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In Praise O f Continuation

Here’s a distortion 
tucked in our minds, 

For the few people 
at WOC to find.

For us
to have, to hold, 
to laugh and remind; 

And for those we 
leave behind 
and especially for 
us students 
who continue on 
here in time, 
time, 
time,
Sweet WOC time.

—  Lana Dement

The M agazine



EDITOR'S PAGE
In Praise O f ObnoxiousnesspA r io r  to working on this publication, and 

perhaps even now, I have felt that editors and 
publishers were usually just one type o f person. 
Regardless o f sex, they were often persnickety, 
loud-mouthed, self-promoting and generally 
working with others on this magazine, I noticed 
I lacked these qualities to any significant extent, 
and it was unfortunately so.

I say it was unfortunate in total sincerity, 
for now I believe that to be an effective adminis
trator one needs these socially appalling charac
teristics.

Editors are persnickety because they 
follow a plan. In putting together a publication, 
a great deal o f exactitude must be followed or 
you end up with ugly lettering, bad composition, 
or the unspeakable horror o f excess white space. 
Being persnickety thus follows a preconceived 
plan o f organization.

To communicate this meticulousness, an 
editor has to be loud-mouthed. The voice o f 
command has to be at least figuratively loud, if 
not literally, in order to instill confidence (and/or 
strike terror) into the hearts o f his underlings.
The crew, as it were, will otherwise inevitably 
degenerate to an apathetic state and scuttle about 
ineffectively.

Editors are often self-promoting because 
they work hard, have a world o f responsibility on 
their shoulders, yet are unnoticed to a great 
extent. People pay attention to the product more 
than the producer in the publishing business. An 
editor who toots his own hom is doing himself a 
favor since, after all, the great-shouldered weight 
o f the world gets lighter with a little back- 
patting. He follows the sixth commandment of 
publishing: ’If praise cometh not voluntarily, ye 
must coax it forth’. (Note: this is not to be 
misconstrued as the intent o f this Editor's Page.)

And finally, editors are aloof, but a

distinction must be made that it is in appearance 
only. What passes for a holier-than-thou attitude 
is in actuality mere reclusiveness. The editor 
feels a constant need to vainly pursue a hiding 
place from further responsibility. Since it fol
lows that responsibility usually arrives in the 
form of wildly excitable personnel, it is logical 
to be elusive.

In conclusion, my staff may note that 
during the course o f this adventure entitled 
”WOC Magazine, 1988” I may have taken on 
some o f these traits, albeit in subdued form. But 
as you can see from my arguments above, they 
are positive.

And one last note: editors can often sling 
the proverbial b.s. with the best o f them.

Andrew Hiraoka



The Important Things In Life
by Paul Friel

Each day of our lives is filled with import
ant things that must be done.

Each day we attempt to complete these 
important things.

But what is so important that we forget 
what gives us great joy?

What would we do without the waves 
washing against the sands o f our 
favorite beach?
And,

What would we do without the tranquility 
o f the mist-covered Koolaus?

What would we do without the love o f a 
child?

What would we do without the love o f  
friends?

What would we do without the beauty o f a 
rainbow?

With our friends and families we find love, 
but so often we forget they are there.

With nature we find peace and beauty, 
but each day we forget what nature has to 
offer.

We must bring love and beauty back into 
our lives.

We must find the time to stop and smell the 
roses.
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GRANDMA AND THE MONSTER
by Magda Lamm

An we knew was that suddenly Grandma was afraid.
She didn’t want to stay alone at 
night, though she had been living in the same 
house for over 70 years, since she had come to it 
as a new bride. Her children had all been bom in 
that isolated little house, and she hadn’t been 
afraid then.

But now, we just didn’t know what to 
make o f it. As far as we could determine noth
ing had changed: the house was still isolated, 
even with as much new construction as there had 
been recently.

Maybe it was just that with Mother gone 
Grandma felt the isolation all the more. She was 
not fluent in English and she couldn’t express her 
thoughts or feelings very clearly.

So we took turns staying with her, all her 
grandchildren, and sometimes a great grandchild 
or two. It made things better, but the problem of 
communication remained. As most second and 
third generation Americans, we wanted to speak 
nothing but English, and we must have some
times hurt her by refusing to learn the simple 
sentences and childhood songs she had wanted to 
teach us. And now we couldn’t understand her, 
nor she us. And now we couldn’t understand 
her, nor she us, and even though the bond o f love 
was there, there was an unbridgeable gulf sepa
rating us.

We kept asking the same questions: ’’What’s 
bothering you, Grandma? Why can’t you sleep? 
Why are you afraid?” In her broken English, she

would patiently try to explain, but we were 
in a hurry and were not willing to take the tiume 
to listen.

Finally, Mother returned. It seemed that 
she’d been gone forever, but only a couple o f  
weeks had passed since she had left to be with 
our sister when she delivered her new baby, a 
beautiful girl, according to Mother.

We sat up late talking about her trip and 
about the new baby. Mother was tired and her 
eyes kept getting smaller and smaller, so we said 
good-bye. It was when she walked us toward us, 
like a monstrously big, transparent moth with 
many eyes, was the cause o f Grandma’s fears: a 
pineapple picker with bright lights shining.
From inside the house cane Grandma’s fear-filled 
voice, calling to Mother.

’’Why is she afraid o f it, Mother?” we
asked.

Fm not quite sure,” she responded. ”1 
seem to remember that once, a long time ago, 
Father’s arm was badly mangled by one. She 
has been afraid o f them ever since. I guess she 
never got it straight in her mind that it’s a ma
chine and not a monster.”



tombstone
by Andrew Hiraoka CRIMINAL

I wish upon a falling star that you can see 
from where you are that we were back a century 
with everyone and you and me were respectively 
Cactus Jack and Civil Annie.

The Saloonkeeper stern and gruff would watch 
his daughter sure enough to see that she would 
not savor the air of Madam Rita's favor and 
all her girls of beck and call who frequented 
the saloon hall.

Annie!" would he cry afar from his station 
at the bar as Cactus Jack would wander 
in to quench his thirst and dust off his tin 
and she would go obediently, one eye on Jack 
and one on he.

White wine'' would Cactus Jack request of 
Annie who had dressed her best as she often 
chose to wear, along with white rose garnished 
in hair pleasantly distracting from the gold 
tresses that played softly on behind her 
dresses.

A demure smile that caught his fancy 
Cactus Jack thought quite romancy yet almost 
scary from up close, like a long forgotten ghost 
almost just a memory yet too important to forget.

And yet what plays through Annie s eye 
thought Jack silently watching by, for as is all too often 
said, one can t believe all one has read.

Without a word she brought his wine along 
with another look benign and walked away nonchalantly 
leaving him to sit and stare about the room from his chair 
and wonder as he often did about what s obvious 
and what s hid...

So even in this fantasy, a land where imagination s 
free there is a point of parallel, a redundant game of show 
and tell like it is in reality all too common for note daily 
passing by like day and night to restate an obscure sight 
like as one and like as many,
Cactus Jack and Civil Annie

by Lana Dement

Everyone has rights 
Freedom is dear 
More taken?
Than Gave?

Balance sways 
A  friend speaks in 
wonder and amaze.

Take from me,
HI gouge those eyes
even though, they want so much.

Challenge each other 
We can’t cheat ourselves

Pride is there so dear.
We smile in freedom, 
we want and want,
Could it be?
A Criminal in One o f Us?
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A t  7:05 a.m. Eastern 
Standard Time, I used to 
plug in my hot-hair 
curlers and dress for 
work. Reaching into a 
basketful of cosmetics, 
I'd color my face with 
powders and blushes acco
rding to the guidelines 
set forth by Mademoisel
le, Glamour and Cosmopo
litan magazines. In 
front of my Clairol mir
ror, I tweezed eyebrows, 
curled hair, applied per
fume, lip gloss and elbow 
creme. Yes, elbow creme. 
I couldn't afford to be 
caught in a conference 
with scraggly elbows.

At 7:50 I was ready 
for work. The whole 
process took 45 minutes. 
Women who were not subse
rvient to elaborate ri
tuals in the morning were 
only fooling themselves. 
Some of my friends spent 
two and a half hours on 
their regimen. This was 
all a part of being a 
woman, or so I thought. 
There were problems with 
my system.

By noon, my lipgloss 
had dripped onto my chin 
and tasted of soap, 
making me sick to my 
stomach. My eyeshadow 
flaked into my eyes and 
made a film on my con
tacts, blurring my vi
sion. Crying left black 
streaks under my eyes 
like those on a racoon. 
And a hat was out of the 
question, or I'd ruin my 
curls.

Secretly, I envied 
my three brothers who 
dashed in and out of the 
shower taking only minutes 
to dress. The most adva
nced beauty product they 
owned was a comb, and 
using it was optional. 
They thought pumice

COTTON CANDY
by Julie Shultz

stones were for sharpe- “ 
ning knives and dusting 
powder for freshening 
shoes.

When they
travelled— arms, feet, 
and faces stuck out of 
the car, and helmets, 
hats and sunglasses sat 
precariously on their 
heads. They loved being 
outdoors and often in
vited me to sail or swim 
with them. I couldn't— I 
had spent all morning 
trying to look nice. I 
was sick of looking nice.

A move to Hawaii 
changed all this for me. 
From the moment I stepped 
off the plane, my life 
was going to be 
different. Wind and
humidity tangled my hair 
and smeared my makeup. 
The car windows had to be 
rolled down, and I was 
not about to ask my new 
husband to roll them up. 
At the beach, strong 
winds blew sand on my 
lipgloss and left me with 
a gritty smile. With 
movies, luaus, sunsets 
and beaches, there was no 
time for hot curlers and 
makeup mirrors.

My brothers' methods 
would solve my problem.
I marched to the beauty 
salon and ordered a short 
haircut. The hairdres
ser's definition of short 
did not match mine and I 
walked out of the parlor

with only an inch of 
hair. The top of my head 
looked and felt like the 
cotton candy we used to 
eat as kids. I was sick. 
I did not like my cotton 
candy hairdo.

I now shared the 
freedom of my brothers, 
but now I also looked 
like them. I spent the 
next year in perms, bobby 
pins, coiffures and 
tears. I wanted to hide 
in the bathroom all day, 
but Hawaii was too beau
tiful to remain indoors 
til my hair grew. Little 
by little, I ventured 
outdoors and tried to 
forget about my cotton 
candy hairdo.

It wasn't until I 
saw the movie "Platoon" 
by Oliver Stone that I 
realized what was happe
ning to me. Chris 
Taylor, his main charac
ter, was set down in the 
middle of the Vietnam 
War. Covered with mud, 
grass and red fire ants, 
his disposition weakened 
daily. He said "Somehow, 
down here in the dirt, I 
am stripped of 
everything. Maybe now I 
can build from this and 
have something real."

(to be continued)
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Cotton Candy (continued)
That was what I 

needed to hear. I too 
was down in the dirt and 
had to rebuild again. 
Only, this time it was 
going to be real. No 
fourty-five minute beauty 
regimen that didn't last. 
No saying no to sailing 
or canoeing because of my 
makeup. I wanted the 
windows open in the car.
I wanted to shower three 
times a day and run out 
the door, or comb my hair 
and scratch my head. I 
no longer wanted to check 
my makeup every ten 
minutes or catch my 
reflection in mirrors, 
glasses and silverware 
spoons.

In a few weeks I am 
leaving Hawaii. I am no 
longer mad but grateful. 
My friends at home will 
think "poor thing" and 
wonder if I wasn't able 
to get copies of Glamour 
magazine in Hawaii. My 
hair will probably be a 
mess and I'll have on the 
wrong color of bush, if 
any. But I'll have a 
smile on my face that 
cannot be painted on with 
lip gloss. Hawaii has 
changed me. And I'll 
know not to call Carla 
between 6:15 and 8:45, or 
Becky from 5:10 till 
7:55. They'll be in 
front of their Clairol 
mirrors and I'll be 
outside, sailing.

CONDOMINIUMS
HOME O R FO R TR ESS ?

^LBLBhile researching a comparison 
^B^B between house and condominum 
dwellers, I chanced on a surprising 
sidelight. I call it the 'fortress 
syndrome'. People living in
condominiums seem obsessed with 
security.

My sample was small, but every 
one of the condoites I interviewed 
cited privacy and security as prime 
advantages of condominium living. 
They rapturously described the 
difficulties of obtaining access 
into their building, almost as if 
they are esoteric Essenes secluded
in a monastery away from a
predatory world. Their cars are 
housed safely in assigned spaces 
behind the locked doors of a
patrolled garage. There, thank 
goodness, their BMWs and Mercedes 
are safe from vandals and graffiti- 
minded pigeons.

I expected to find condo
residents banded closely together 
in an 'us against those other guys' 
attitude— Not so. Condoites hardly 
know each other— in fact, they seem 
to studiously avoid each other. 
Apart from forced encounters in 
halls and elevators, they rarely 
mingle. Once they gain entry to 
their fortress, they scurry off to 
their individual cells and snap 
additional locks against their 
neighbors.

One person who lived on the 
fourteenth floor of a twenty-five 
story condo proudly informed me 
that he had installed the latest 
tamper-proof dead bolt locks on all 
his exterior doors, including the 
door to his tiny balcony. He 
feared that someone could rappel 
down from an upper floor.



condos
(continued) VT he fortress fetish feeds on 
itself. Isolation becomes desired 
for its own sake and not to 
safeguard possessions. Only one 
person I spoke to had valuables in 
his apartment, and he kept them 
securely locked in a heavy vault. 
All others kept their jewelry, 
collectors' items or important 
papers in safety deposit boxes.,

It is paradoxical that, once 
removed from their pseudo fortress, 
many of the condoites are out
going, sociable movers and shakers.

They run Honolulu's businesses, 
frequent the best restaurants. 
They are our Yuppies.

I thought the fearful and 
distrustful attitudes shown here 
existed only in the graffiti- 
fouled, garbage-strewn tenements of 
New York and New Jersey. It is 
shocking and saddening to find such 
isolationism in Hawaii's well-to-do 
condoites.

To me, constant living under 
those imagined threats cheapens the 
quality and gusto of life. Perhaps 
our world is becoming so crowded 
and its pace so frenetic that every 
bit of privacy is precious and 
guarded zealously, but I refuse to 
become a victim of the 'fortress 
syndrome'.

by Frank Cummings

Rhythm is the key for Mozart 
deciding emphasis is his punctuation 
at the end o f a line and life.
The closest side o f  life 
is only the near side 
of what is meant to be.
We foster possibility, 
and thrive on what’s to be.
Miracles are rhymes.
Speak clear and true to heart
forever carrying out a part,
fruit filled words and structure abounds
like not poet
to be found.
But all in all,
HI tell you all
who live on land or sea.
Swinging in and out covers 
the Monsieur o f Day.
The farce o f the farthest thing
from being there
is to be on the side that’s near.

Lana Dement
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MUTT and POE
_______ ______________ __________  By Hank Chopin

J\ s  I patiently hold the door for the cat, I think to myself, 
"Having cats is like having ungrateful children." But then I 
solace myself by rembering the Chapins used to be dog people and 
having a dog is like having a feckless brother-in-law who comes 
to dinner and stays, and stays and lives with you for a very long 
time on his own terms.

Of the four dogs we had, Chaser was the one who had the most 
complicated social life. After all our years with her, it was a 
great shcok to discover she was leading a double life.

Chaser came into our lives in Georgetown, Kentucky. A brown 
and white mutt with cow-brown eyes, she had gotten her name 
because she loved to chase cars.

She also loved to dig flowers, and her owners got 
exasperated with her about this habit to the point that Chaser 
was going to be sent to the Scott County dog pound, tantamount to 
sentencing her to death.

Julia, my daughter, has always been a great animal lover and 
her puppy had recently died from distemper. To be more precise, I 
was the one who killed the pup because of its suffering. I doubt 
if she knew it then (or even now). As a matter of fact, I've led 
off a great many cats and dogs to the Happy Hunting Ground. 
Maybe some fathers will know what I'm talking about.

At any rate, Jack, her eith-year-old schoolmate, told her 
about his family's dog which was in disgrace and about ready to 
get the axe. Julia came home from school that day and told me 
how she thought she might be able to get this dog. I told her 
I'd see what I could do and that evening I concluded the deal for 
Chaser. They were glad to get rid of her. The mutt would become 
Chaser Chapin, and when I hear the alliterative euphony of that 
name, I believe she was fated to be ours.

Julia did not know what had happened, for she was in tears 
when she came home from school the next day.

"What's the trouble," I asked.
"Jack said some man already got Chaser last night," she said 

while she cried. "We can't have her."
"Julia," I said, "I was that man, Chaser is yours." Never 

again have I been so successful at reversing a bad situation so 
dramatically. My words had made her instantaneously happy.



Chaser lived with us as Julia's faithful companion for 
years. We had been living in Yellow Springs, Ohio, and Chaser 
had become a plump matron with a tail that constantly rotated 
while she woddled. Se had developed a characteristic ability to 
melt into the bushed and incomspicous, so she had the run of the 
town and never ran afoul of the law.

One day, I saw Chaser following Old Bill, a white-haired, 
red-faced man, as he weaved down the street. Years later, Old 
Bill would die while drunk on the railroad tracks in the dead of 
Winter.

I never thought anything about that moment until Chaser was
missing for about four days. The Police eventually found her in 
Old Bill's apartment. She had been in there with him the whole 
time, and he must have needed her very much. His roommate had 
suddenly died while they were drinking together. The man was 
found sitting in an armchair. A half-finished can of Wiedemann's 
beer was in his stiff hand. Old Bill, unable to face the loss of 
his friend, had simply not reported the death to the police. He 
and Chaser had steadfastly stayed with their friend for days.

Occasionally, I think of Chaser, a plain mutt in an Edgar 
Allan Poe situation and, somehow, I think that will be true of 
most of us at some time. She was faithful to all her friends as 
man's best friend should be.

by Hank Chapin
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Caretakers
Jhe graveyard sat on 

a hill behind our house 
and rose steeply from our 
backyard. Trees at the 
base of the hill hid our 
entrance to the cemetery.
A hillside of tombstones 
and flowers, statues and 
flags, along with mounds 
of dirt and marble 
benches lay beyond the 
trees. Few places in our 
neighborhood held such 
interesting things for my 
brothers and me to 
explorer.

At the top of the 
cemetery we could see for 
miles. Different 
vantage points revealed 
city, town and country. 
We made a game out of 
sighting car lots, 
churches, corn rows and 
dumpsters from our high 
perch. My brother Ben's 
keen sight could not be 
matched by the rest of us 
kids.

The cemetery was the 
place to go in all 
seasons. Winter snow, 
falling on the hillsides 
smoothed our way for 
great sledding. We'd 
start at the top of the 
cemetary and weave our 
way down to the bottom, 
dodging tombstones and 
statues. My brothers and 
I could sled ten minutes 
non-stop and lose each 
other by the time we 
reached the bottom.

Hiking back up the 
hill we read the epitaphs 
on the graves to aid our 
trip. Some tombsones 
dated back to the 1700's 
with worn away lettering. 
Gnarly roots rearranged 
some of the markers til 
they tilted to the side 
or lay along the ground. 
We would park our sleds 
by a grave and tell 
stories of our host long 
enough to gear up for the 
rest of our climb.

A mausoleum sat at 
the top of the cemetery 
and loomed over us during 
our climb. Its granite 
walls resembled a Viking 
castle with deep ledges 
protecting stained glass 
windows. Above the
entrance was inscribed,

"Oh grave where is 
thy victory? Death,
where is thy sting?"

Two or three trips 
were all we could sled 
before day's end. Black 
ravens in the trees 
warned us that dusk was 
near and soon it would 
grow cold. We'd carry 
our sled through the 
forest and make our way 
home.

Spring offered
wondrous flowers. From 
those that blossomed 
through the ground and 
those placed on the 
graves. The air was 
scented like a floral 
spice rack and green 
grass poking through the 
ground kept groundkeepers 
busy. The sound of lawn 
mowers heard from our 
kitchen window marked for 
us the beginning of 
Spring.



We'd venture to the 
cemetery and straighten 
flowers, pick up litter 
and brush dirt away from 
gravemarkers. We'd arm 
ourselves with cartons of 
kites, pockets and 
kickballs. Tombstones 
marked bases and hide-n- 
seek was not for the 
novice.

Birds returning from 
the South were as excited 
to be in the graveyard as 
we were. A flock would 
rest in the branches and 
watch over the town like 
people waiting for a 
movie to start in a 
theater. I was most 
grateful for the cemetery 
come Spring. As Winter 
and graveyards tend to 
proclaim an end, Spring 
declared— "Not so. Not 
so."

Summer held lazy 
afternoons reading books 
and having picnics. 
School was furthest from 
my thoughts and I was in 
no mood to be productive. 
A small brook ran through 
part of the cemetery and 
on hot, muggy days, I'd 
walk through the cool 
waters barefoot. Tiny 
tadpoles darted around my 
feet as rich clay swirled 
from the bottom. 
Thicketed brush 
surrounded the high banks 
and I pretended I was in 
the jungles of Saranget 
and being hunted by the 
natives and glistening 
rock-bed quartz beneath 
the water was gold that I 
had discovered.

By Summer's end, I 
had read several books in 
the cemetery and gathered 
alot of quartz for my 
rock collection. I'd 
return my pail of 
restless tadpoles to the 
brook and wait for school 
to begin.

Fall held the 
greatest strength for me 
in the cemetery. Rich 
peaches and violets 
blushed the sky as Summer 
gave up her reign. 
Sunsets reflected off 
marble tombs and leaves 
gathered like blankets 
for the graves. I no 
longer scurried through 
the graveyard, but 
lingered at every corner 
and bench. I was done 
playing for the Summer 
and my thoughts turned to 
where I was and what was 
coming up, of those 
around me and those that 
were gone, of hurt, of
laughter, of life and 
death.

My pleasant exposure 
to such a beautiful, 
protected place enhanced 
my peace about death. 
Surely, cemeteries were 
not as awful as they were 
made out to be, and maybe 
death wasn't either.

My brothers and I 
remember the cemetery 
well. We are all over 
the world now and can't 
easily visit the
cemetary. We laugh that 
we were once four 
caretakers for a
graveyard, but I know 
better, the graveyard was 
a caretaker for us.

by Julie Shultz
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Mel’s View
An interview by Lana Dement

M e l  Worthington, ASWOC 
President, praises those who 
help her, while she helps us.

Our typical question-and- 
answer interview turned into a 
discussion on the issues: 
social, political, and 
educational. I would like to 
share Mel's views on life as a 
WOC student, majoring in 
history, and how she feels 
being the ambassador for our 
student body.

Mel is Hawaiian and 
graduated from Kamehameha High 
School in 1960. She is a wife 
and mother of six children, 
full time employee of the 
federal government and full
time student/ president of 
ASWOC. Mel says that she has 
been a "lowly" clerk-typist for 
the last three years at Pearl 
Harbor's Naval Sea Systems 
Command Detachment, but then 
she tells me that she works 
with computers and serves as a 
courier; there's more prestige 
there than meets the eye. She 
has also been a travel agent 
and an elementary school 
secretary.

Many people supported Mel in 
completing her education. Her 
parents, though not themselves 
high school graduates, 
encouraged their nine children 
to further their education.
One sister has her masters and 
another sister will complete 
her masters in spring 1989.
Mel says she and her two 
sisters did not attend college 
until their children were 
grown.

She plans to attend the U.H. 
Law School and believes that 
the major force in her 
education has been her husband, 
Bill. Mel refers to Bill, an

attorney himself, as being her 
mentor and her best friend 
throughout her studies. "He 
doesn't wear a halo, but comes 
very close. He would be 
perfect, but sometimes, even 
his patience has its limits. 
Especially when he is planning 
on a movie, and I tell him that 
a paper is over-due or that I 
have to study for exams."

Mel relates that students 
half her age are struggling 
harder. She applauds those 
younger students, who have 
little children at home, and 
still manage to stay in school. 
Everyone she has met at West 
Oahu College shares the same 
positive feelings about getting 
a quality education. Mel chose 
WOC after first attending the 
Nanakuli/Waianae Educational 
Center, an outreach program 
from Leeward Community College. 
She graduated PHI THETA KAPPA 
after five consecutive 
semesters on the Dean's List.

Mel's first impulse was to 
seek a degree in English 
because she enjoyed writing, 
but her studies broadened her 
horizons and stirred an 
academic curiosity in history. 
She has found the convenience 
of the location of the college, 
small classroom environment, 
and the personal attention from 
the professors a real plus in 
completing her education.

When Mel explained to Ned 
Shultz that she would be 
missing her Chinese history 
class because she would be 
attending a Ho'opili Conference 
in order to meet with U.H.-Hilo 
and Manoa senators, Ned good- 
naturedly said, "I can see 
where student government comes 
first".



Mel says th&t ASWOC began in 
1986, thanks to an effective 
and efficient Ad-Hoc Committee. 
These students were responsible 
for laying the foundation for 
student government. The direct 
result is the 1988-89 
Associated Student of West Oahu 
College (ASWOC). Mel comments 
that for the first time, there 
will be a Fall
Recognition/Completion ceremony 
for graduates. She credits 
Dean Mayer for always being 
available to listen to the 
requests of the graduation 
committee. Other ASWOC 
accomplishments include: 
recruitment of students at LCC 
to attend WOC; a Student's 
Speaker's Bureau to lobby at 
the legislature; an Open Forum 
to enable students to discuss 
issues with Chancellor 
Kormondy; funding for the WOC 
magazine; ASWOC's "tent city" 
during student registration; 
conducting of student surveys; 
free food events; and the 
participation of students on 
Chancellor Kormondy's Budget 
Committee and the Accreditation 
Committee.

Many ASWOC senators and 
officers, most notably, Mel 
Worthington, have gone the 
extra mile in serving WOC 
students. Mel modestly 
declines to accept credit for 
ASWOC's achievements and 
insists that most praise is due 
her fellow officers. We know, 
though, that Mel's energy, 
experience and enthusiasm is 
guiding ASWOC through its 
successful ventures.

As ASWOC President, Mel was 
selected by Chancellor Kormandy 
to serve as student

representative on the U.H. 
Foundation for one semester.
She also attended U.H. Regent's 
meetings, and met with the 
chairs of the House and Senate 
Educational Committees of the 
Hawaii State Legislature. She 
says that her testimony before 
the House and Senate Education 
Committee during budget 
hearings, aptly describes the 
situation of WOC. "Our 
students at West Oahu College 
are like poor relations who 
have been invited to dinner, 
but we are not allowed to eat 
at the table".

She plans on completing her 
graduation requirements by 
taking six semester hours next 
semester, three credits will be 
doing an internship with 
Senator Mike Crozier (WOC ’88) 
during the spring '89 
legislative session. Mel says, 
"This internship is just what I 
need to learn about the Hawaii 
political system." She has a 
strong interest in Hawaiian 
issues, and perhaps will be 
able to track a bill through 
the house and senate, absorbing 
and putting to use vital 
information in the future. One 
of her requests to Mike Crozier 
is that her schedule at the 
legislature be flexible enough 
so that she is on campus to 
conduct student government 
business, and to be available 
for student functions.

Following in the footsteps 
of her husband, children, and 
sisters, she too will receive a 
college degree. This 
achievement is seen as only a 
first step towards reaching for 
a more satisfying and 
fulfilling life, and Mel has 
many people to thank for this 
accomplishment. 15



West Oahu Bound

The traffic's light and drivers smile, 
Until Waipahu all is well.

Kunia on-ramp brings more cars. 
Construction blocks the traffic lane, 

There's always some crawling along,
And tempers start to come apart,
My engine heats up and so do I.

The worst is found at off-ramp four.
Two traffic lanes I have to cross,

Then crowd left through close-packed cars, 
Who's drivers grudge my crowding in.

An interloper in their flow.
I dart, across the overpass.

Now search a crowded parking lot,
And if I'm lucky find a spot,
To park my car and hurry off
To class before I am to late.

The lessons studied hard last night, 
Pushed out of my mind in the traffic struggle. 

From Makakilo to West Oahu College.

by Frank Cummings

W h e n  I leave home to go to class



Bob Hope --
Antichrist or Just Not FUm y?

Very few things make 
me angry, and just as few 
people do too. However,
I can get annoyed by just 
the thought of one 
particular person— Bob 
Hope. He has to be 
nearing a century on this 
earth, and in my opinion, 
He hasn't been funny 
since 1932. No matter 
how many standing 
ovations he gets on The 
Tonight Show, or how many 
TV specials NBC forces 
upon its audience, to me 
he will continue to be 
the least funny comedian 
on this, or any other, 
planet.

I must admit, I once 
laughed at a Bob Hope 
joke. I remember the 
moment like it was 
yesterday. I was 
watching a "Road" Movie 
with my father. Bing 
Crosby gave Bob Hope a 
wonderful straight line, 
and without appearing as 
if the cuecard boy stood 
two feet in front of him, 
he snapped off a funny 
line that snatched a 
chuckle from me. That 
was 1980. Before and 
after that time, the 
sight or sound of him 
provoked me to jeer and 
hurl objects at the 
television screen.

It seems people with 
no talent stick together. 
That theory holds true in 
the case of Bob Hope and 
Brooke Shields. Why is 
it that the only 
producions Brooke has 
been involved with over 
the past few years are 
Bob Hope specials? 
Because Bob is the only 
person on the face of 
this earth who has less 
talent than Brooke 
Shields.

"What's going on 
here", is a statement I 
often make when viewing a 
portion of a Bob Hope 
special. Does Brooke 
have compromising photos 
of Hope? Doubtful. Will 
Brooke sue for palimony 
leaving Hope only a 
multi— multi millionaire? 
Fat chance. Are NBC 
programming executives so 
shallow that they shell 
out big money to the 
clowns so gullable fools 
will vegetate in front of 
their TV screens watching 
some old skits, hearing 
the same old gags and 
buying the sponsors same 
old products? BINGO!

My third Bob Hope 
grievance is a personal 
one, probable more out of 
envy than disgust. I 
can't golf. Maybe with 
more practice I could, 
but the times I have, I
bought golf balls that 
only slice to the right. 
It couldn't be me. Bob 
Hope has his own golf 
tournament, which in the 
eyes of NBC is reason for 
another special fall of 
bad golf jokes. He's 
golfed with every 
president since Millard 
Fillmore. At least it's 
easier for him to shoot 
his age than his i.q.. 
So, I consider this, if I 
can't golf, what good 
could it be? I will 
admit, Bob Hope has done 
some good things.
Entertaining troops is a 
worthy cause along with 
other fundraising
ventures for charities. 
But, a comedian who is 
not funny is my pet 
peeve, and it erupts and 
runs rampant when
provoked. So whenever he 
appears on TV, I'd rather 
mock him and bomb the TV 
screen with flying 
objects, than change the 
channel. That way, at 
least I get a laugh.



Lord it's hard to be 
humble when you're perfect in 
every way." My brother Tony 
bellowed in his off key tenor 
as he posed in front of the 
mirror. He was wearing tight 
blue jeans and a fluorescent 
yellow t-shirt that read "Nuke 
'em till they glow!"

The phone rang. 
Reluctantly leaving the mir
ror, Tony strutted over to 
answer it.

"Yea, big-one here, what 
ya want?" he asked with a 
cocky grin, sticking out his 
chest as if the person on the 
line could see him.

I couldn't help but over 
hear his phone conversation, 
as I sat at the dining room 
table trying to study. It was 
obvious that he was speaking 
to a girl. I could tell 
because he sounded so rude.

"What do you want now? 
Why are you calling me again? 
I talked to you an hour ago. 
We agreed that you call me 
once a day."

I felt sorry for the 
poor, senseless female on the 
line. What do these girls see 
in Tony? He's just a tall, 
slender twenty-one year old, 
with a straggly mustache that 
makes him look as if he has 
chocolate milk on his upper 
lip. He has ordinary brown 
eyes, and lifeless brown hair 
worn short for the National 
Guard.

I know girls aren't after 
Tony for his money, he's 
always broke, in fact most 
girls he goes out with pick up 
the bill. That's why he goes 
out with them.

Tony drives a white 
Toyota pickup with sheepskin

seat covers, playboy stickers 
and a license plate that reads 
"Boner". Boner is the nick
name given to him by one of 
his girlfriends.

Tony is proud of his 
derriere, and is famous for 
his mooning capers. Once he 
mooned a stage full of per
formers from the alcove, 
during a performance. Se ver- 
al of the actresses broke 
character, and were harshly 
reprimanded by the director.

Girls love Tony, despite 
his extreme arrogance, rude
ness, and conceit. I know of 
one girl who is flunking out 
of school because she can't 
concentrate on anything but 
him.



I remember when Tony was 
a snot-nosed little boy that 
wouldn't potty train. He's 
the youngest of five children, 
mommy's spoiled baby and the 
brunt of the older kid's 
practical jokes.

When Tony was three years 
old, we put him in a little 
red wagon that was being led 
by a Great Dane. It was our 
version of a horse and 
carriage. When we threw a 
steak bone, the dog dashed 
after it. Tony was having a 
thrilling ride until the dog 
went over a curb. The wagon 
didn't. Our parents rushed 
him to the hospital. Tony was 
alright, but we got spanked 
anyway.

When Tony was five years 
old, we tricked him into 
sitting on a red ant hill. We 
told him that he was king, and 
gave him a crown made out of 
tumble weeds. The hill was 
his throne and we were his 
subjects. Tony sat on the 
hill for at least a minute 
before he screamed. Red ants 
covered his body. He fell off 
the hill jerking as he rolled 
on the ground. We laughed
hysterically. He got up and 
ran home screaming at the top 
of his lungs. Our parents 
rushed him to the hospital, 
but he was alright. We were 
spanked and grounded.

Tony grew up, despite us, 
I can't help but wonder if we 
are somehow responsible for 
the outcome.

By Sherri Ann McCall
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I went out with high 
hopes of finding somet
hing akin to my mother's 
car. Mom owns a 1987 
Nissan Sentra, a silver 
colored, sporty little 
machine which cost her in 
the neighborhood of twel
ve thousand dollars. Low 
to the ground and plea
sing to the eye, the 
plush, spotless interior 
and the melodious sounds 
of a superior stereo sys
tem make driving a comfo
rtable way to travel.
This is the car had in 
mind when I ventured 
forth to find my own 
"dream machine". Fat 
chance!

The car I ended up 
with is a vomit-green 
1975 "Delta 88" Oldsmo- 
bile which was a "terri
fic deal" at three hun
dred dollars. That is to

And the doors that won't 
close completely; come to 
think of it the interior 
is a little sun-bleached 
and torn up, the radio is 
brbken and the seat belts 
don't work. Of course if 
you were to fix all that, 
the car would be a terri
fic deal. Unless you 
take exception to rear 
lights that don't light. 
Oh well, the real test of 
a fine automobile is in a 
car's performance.

Well, the Nissan 
glides along the highway, 
taking the curves like a 
finely-tuned Porsche, 
while the engine purrs 
like a just-fed kitten. 
The 5-speed manual tran
smission helps the car's 
gas mileage, which 
averages nearly 30 miles 
per gallon and the brakes 
are flawless. I would 
swear this car could stop 
on a dime, make a U-turn 
in a single parking 
space, and be back in 
fifth gear driving away 
without ever waking a 
sleeping toddler strapped 
across the hood.

The feeling I get as 
I drive my green bomb' is 
more of a nostalgic 
feeling than anything 
else. As I have always 
loved the sea and 
seafaring tales, driving 
my "land yacht" brings 
out the hidden sailor 
within me. Before
leaving the dock, I must 
check the hull for flat 
tires, and then check the

say if you like rust and 
bald tires with slow air 
leaks, and you don't mind 
opening the trunk with a 
screwdriver, this car 
would be ideal. Except 
for the radiator leak.

BEAUTY &

hold (the radiator) to 
insure the presence of 
necesary supplies (wa
ter) .

This having been 
completed, we now push 
off, the car creaking and 
groaning like an ancient 
tugboat. At every curve,
I start to turn early and 
carefully, with the Olds 
responding much like one 
of the whaling ships of 
old. The movement is at 
first hardly perceptible; 
she then begins to come 
about slowly, but with a 
surety born of age. I 
must quickly correct the 
wheel to stay on course, 
keeping ever vigilant as 
she tends to drift with 
the tide (mostly to the 
right, due to bad alig
nment) .

Attempting to stop 
the car can also be quite 
the harrowing experience. 
Ater my brain gives my 
foot the command to "drop 
anchor" the time spent 
pumping the brakes in 
order to bring this hur
tling mass of metal to a 
halt could be used to 
read a Captain Marvel 
comic book cover to co
ver.

While both cars do 
run, and both have the 
ability to turn and stop, 
there the comparison 
ends. My mother's car is 
more graceful, but the 
Delta88 has what I like 
to call character. You 
can find a silver Nissan 
Sentra on any busy 
street, or in any parking 
lot, and it will be iden
tical to my mother's Sen
tra. I challenge anyone 
to find another vomit- 
green 1975 Delta 88 
Oldsmobile just like mine.

Anonymous
THE BEAST



o n Friday, November 4, KHON-TV News
cast featured an unusual analysis o f this elec
tion’s office seekers. The analyzer was a self- 
proclaimed ’Image-Maker.’ (He is very forget
table, and Fve forgotten his name.) He based his 
judgments on candidates’ cosmetic appearance, 
never once considering their stands on issues or 
their past records. As the hopefuls’ images were 
flashed on the screen, he pronounced his pro
found postulations. Bush should use more cheek 
rouge to counteract his sallow and pasty look; 
should smile more and look into the camera. 
Dukakis looks very presidential and manly; he 
has such a strong jaw and nose. Mr Image- 
Maker predicted, very cutely, that Dukakis 
would win by a nose. As for Mrs Bomhorst,
Mr Image-Maker, amid much limp-wristed 
hand-waving, decided that she is just too 
frumpy. ’’Her clothes-they like look she bought 
them at Montgomery Ward, for heaven’s sake.” 
Fasi, on the other hand, ”is so smooth and mas
culine”; obviously a leader.

At first glance, Mr Image-Maker’s trivial 
treatment o f our aspirant leaders is outrageous 
and offensive. On further examination though, 
the candidates don’t treat themselves much 
better- especially the presidential candidates. 
Neither Bush nor Dukakis is taking strong stands 
on important issues. They both seem content to 
rely on childish finger-pointing.

’Tm more patriotic than you are.”
”No you’re not.”
”Yes I am.”
’’Your’re softer on crime than I am.”
”No I’m not.”
”Yes you are.”
’’You’re a liberal.”
”No I’m not”
”Yes you are.”
’’Well, maybe I am, a little.” And so on ad 

infinitum while voters gag.
The voters are not told how either candiate 

expects to govern. While they are engaged in

their bickering, the hard questions, such as 
horrendous fiscal debt, farm and marine subsi
dies, tariffs, and foreigh policy, go begging.
Both candidates skittishly shy away from any 
discussion o f tax increase. The American 
public is simply not being exposed to the presi
dential caliber debate and discussion which it is 
entitled to expect.

This election’s voters will not be influenced 
by candidate’s positions on issues or on their past 
records, Nor will the frantic hustings beating, 
and phoney personality changes to suit regional 
ambience, have much effect. Even the Bush- 
Dukakis debates don’t mean much.

The after-debate squabble among the arro
gant media oracles as to who won the debate was 
more interesting than the event itself.

Voters are most exposed to the incessant 
spot comercials and advertisements appearing on 
television screens and in newspapers. These 
blurbs do little to inform the voter, other than to 
whine about how bad the other guy is, but they 
do keep the candidates names in the eyes and 
ears o f the voters. The presidential campaign 
might as well be conducted from thirty-second 
slots sandwiched between winners on the Wheel- 
of-Fortune and in the Positions Wanted classi
fied section o f newspapers—possibly next to 
Used Cars-or Miscellaneous.

Since the candidates themselves are reluc
tant to define their positions, it rests with every 
hack newspaper columnist, political communta- 
tor, and Ted Knight-ish TV newscaster to advise 
the voters as to who should rule in the White 
House for the next four years. As much as Mr 
Image-Maker’s analysis shocks and saddens, it 
appears as good as anything else available.

Well, we have Bush.Candidate from theClassifieds
by Frank Cummings



The Manhunt
by Tom Jessen

I vividly remember Elbert's 
body sitting on the sofa with a 
hole where his right eye used to 
be. He had a larger hole in the 
back of his head where the bullet 
exited, and the wall behind him was 
splattered with blood. I located 
Lucy's body in the bedroom on the 
bed. She had been shot in the 
chest and stomach. Both were shot 
to death two days after their 50th 
wedding anniversary.

Nine months after the old 
couple had been murdered, I was 
still intent on bringing in the man 
responsible. A ten-thousand dollar 
reward offered by the governor 
began to bring in tips. I began 
receiving telephone calls with 
information about the killer, 
Thurman Devine. I received false 
information about Devine's wherea
bouts before, and I was skeptical. 
But something was different about 
the phone call I received on

October 14, 1982.
"What was different?" I asked 

myself, I didn't know the answer, 
maybe it was the source, the way he 
spoke, or the time element. 
Something added authenticity to the 
information. My partner Dennis and 
I ran to my car and drove toward a 
rural area of the county, looking 
for a hitchhiker fitting Devine's 
description.

Dennis and I had conducted the 
investigation. We attended the 
autopsies, collected the evidence, 
interviewed the witnesses, and 
followed leads taking us to Texas, 
Florida and California. Nine 
months of hard work and now Devine 
was reported back in east 
Tennessee. I hoped this tip would 
be the one needed to bring Devine 
to justice.

Just past Antioch Church, on 
Highway 321 was an area overgrown 
with brush and trees. Near the 
treeline stood the long-sought man, 
Thurman Devine, with suitcase in 
hand. I pulled my car over to the 
side of the roadway and Dennis 
opened the back door as if to offer 
Devine a ride. Devine jogged 
toward my car, and wound up in 
prison. The manhunt was finally 
over.

I went to see the Hokule'a Today
Canoe of the great aduenture...

of the wonderous uoyages to Tahiti.
She is tied to the end of pier 7, 

snubbed up tight, fore and aft... 
like a young, half-wild horse... 
tied between two posts.

Confused and anxious, 
she tugs at the ropes... 
straining toward the sunset.

I watched in sorrow.
Her mission accomplished, 

her journeys ouer,
Hokule'a bobs in her prison... 
facing the horizon... 
ready and willing... 
forbidden to go.

I was reminded of all those 
who once were free, 
but are now shackled.

I sat by the sea and wept.

HOKULE’A
by Judith Grogg



Letter to our Son
Dear Charles,

If only you knew the pain we now feel 
In your absence from us.

This mortal life is only temporary,
Nothing is final.

They say life continues on the other side.
It is but for this hope that our lives now continue, 7
Even though we are filled with much pain and sorrow.

Charles, you never really got to know us 
But you loved us.

Your accomplishments in life were few 
But your greatest accomplishment 
Lies in the fact that you love us.

We sit and blink and fight back the tears,
We recall those few brief months with love and laughter

With smiles and tears.
We miss you, we love you 
And we ponder the future.

Will you come for us,
To take us across to the other side?

Until then, life goes on ever so sadly,
Awaiting the happy reunion of seeing you again.

A  Child’s Gift to his Parents
Your gift to us was your love,
I could be found in your smile.

You knew us from day one,
And you loved us.

Some say you even chose us as your parents, 
I sit and wonder at this.
You loved us as we are 

Full of life's imperfictions.
Maybe you were called home early, 

Because you are such a special spirit.
A spirit too pure 

To remain in an imperfect world

by Betty Garnett



For seuen years I worked in a cigarette factory in Richmond, Uirginia. 
The last fine of those years I operated a machine on the first floor newt to the 
eleuator. I arriued at eleuen each night to endure the boredom and conquer 
the monotony with my co-workers. Rs I ambled across the floor to my 
machine I passed the eleuator, and each night Pops greeted me with a cheery 
grin.

I neuer knew the real name of the eleuator man, although his badge 
displayed it on his shirt. I only knew him as Pops. He was a skinny little black 
man whose khaki uniform engulfed his scrawny frame. The wrinkles of time 
were etched carefully upon his face and siluer strands glistened from his 
short dark hair. He spoke a quick broken English that I had difficulty 
understanding. I often asked him to repeat himself and he patiently obliged 
or simply shook his head. But he always smiled. I marueled at his 
contentment.

Pops amused himself by watching our antics at work. He also enjoyed 
being part of the family of workers in our department. He spied for us and 
conniued with us while we indulged in a uariety of jokes and games to pass 
the time. He participated discreetly, yet unable to stifle a silly, mischieuous 
grin while his eyes danced at our friuolity.

I noticed his occasional absence although I often took his presence for 
granted. He frequently caught me nodding-off early in the morning. He woke 
me by throwing candy or cigarettes ouer the machine at me. Then he'd 
playfully feign innocence.

In my fifth year as a machine operator, I decided to quit my job and 
leaue Richmond. I struggled through my last working days with a minture of 
anticipation and uncertainty. My friends bombarded me with well-wishes and 
regrets for my departure. Pops neuer said a word, but he smiled occasionally, 
shaking his head as if he knew something I didn't.

The day before I left, he showed me what he knew. Early that morning, 
he snatched me from the aisle and pulled me onto the eleuator. He silenced 
me as he pulled the heauy door down and released the handle. The noisy old 
eleuator started it's ascent.

"Gaw sumpem shaw yuh", he said.
The eleuator stopped at the top floor, and I gasped as I turned to look 

out the window behind me. The glow of the dawn couered my face as I 
absorbed the uiew. I had neuer seen the city from the south shore 
ouerlooking the riuer. I babbled on about the serenity and beauty of the city 
before me, marueling at the reuelation. Pops stood silently behind me and I 
turned around to find him grinning, but no longer shaking his head. I'll neuer 
forget the city he showed me from the top of his world.



Assassination: of objective reality
by Andrew Hiraoka

T§here were little specks 
o f sweat poking up all over my 
body, especially in my palms. I 
felt the heat coming o ff my 
skin. My brain is releasing 
adrenaline in great amounts 
within my body. Hair lies wet 
against my forehead. I take 
time to notice my breathing.

At my feet is a stack of 
bricks-solid matter separate 
from the mind. I think o f the 
profundity raised by these 
twenty-five-cents-a-piece 
rectangles from City Mill. 
Kneeling down, I touch the top 
of the neat stack, ever so 
lightly. I can touch it. I can 
feel the existence o f something 
separate from the idea o f bricks 
that is within my prior percep
tion. It is solid matter, and it is 
cool and a little rough.

The hand I touched the 
brick with I run over the knuck
les o f my other hand. It too is 
solid matter. I, physically 
embodied, am merely an 
extension of what my mind is. 
The idea o f skin covering bone 
containing the stuff o f life 
called blood, is one with me. It 
exists when I acknowledge it 
exists. If it is not acknowl
edged, it has no ground for 
existence. I call my fingers 
into existence. I spread them 
wide apart. I turn my hand and 
look into my palm. The skin 
shines with sweat. Curling my 
fingers inward, I can see my

fingernails, then my second 
knuckles, then the hair on the 
back o f my fingers. I am look
ing at a tightly wrapped fist.

I crouch and pull back 
my arm, mimicking a carpenter 
who is sawing a piece o f 
lumber. I pull the saw back, 
way back. My hand is no 
hand, my arm is no arm; the air, 
the space I exist in, and the 
bricks are ideas. My reality 
becomes the reality. The bricks 
are grey concrete. They are 
nothing. They are white crack
ers, brittle as a stale load of 
bread.

The weight o f water is 
suspended for only so long 
before it falls. In slow time, I 
watch a bead o f sweat fall from 
my hair. It glances o ff the tip 
o f my nose and then plummets 
to a two-dimensional end on 
the stack o f bricks. My eyes 
focus and then concentrate on 
the sun-shaped, dark spot it 
leaves. My breath is leaving 
rapidly. The saw screams 
down.

Purple is the color of 
pain. I see it and don’t feel it. 
Blue-blackness and red blood 
are its basis. Mental anguish 
and physical injury combine to 
form pure color. Purple is the 
color o f pain. I see it and don’t 
feel it. Blue-blackness and red 
blood are its basis. Mental 
anguish and physical injury 
combine to form pure color. 
Purple fades to red, red fades to 
pink, pink fades to white, and

white plateaus off to neutral 
grey. Grey is the painless state. 
Grey is the color o f the con
crete rubble that lays at my 
feet, where once there stood a 
neat stack o f bricks.

I rise to sweep the 
rabble away. It is heavy, and 
big pieces remain. Holding a 
broom in one hand, I crouch to 
examine one o f the pieces. I 
feel a sharp pain where I hold 
the broom and drop the piece of 
brick unceremoniously. There 
is a splinter embedded in my 
finger, and as I draw it out, 
there is blood. I see the color 
red, and I feel purple, the color 
o f pain. Reality is paradoxical.
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Ballad of a Lusting Youth
started as a want 

in time became a need 
in a forest full o f  flowers 

there grew a winsome weed

started as a seedling 
in time grew far and wide 

with roots entwined and strangling 
I felt it grow inside

a lonely heart it fed on 
a scything mind it slipped 
outside the world was rosy 

inside an iron grip

pollinating others 
in time a meadow grew  

carpeted with winsome weeds 
quite bereft o f  dew

wand’ring a weedy meadow  
took me far away 

from the forest lull o f  flowers 
and into a world o f  gray

undifferentiated passions 
o f thistle and mustard grass 

skunkweed and poppy flower 
in time and time did pass

a scything mind awoke at last 
to cut the riff-raff down 

orchestral chaos o f reds and greens 
precede the silent sound

o f  feet that softly tread 
from sea to violet sea 

and now what’s left to me 
is a legacy 

o f  allergies.



T̂̂h e  Torrence bridge spans the Little Calu
met river, a tributary of the Chicago river at 
124th, and Torrence Avenue in Chicago, Illinois. 
The bridge is an impressive structure over 500 
feet long. Its gray gothic towers jut 200 feet into 
the sky. Its unique two-lane street rises 100 feet 
whenever a ship passes underneath. It is the 
only bridge of its kind in the Midwest.

During the summer, my friends and I 
swam in the river and swung a rope tied to the 
support beams underneath the bridge. We often 
watched the bridge rise as ships passed. With 
boyhood bragadoccio, we claimed we could ride 
the bridge up if the attendant’s booth were 
attached to the tower on the other end of the 
street. Whenever we walked on to the bridge the 
attendant charged down the stairs and chased us 
off as fiercely as a junkyard dog guarding a 
bone.

In August of 1970, Richard devised the 
plan. We were a group of thirteen-year-old 
fearless adventurers, between escapades and 
bored. We leaped at the chance to ride the 
bridge. Under the guise of a backyard campout, 
we met in Richard’s garage at 9 pm. Tony, 
Richard and myself were dressed for stealth, 
with black sneakers, pants, longsleeve tee shirts 
and stocking caps. Our army canteens were 
loaded with Orange Crush. We smeared mud on 
our hands and faces and plunged silently into the

night.
Our swashbuckling leader had the perfect 

plan. We snuck down the railroad tracks wdhich 
ran parallel to separated storage warehouses at 
the southeast end of the bridge from Torrence 
Avenue. We scurried along the river embank
ment to the bottom of the super structure directly 
under the attendant’s booth. There we rested 
before climbing to the street to begin our assault.

I cradled my hands and boosted Richard to 
the diagonal beam running to the street. With 
his legs wrapped around the beam, he reached 
down and helped haul me up. Then he disap- 
pered into the inky night. Blindly, we scaled the 
beam toward the street. My heart stopped 
as I plowed into Richard and Tony almost 
fainted as he crashed into me. Tension spread 
throughout the blackness.

Regaining our composure, we vaulted the 
sidewalk railing single file and pasted our backs 
to the tower support beam. Sweat poured down 
my brow. We were fifteen feet below the atten
dant’s booth. We darted to the other side of the 
street as a passing truck shielded us from the 
bridge attendant.

Safely out of sight behind the northern 
tower, we plopped down on the sidewalk. It had 
taken us two hours to travel a little over one mile 
undetected. Our arrogance showed as we lit the 
cherry tipped Panatella cigars Richard had

brought along. Sitting in the dark, we told 
stories of sexual escapades based more on 
fantasy than fact. We fell asleep as we waited 
for a passing ship.

Clanging bells jolted us awake about 
1:30 am. Our faces were bathed in an amber 
glow, lights were flashing, the gates were dow 
and a large lake as the street began to rise. 
Adrenalin surged through our veins.

The excitement was overwhelming as the 
bridge lumbered up, then shuddered to a stop 
half-way between the twin towers. We had a 
spectacular view, the city lights were ablaze, 
stars shimmered and the river glowed with a 
yellow hue. Silently, the ship churned past ani 
swallowed by the night.

As the bridge descended, we made our 
way back to the southern end of the street. 
When the bridge and the street were three feet 
from joining, we leaped down and shot off 
into the dark in an elusive zig-zag pattern, 
paused, locked arms and marched- 
three victorious gladiators, returning 
home.

by STEVE MATIOVICH
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