you know....”
Section by section slowly replaced
Just a skeleton of the original remains.
Craning our necks between the bars
“Move on! Move on! Don’t look or stay too long!”
Which generation will be blessed
with the unveiling of his famous work?
The artist? He’s dead and gone.
He surely wanted it this way, “Carry on!”
But where lie the beauty my friend
in keeping perfection till the end?
Or in letting it rise and set ablaze
The hearts of men during the artist’s days.

20

In all its glory let it burst forth
and then gracefuly taper to its end.
New generation, let the old one be.
Let the old die fair and the paintings be.
Take down your scaffolds and open new paint.
Use your energy, instead to create._______________

F rom
G reenHorn S urPer
by Randall C. Anderson
About 5 a.m., one Sunday morning in
November 1966, the outside break at Laniakea
was beautifully booming. I paddled out with my
9' 2” Jacobs concave nose-rider as the sets began
to crest Just then, I remembered the words of
Buzzy Trent While we surfed against each other
at the Redondo Break Water surf meet in 1965
he had said, “paddle for the peak and ride ‘em
high.” So I started to stroke the water, skimming
over the liquid glass, until I reached the last
build-up. The sets came quickly, but left the
same way, so after waiting a half-hour, I decided
to paddle back to shore and call it a day. Out of
nowhere, a crash came from behind and grew to
a thunder. Lo and behold, a set of waves as tall
as telephone poles began to roll in. I knew if the
first wave broke on top of me I would be done
for. I couldn’t take the chance, so I dug in and
started paddling out towards the peak. When I
reached it, I turned my board around and began
to paddle at an angle down the right face of the
wave. I felt a surge under my board, and was
soon raised out of the water by this hand of the
sea. The faster I paddled, the higher it took me. I
heard everyone on the beach screaming. As a
ruffle of white water appeared on the lip of the
wave, I knew it was now or never. I moved into
an arched position sliding my right foot about 10
inches away from the nose, and my left foot to a
45 degree angle crouched behind me. Then I
grabbed the left rail of the board with both hands
and started down the face of that foaming moun
tain. As I moved back from the nose and stood
up, my board picked up momentum. I was now
able to keep ahead of the break. I was riding high
and the crest was breaking over my left shoulder.
I felt like a morsel waiting to be munched by the
mammoth mouth that was chasing me. The ride
seemed to last forever. It was terrifyingly
exciting. The people on the shore kept pumping
me on, which was all the encouragement I needed
to finish the ride. When I reached the shoulder of
the wave, the second build-up began to form. I
cut back to the left, slid my left foot forward and
my right foot to the back, I started to trim across
that glistening sheet of ice, while the wave
perfectly folded over me. It was a tubular spec
tacle, that I rode to the sand. As I started walking
to my ’40 Mercury Woodie, I was approached by
a photographer who had been snapping shots of
the action. He gave me $50 to print my photo
graphs in the next issue of Surfer. The following
month featured your’s truly in the December issue
of the 1966 Surfer Magazine..
In July 1987, along the Magic Island Park point
at Ala Moana Beach, I rode a spectacular wave. It
was the chilly part of the morning, as you sat on
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the water, the ice nipped at your nose. There is a
certain understanding between the surfer and his
board. I soon found myself talking to my new 8'
2" Race surfboard, as though waiting for a reply.
I remembered that four months earlier I’d
ordered it from Scott Bucknell, a master Hawai
ian surfboard builder. Now, I was finally sitting
on its deck waiting for another memorable
experience. I felt like the king of the mountain,
and no one was going to knock me off. Here I
was twenty-one years later, and still looking for
another fantastic wave like that ride I’d had in
’ 66.
During the summer months, Ala Moana
breaks its best, and the surfers are like vultures.
They guard their waves to the very last That’s
why I chose to surf in front of the Magic Island
sea wall. The break here was suicide and only
attempted by the most radical surfers around.
The rocky wall had eaten many surfboards in the
past, but never mine. As I paddled toward the
take-off point, the sets began to roll in. Just then
an eight foot pile of foam covered me as I
flipped my board over to glide under the wave.
After fifteen minutes of wrestling with the white
water, I made it to the outside reef. Neptune
must’ve known I was ready to ride because a
great blue wall began to build up from nowhere.
This was my chance to go for the gusto. I started
to paddle towards the center of the break that
angled towards the shore. When I noticed two
video cameras on the beach, it gave me inspira
tion. As the crest started to melt down the face
of the wave, I mounted my board and pushed my
way out of its tube like the spray at the blow
hole. Upon exiting from this salty roller-coaster,
I could hear the people cheering along the shore
line. But before I could reach the shore, my
board slipped away—my ding string had come
undone while I was clowning for the cameras. I
sickly imagined my beautiful new board being
broken to pieces against the monstrous rocks
protruding from the sea wall. I was mortified.
This was going to be a $500 lesson of humility
that I would never forget. As I reached the
shore, my board was nowhere to be found. Heart
weary, I walked to my car. I had no concern for
the praise I was being given by the crowd. When
I approached my road horse, I thought I was
dreaming. There, upon my own little saddle, I
found a tall gorgeous blonde surfer-girl sitting.
She had already secured my board to the racks
and was waiting for me to join her.
Well, in 1966, as a greenhorn, I got $50 for
my performance. Now in 1987, as a pro, I get a
real life-size doll.
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Ten miles off the coast of Waianae, sits the
ship U.S.S. Mahi, ninety feet below the surface.
It was once a Navy destroyer, now it’s a tour for
scuba classes. This wreck was my last required
training dive for my Open Water-II certification.
My group anxiously planned our dive and
excitedly packed our gear into the speed boat
When we reached the coordinates where the
Mahi was resting, our instructor dived down to
secure the boat’s anchor to the ship’s deck. We
suited up and then entered the ocean by backrolling off the boat. The water was murky that
day, allowing only six inches of visibility. We
followed the anchor line down to the wreck. In
single file, hand-over-hand, we lowered our
selves. I felt uneasy not knowing what was
beyond by next grasp; then the murkiness thinned
out at forty feet. As we descended I began to
distinguish a large, black shadow looming before
us. We pulled ourselves deeper—the depth gauge
registered sixty feet—and the water became clear
as glass. With vision magnified twenty-five
times, our view of the Mahi was perfect
The human voice does not travel well beneath
water--no laughing, no conversation, and no
screaming for help. Scuba divers must depend on
the "buddy system." A good diver will never
leacve his "buddy" to follow a fish or check out
some reef without signaling. They check on each
other every few minutes by flashing an "OK" sign
back and forth. It only takes a minute to lose your
partner and two minutes to drown-alone. Panic
is the leading cause of scuba fatalities among all
levels of certified divers. Our training experience
was put to the test as we desscended to ninety feet
below sea level.
We lowered ourselves to the main deck.
Barnacles and seaweed covered the resting metal
deck plates. I imagined a crew of seamen
laboriously mopping and painting this same deck
thirty-five years ago. The frame of the old wreck
held its form well, with its gunnery stations and
flagpole standing amidst the ruins. There were
remnants of broken chains hanging from tattered
railings and rolls of rope still miraculously
secured in knots.
We pulled ourselves down the ladder into the
glided through the mess hall we used underwater
lights; they only allowed limited vision-just as
far as the beam's circumference. All that re
mained were tables still bolted in place. We
located several eels living in rusty pipes near
portholes. Our instructor signaled
for us to go deeeper into the berthing areas, but
my buddy and I declined. We had seen enough of
the ship. We were running low on air so we
began our ascent to the surface. As a precaution
ary measure, we decompressed (stabilized the
nitrogen in our blood stream) at ten feet from the
surface for three minutes.
At a depth of sixty-six feet the color spectrum
diminishes-everything becomes dark blue. The
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sunlight barely penetrates the brackish depths of
the ocean three atmospheres down. At one
hundred feet no sunlight passes at all. On that day
we dived at ninety feet where everything was in
shades of gray and black. It is an experience I'll
remember for the rest of my life.

LETTER TO A FRIEND
by M. L. Fernandez

You’re so far away,
And Albuquerque’s cold in November.
I think of you while I walk
Along the beach at dawn
and watch the sun dance silver
Across the waves.
The early morning trade winds
Caress me,
and remind me of your gentle touch.
We laughed together once
At the sand crabs darting into the surf
and out again,
In a ritual game of tag.
I watch them now and remember
Your smile, your laugh, your unrestrained delight
In the simple things in life.
The sun has risen now,
and warms the sand, and my flesh.
But you’re so far away,
And my heart’s cold in November,
While you’re in Albuquerque.

History is an ongoing chronological record of
significant events, usually including an explana
tion of their causes. A period, on the other hand,
is the completion of a cycle, the end of a series of
events. The 1960s became something of an
instant period.
Even before the Sixties were out, people knew,
as they had in the Twenties, that they had lived
through something unusual. Rather than the neat,
narrow road of historical chronology, the Sixties
were a wide-tracked collision course between
triumphs and failures, hallmarks and tragedies,
pacifists and protestors, heroes and assassins.
Once in a while, something triggers the memory
of this decade—it might be a picture, a song, a
newscast, perhaps a passing word—and the juices
are jolted into recollecting a time of conflicting
forces. What comes to mind is not, by any
means, an interpretation but an accounting of
events that marked a period.
Entering the Sixties, the popular songs were
“Everything’s Coming Up Roses” and “High

Kopechne, was found in the car. Also in 1969, the
bodies of actress Sharon Tate (wife of film
director Roman Polanski) and four others were
found brutally murdered at her Los Angeles
home; Charles Manson, leader of a nearby
commune, along with several others, was con
victed of the crime.
During the Sixties, hundreds of thousands of
Freedom Marchers, defying beatings and arrests,
marched from Selma to Montgomery, Alabama to
Washington D.C. petitioning for Civil Rights
laws. Severe riots erupted in major U.S. cities. In
the Watts district of Los Angeles, close to where I
lived, riots resulted in thirty -five dead, four
thousand arrests, and $40 million in property
damage. Race riots were a reaction against
unenforcement of Civil Rights laws.
Hundreds of thousands of people demonstrated
their protests against the “war” in Vietnam. They
marched down Fifth Avenue, N.Y., and huddled
in front of the Lincoln Memorial in Washington
D.C. (In 1970, student protests against the
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Hopes.” More befitting the period was the 1968
revival of “Anything Goes.” For, at any given
moment, anything could go off: from a riot in
Birmingham to a space craft at Cape Canaveral to
a gun in Dallas. The Sixties gave way to major
events in all categories— political, scientific,
cultural, artistic—many
of which shook the very foundations of the
country.
John F. Kennedy was inaugurated in 1961 as
the thirty-fifth (and youngest) President of the
United States; two years later he died from an
assassin’s bullet. Lee Harvey Oswald, the alleged
assassin, was shot and killed by Jack Ruby as
America watched on T.V.
Martin Luther King Jr., leader of the Civil
Rights movement and winner of the 1964 Nobel
Peace Prize, was assassinated in 1968, in a
Memphis motel. In the same year, Senator Robert
F Kennedy was assassinated in Los Angeles
immmediately following his victory speech upon
winning the California Democratic primary.
In 1969, Senator Edward Kennedy, driving a
car at Chappaquiddick Island, Mass., plunged into
a pond; the body of a woman passenger, Mary Jo

Vietnam War resulted in the killing of four
students by frightened National Guardsmen at
Kent State University in Ohio.)
In search of equal rights for gays, the Gay
Liberation Front was formed in the late sixties in
New York City—the first organization to use the
word “gay” in its name.
The Sixties were witness to a major growth in
science, technology, and medicine. The first laser
beam was developed; an experimental rocketpowered airplane traveled at 2200 mph; satellites
and telestars were launched. First on the heels of,
and then surpassing the Soviet Union, America
triumphed in its exploration of outer space.
Astronaut Neil Armstrong’s “step for mankind”
on the moon’s surface were the much needed shot
in the arm.
In the field of medicine, Dr. Michael DeBakey
first used an artificial heart to take over a patient’s
blood circulation during heart surgery. Dr.
Christian Barnard performed the world’s first
human heart transplant operation. In this select
period, a looser, freer sense of expression stormed
the fields of music, dance, literature, and art.
The Beatles dominated popular music. Dance

crazes, such as the Watusi, Frog, Monkey, Funky
Chicken and other varieties of the Twist, drove
many people to discotheques, where go-go girls
set the pace. On New York’s stage was “Oh!
Calcutta!", a sex revue.
In literature, Joseph Heller caught our attention
with Catch-22 and Henry Miller’s “scandalous”
Tropic o f Cancer (published in Paris in 1934) got
its first legal publication in the U.S. Ira Levin
gave prominence to bad witches and black magic
with Rosemary’s Baby, and Tom Stoppard
convinced us that Rosencrantz and Guildenstern
Are Dead.
The Art World boasted a self-portrait by
Rembrandt, which sold at Christie’s London for
$1,256,000. The Museum of Modem Art in New
York purchased the late Gertrude Stein’s art
collection for $6 million. Robert Rauschenberg,
Andy Warhol, Jasper Johns, and other artists were
represented in New York’s Guggenheim Museum
show of Pop Art, featuring soup cans, comicstrip-style silk screens and inflatable sculpture.
Also remembered in the Sixties was the “night
the lights went out” in New York city, affecting
thirty million people and increasing the birth rate

nine months later. The Yale University Press
stated that the Vinland Map proved that Leif
Ericson discovered America in the 11th century.
“Trouser outfits” became acceptable for everyday
wear by women. And Mrs. Jacqueline Kennedy
married Aristotle Onasssis.
The Sixties marked not only the demise of
President Kennedy, Rev. King, and Senator
Kennedy but other notable greats as well. Gone
were E.E. Cummings, William Faulkner, Robert
Frost, Aldous Huxley, Cole Porter, Douglas
MacArthur, Alice B. Toklas, and Marilyn
Monroe.
An affinity with the 1960s is not one of
nostalgia. There is no yearning to retrace steps or
relive those tumultuous times. Rather, the
magnetic attraction is the enduring sensation of
human experience. A sensation often surfacing
with the slightest hint of recollection, re-arousing
the discordant blend of high and low emotions.
Anyone, myself included, consciously having
experienced the Sixties period can attest to its
turbulence and usually does—with a bowed head
moving slowly from left to right and back again.

Love Now
by D ione Lau

Love in the passing moment
lest you turn around andfind me gone.
Love in the soft shadows of grey night
lest the coming day blind you with its reality.
Oh! that you and I
could hold the future
cupped within our hands
beholding and feeling
each splinter of joy it might contain.
We would fill each other
and tomorrow would no longer
matter much.
Oh come!
Crowd each second
with the pounding of our hearts
filling each
with a passion of staggering feeling,
making us breathless at each other's closeness
yet awed by the distance still between us.
Love now
and behold the depth of ecstasy.
Tomorrow will show
that life is but fragmented beauty.
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Passage
by Debra Hale

I have often pondered
whether time will warp these feelings
or carry a message
to accompany the changes I’ve been
through.
Unsure of the results
they were just a breath away
before I knew what I had done.
Its too late to think of sorrow,
that time has come and gone.
I remember how you ran with me
away from me
and when I reminisce
I know it isn’t lost,
I can hear the faint echo
through the voices
of the tick
tick
tick
of time...

Life
by D ione Lau

Life touches us in myriad colors,
drawing cards for the adventure of
living.
The colors of ecstasy and sorrow,
gifts of sharing and the tragedy of loss,
but always made bright again
through understanding and love.
Life lives its meaning
in a passion, in an intensity
of feelings and aching to love the whole
world
and bring a wind of peace.
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Hope?
by D iane B. Gay

We wake each morning like newborn
babes, totally innocent.
We face each day and labor through
each challenge like robots.
Tick-tock.......... time keeps running . .
We fall asleep at night angry at
ourselves and at the world.
Life has become spherical. . . .
Humpty Dumpty falls.

Oh,
Brother

promoted to, and demoted from, the rank of
corporal. That he was never dismissed is proof
of his quick thinking.
On the last day of school, the perpetrators of
the senior pranks received immunity if they
would stand and be recognized. The battalion
commander read off the list, “The appearance of
the school’s canoes on top of the three-story
classroom building . . . . ” All stood proudly
by
along with his co-conspirators. “. . . the reassem
bling of the school’s lecture hall complete with
Carlos Harmon
150 desks, teacher’s desk, podium, waste basket,
and U.S. flag on the parade field___” Again Al
stood, then reseated himself. “. . . The class of
’71 banner atop the five-hundred-foot water tank
___ ” This time all remained standing until the
conclusion of the list. “. . . setting the school
Our car was blocked, front and back. The
clocks forward thirty minutes . . . cutting the
squad cars’ red and blue flashing lights blinded power of the entire campus for an hour. . .
us. Three uniformed officers with their guns
placing the cammandant’s car inside the mess
hall. . . chaining the chapel doors shut on
drawn ordered us out of the car. “This is it,” I
thought My brother, Al, slowly emerged from Sunday morning . . . and turning on the fire hoses
the car. He reacted with total calm. “Is there
in the basement of the barracks during winter
producing an ice rink.” Al finally sat, receiving
anything wrong, officer?” We had just left an
area where a gun had been fired, but my brother a thunderous round of applause from the cadet
convinced the police that we had nothing to do
corps.
with it. He was good at that. My brother was
Years later, we were riding in Al’s old
constantly in trouble, but he could always talk
Mustang. Ahead of us was the County Sheriff,
himself out of it
the same one that had hassled Al a week before.
Once my father, a lawyer, discovered a bag of We watched him park at the grocery store and go
in. Al drove around the block. Just as I was
marijuana in Al’s room. “What’s this?," my
father asked.
about to ask what he was doing, he crashed into
the star on the sheriffs car. We then drove about
“A weed,” Al replied.
a quarter of a mile away and parked. “Now we
“Where did you get it?” Father demanded.
“I found it growin’ behind the bam,” my
w ik ”, he said. I followed him to the nearest
phone where he called the police and reported
brother responded.
“I’ve had this analyzed, and it’s a low grade his car stolen.
of marijuana,” Dad said.
They couldn’t prove he was driving that
night. But they knew he did it, and he knew they
Al just shrugged and said, “What do you
knew.
expect for growin’ behind the bam?”
Al got grounded for a week, but he earned my
I really never liked hanging around with Al; I
respect for a lifetime.
knew that eventually we’d get into trouble. But
My brother’s sole accomplishment in military when we did get in trouble, there is no one I’d
rather be with than my brother.
school was to set the school record for being

A Child
by D ione Lau
I am a child
of the night.
The moon is near me,
and we walk slowly
hand in hand down the
desolate shore,
Knowing that someday

we will say goodbye
and cry no more.
I am a child
of the night, and
I always will be.
But I smile—I amfree.
Exquisite loneliness is mine.
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We got our first television set in 1954. It was
beautiful. The screen was set in a light oak
cabinet and the speakers were covered with a
thick, beige cloth interwoven with shiny golden
threads. Those golden threads seemed as
magical to me as the television screen. I was
proud of our new television set, and I was
especially, secretly proud of the shiny golden
threads and how they reflected on our freshly
waxed linoleum floor. We were the first family
in our lane to own a T. V. set We lived on a
tiny lane in Manoa in one of four duplexes. It
wasn’t paved so it
didn’t qualify as a
street. But never mind
that our lane didn’t
qualify as a street, and
never mind that our
television set pro
duced only black and
white images. It was
magical, and I was
younger then.
Every afternoon I
would rush home from
school to do my
homework so I could
watch that magical
box. I would dodge
all obstacles in the
lane, going as fast as
my bare feet could
carry me. I knew
every puddle, every
rock and every frog personally. I knew its smell,
I knew its shape, size, and color. I was closer to
the ground, and I was younger then.
The magical box brought families such as the
Nelsons and the Cleavers, cowboys like Kit
Carson and Buffalo Bill, and Mouseketeers such
as Annette and Tommy to all of us on our tiny
lane. Suddenly I had lots of friends, but never
mind; we were together, all of us on our tiny lane
in front of the magical box. I was younger then.
It always amazed and impressed me that
Ozzie Nelson read the newspaper in his recliner

with a suit and tie on and Harriet Nelson worked
in the kitchen wearing a fancy dress, a pearl
choker and high-heeled shoes. Never mind that
my papa never owned a suit and mama never
owned a string of pearls. I knew that when I
grew up, I was going to work in my kitchen
wearing a fancy dress, a pearl choker and highheeled shoes, and my husband was going to read
his newspaper in his recliner in a suit and tie. I
was younger then.
And then there were the cowboys: Gene
Autry, Roy Rogers, Kit Carson and Buffalo Bill.
They were the good
guys, big and strong, they
fought the Indians and
beat them. Boy, were
they great, and a few of
them could really sing.
Never mind that the
cowboys drove the
buffalo away from the
Indians, and never mind
that the cowboys broke
land and peace treaties
with the Indians. The
cowboys were heroes.
They had beautiful
horses, shiny badges and
silver guns. I adored
those cowboys. I was
younger then.
The program we all
anxiously waited for was
the Mickey Mouse Club.
One day, I would be a Mouseketeer. Never mind
that I never noticed all of the Mouseketeers’
faces were white and mine was yellow. One day,
I too, would be a Mouseketeer. I was younger
then.
Now I am farther from the ground and feel
the cement slap against my shoes. Back then, on
our tiny lane, I was closer to the ground and I
could feel the earth between my toes. My
dreams were bigger, but I had more time, and I
was younger then.

"I divide all readers into two classes;
those who read to remember and those who read to forget."
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--W illiam Lyons Phelps

Ten Ways o f Looking at the Waianae Mountains
by Henry B . Chapin
th e m o m e n t o f n o a c t io n -- S e a m i

Through the windowscreen:
two plumerias with drooping leaves
but one with hundreds of flowers.
Behind parched plumerias,
the smoky mountain range
parts the cottony clouds.
Sugarcane haze
clouds the smoky mountains;
cars hum to Honolulu.
Reptilian ridgeback
mountains divide the clouds
of sky and Waipahu smokestack.
Flat smoky mountains
behind a veil of rain on edge
like a No stage set.
Pearly clouds, gray mountains,
white flowers and dark sky;
stage set before the play.
When will it rain? Parched
ochre soil stretches to mountains
like the Rock Garden ofRyoan-ji.
An ant in the Rock
Garden, I see the mountains
pressing down the plain.
The tin roof rattles;
cool air blows through the window;
a professor laughs.
Still, it doesn’t rain;
the air is dark and heavy
like the veiled mountains.

RANTiNQS III:

T h E T R i l o q y C o n t in u e s

by
Steven Lugo
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Where am I today? I am told that this place is just gets under your skin. So don’t sneeze in my
direction, you might melt my face off. Putting
called America. America what? I ask again
my face back is not the problem, washing the
where I am but get no answer to my question. I
often wonder if today I should scream in fear or
dust off of the pieces is.
Will our governments come to our rescue
laugh from fright. This terrible place that I have
with their millions? Or will they spend billions
chanced upon is but an illusion of solid objects
on surveys and studies in order to help them
that have chosen this time to reach out and
decide if they should spend their millions to help
drown me in toxic waste.
I tend to think of the many who choose to stay us? But, why do we need their help? We are
better off than the average tyrant would allow.
here on this rock. I often wonder if they find it
necessary to suspend their sanity in order to keep Can we not eat any type of ice cream we want at
from going crazy. If the many, who are trying to any time of the year that suits us? Are we not
allowed to make a complaint about anything so
maintain their illusionary levels of sanity insist
on curtailing their imagination, reality will suffer long as nothing gets changed? Assuming that
there is really no such thing as marriage and
a deadly blow to its independence. Independ
divorce, since these are just institutions man has
ence, we all cry out. Liberty is close to follow.
But, why liberty? And who should be allowed to made up for his convenience, are we not allowed
to have as many mates as we desire so long as
blab in the face of fire and thunder? Certainly
not the vegetables who plant thenselves in front
some terrible man-eating disease doesn’t
of the boob tube, claiming to be well informed
because they watch such scholarly programs as
soap operas, football games, and Saturday
morning cartoons. Where else can our children,
the future flunkies of America, learn about the
primitive hormonal practices of a few representa
tive primates who insist on doing their interac
tions in our living rooms? Why don’t they just
jump off the screen and mess up our carpets wo
we have someone to send the bill to? But that
wouldn’t make the ducks too happy because they
don’t have any bills to spare.
What we need is more steel, never mind the
paper; it will drive you crazy, or drive you to the
supermarket spending your money on sales in
order to save money. But no. The world would
rather go crazy than believe in a god who drives
a station wagon. I prefer a Jaguar with a fuel
injected, turbo deluxe booster, warp drive, push
button trunk, and garage opener. Oh, may the
sun shine down your driveway once, then melt
your mail box.
We are always looking for new ways to
generate capital. We want capital for this, for
that, and for baby ceiling fans that spread
asbestos into your underarm hair. For those of
you who shave, may a lawn mower get lost in
your undies. We don’t need any more public
endorsements for acid rain deodorant sprays. It

consume us in some melodramatic display of
publicity that keeps us isolated from our neigh
bors in our final hours of dignity?
America is a great place to live, but only on a
part-time basis. It is slowly being washed into
the sea of forgetfulness and deprivation. It has
become a culture of “I want this, and I want
that” people. The same people who think that
they are the only beings in existence on the face
of the globe. Well! They have forgotten about
the ears, eyes, and noses of the world. “Hark!” I
say. Slime creatures and cockoroaches of the
world arise! Your time has come to be stepped
on. Pest beware of the foot of judgement before
it stomps you into an oil spot on the side walk
of the supermarket where people are rushing to
buy bug spray now while it’s on sale so they can
save money and the bottoms of their shoes.
A solution has come to pass, or is about to be
passed up. All those oil spots on the supermaket sidewalks can be collected in hand-held re
fineries and deposited into our oceans so that we
can now have an ecto-organic oil slick for the
fish to feed on. But, we must act quickly before
the Arabs get a hold of the idea snd start
marketing their own Bug Oil Non-stick Cooking
Grease. Laws would then be passed. Taxes
would have to be collected. There would be
tariffs and trade embargoes. The roach would
be declared a resource. There would be black
market Bug Exchanges. A new industry would
have to be regulated until that fateful, or rather
faithful, day the announcement is made:
“Cockoroaches are now on the endangered

species list.”
Does our heart bleed for the masses of the
world? We can’t even save our neighborhood.
We lock ourselves into illusions of safety in the
hopes that someone, or something won’t decide
to come through the wall or wait for us to come
outside, then hit us with something. Is it really
safe? There are poisons in the air, poisons in
the water, and poisons in the food. The offi
cials, whom we depend on to keep us safe, say
that it is all right to put these things in the
resources that keep us alive. They say it is
within acceptable levels. When these people
who are poisoning us get into some financial
difficulty, our government gives them a hand to
keep their businesses from failing. Should our
hearts bleed for the masses? Let our hearts
bleed for our own masses. With all the junk
food we consume daily, some of us are really
massive.
Who wants America? I do. Why live in a
place where the people don’t speak your
language, don’t serve your food, do laugh at
your clothes, and don’t like you anyway. The
next time you go somewhere, take their picture,
then send it to their secret police. Make sure
you remember to forget what it was you were
doing there in the first place. Why make life
complicated? Enjoy, have fun, then pay your
check. And remember.. .uh . . . what am I
doing here? .. .Where am I? .. .What is this
place? . . . I am told that this place is called
America . . . !

Writing is easy; all you do is sit staring at a blank sheet of paper until
the drops of blood form on your forehead."
— G ene Fow ler
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What dastardly fiend would do such a
thing as to pluck an eye from a chicken?
That fiend is I, however, I think of
myself not as a fiend but humanitarian.
When asked why this deed was done,
my reply quickly comes; it had to be—
otherwise why would my father instruct
me to do so? Father, that pinnacle of
wisdom and sense, the chicken caretaker
in the flesh, said that someone had to do
i t The chicken was not a well bird, its
eye had been pecked by another, subse
quently destroying it. So, while my
father held the sick fowl, I was chosen to
perform this gruesome deed.
Upon his beckoning I came forth
with plucker poised. His order to
remove this sad chicken’s eye sent a
chill up my spine. How could I do such a
thing? Moved by my father’s look of
urgency, and summoning my courage, I
proceeded to the task. With plucker in
hand I nervously scratched the eye’s
outer surface. The poor bird whined, its
head popped loose from father’s grasp
and tried to escape. After he regained
control of it, and without taking the time
to think about what I was actually doing,
I plunged the plucker deep into the
bird’s socket. It let out a horrid shriek.
But I failed to get ahold of the diseased
eyeball. The look on father’s face
became more urgent Without emotion I
strove to pluck at what appeared to be
yellow membrane. My heart was
pounding but my fingers were numb.
The chicken screamed continuously, it
must’ve been in great pain. Then,
following instructions, I sent the plucker
once more into the eye cavity suddenly,
voila, out it came in one whole chunk.
Excited, yet grossed out I continued to
scoop out the remaining substance.
Finally, it was over. My father consoled
the bird, apologetically explaining that
this terrible ordeal had been for its own
good.
That day I learned a valuable lesson
about life. Sometimes one must do the
damdest things, no matter how difficult
or repulsive. It seems to be part of the
price that must be paid—for life.
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