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Dear Colleague: 

We hope you enjoy reading the 1993 issue of Makali'i, the Hawaiian 
translation of Pleiades. The name change is meant to reflect both our 
island identity and the star cluster that figures prominently in so many 
cultures. 

The response to the journal this year has been gratifying in the number 
and quality of submissions. Makali'i is intended to represent our many 
voices through a mix of essays, poetry, fiction and art Its success 
depends on your support, as a reader and a potential contributor. 

For the holiday season, consider this a gift from your colleagues across 
the state. The writing and art contained in the journal represent the 
work of the many talented people at the UH community colleges. 
Thanks to all the campuses and Chancellor Joyce Tsunoda's office for 
helping to make production possible. 

On behalf of the editorial board, I encourage you to consider submit
ting some of your own work for the next edition. The deadline for 
submissions is March 1, 1994. Also, please note the new manuscript 
limit is 3,500 instead of 5,000 words. Submission guidelines and 
forms are available through your Makali'i campus representative. 

It has been a pleasure to bring this issue to you. Best wishes for the 
new year. 

Sincerely, 

Elizabeth M. Young 
Chairperson, Editorial Board 
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Preface 

The Editorial Board is pleased to bring you this new edition of what we now 
call Makali'i, the Hawaiian translation for the star cluster Pleiades. The name 
change is a way to signify the journal's identity for our community college system 
- as universal as this family of stars, yet distinctly Hawaiian in its cultural heritage. 

This year's edition represents a concerted effort by the Board to clarify 
Makali'i's purpose. Our goal continues to be to provide a broad-based publication 
that reflects the views of the University ofHawai'i community colleges' faculty and 
staff. To emphasize that, we have encouraged more pieces related to Hawai' i's culture 
and the Pacific Rim; more articles on vocational as well as liberal arts areas; and more 
essays about issues related to teaching and education. 

The journal remains our only systemwide vehicle of creative expression as well 
as a forum for sharing thought-provoking writing and art. The response we received 
this year from the campuses - in the quality and number of submissions - told 
us that it was important for Makali'i to continue. 

The Board is pleased to present several authors and artists who have never 
before been published in the journal. Some of the pieces, such as Lena Low's "A 
Journey to Kota Belud," come from faculty who consider themselves "novice" 
writers. Others have been submitted by award-winning teacher/ authors such as poet 
Juliet S. Kono and fiction writer Lou Zitnik. One contributor, Dennis Chun, takes 
us aboard the Hokule'a for a rare, first-hand account of its latest voyage. 

Makali'i exists because it represents who we are, individually and collectively. 
It is eclectic because that is the nature and strength of the community colleges. We 
and our students bring our own diverse histories to the campuses, but we also belong 
to the here and now ofHawai'i. In addition, we remain committed to the value of 
education in its many forms. The constellation Makali'i serves as a symbol of our 
past and our future - to remind us of our heritage and serve as a beacon for what 
we hope to become. 

Thanks to everyone on all the campuses for their continued support of this 
journal. A special thanks to Sandy Sanpei and Glenn Matsumoto of Honolulu 
Community College for their skilled work on the design and production of this 
issue. We welcome your submissions for the 1994 edition (see Call for Manuscripts 
and Editorial Guidelines). 

Elizabeth Young, chairperson 
Makali'i Editorial Board 

V 
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Makali'i 

Makali'i (literally, Little Eyes) is the popular Hawaiian name for the Pleiades, 
a prominent cluster of stars in the constellation ofTaurus. The name Makali' i holds 
special significance for Hawai'i's seven community colleges and the Employment 
Training Center. 

Although well-known in Greek mythology as the Seven Sisters, references to 
the Pleiades appear in many cultures - and none more prominencly than in 
Hawaiian lore. 

Legend claims Makali'i as the guide star for the discovery of the Hawaiian 
islands by Marquesan voyagers. The star cluster was named for the chief navigator 
to Hawai'iloa, the earliest ancestor of the Hawaiians and the father of royalty. The 
common people purportedly descended from the navigator Makali'i. 

In Polynesian culture, this star cluster also heralded the new year. Sighting of 
this formation at dusk signaled the start of the makahiki or harvest season. Makali'i 
thus has come to be associated with nourishment and seasons of change as well as 
the common people and a guide for the future . 

Today, giant telescopes atop Mauna Kea can distinguish more than 200 young 
stars which make up the Little Eyes, all born from one cloud of gas and dust-truly 
sisters. As we gaze out across 400 light years of space, Makali ' i reminds us of a 
heritage both cosmic and human, with special meaning for Hawai'i's community 
colleges. 

( Contributed by Joseph Ciotti, assistant professor of physics and astronomy at 
Windward Community College.) 

VI 
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Epiphany 
Kermit Coad 

who are we 

really a cluster 

of values by 

products of some 
one else's 

past a series 

of questions 

answered only 
in the future what 

or how we 

think 

feel or whom 

we encounter 

I think 

probably 
we're a lot 

more 

like moths 

who 

compelled toward 

light 

find their 

natures 

and essence at 

once 

illuminated 

extinguished then 

apotheosized 

Ill 

one 

bright 

and mysterious 

moment 

of fluttering 

epiphany 
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Peace Offering 
Kermit Coad 

the price of 

different forms of love 

and peace 

hidden occasionally 

as they are 

from view and 

new language 

like life 

all a metaphor 

how hard it is to 

say "love" 

sometimes, or say it 

in such 

a way as to 

offend 

no one 
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No Nii Mamo (for the children) 
Dennis Chun 

My thoughts keep returning to chose haunting lyrics of Mehameha and the 
stirring chant of La Waa. I gaze out over the blackness of the sea. Yes, it is lonely and 
silent. A feeling of solitude pervades in spite of the closeness of twelve ocher crew 
members. The wind and the sea rush past chis wa a kaulua, the double-hulled sailing 
canoe called Hokulea, as we head coward the rising constellation Ka Makau Nui o 
Maui, also known as Scorpio. The star we learned as Humu, labeled Altair by 
astronomers, is kept off the port hull. Yet, the excitement of finally leaving land on 
chis voyage of No Na Mamo sobers me to bear on the casks at hand. No Na Mamo, 
a Hawaiian phrase which means "for the children" (a poetic reference to generations 
co come), sums up the reasons for our venture into the open ocean. Here we are, 
seven experienced sailors of Hokule a and six new crew members on their first long 
voyage to Tahiti. To bring chis performance-accurate replica of a Polynesian 
voyaging canoe safely across 2,800 miles of open ocean will be no balmy cruise in 
the South Pacific. Perhaps chis exercise will show how the ancients populated this 
vast expanse of the Pacific. 

The objective of this particular voyage was co perpetuate the knowledge and 
traditions of Polynesian voyaging. We were attempting to discover forourselves how 
the ancients had so successfully populated the widely dispersed islands of the Pacific 
Ocean. This feat was done without the modern instruments and conveniences chat 
are known today. Though I had made chis trip before, there is always the 
apprehension of once again facing the elements over which you have no control. The 
Polynesian gods who gave birch to the Polynesians can also take the life of modern 
man if they are not acknowledged. I found comfort in remembering the solemn awa 
ceremony in which we participated before our departure. The words of Sam Ka'ai 
conjured images of ancient times when "man became a part of the sea and its 
elements" as he stepped out onto the ocean "highways. " Orations of past voyages 
from those who had preceded us rang in my ears as we sat on the lauhala mats 
beneath the coconut trees at Honaunau on the Kona coast. 

The setting at Honaunau was idyllic. The warm morning breeze brushed my 
face as I gazed at Hokulea riding at anchor in the bay. She seemed so peaceful and 
at ease, flowing with the swells that rocked her. What a sight to see, indeed, as a 
crowd of onlookers constantly moved along the shoreline, wanting to get a closer 
look at chis "spaceship" of the past. We, the crew, carried on the task of provisioning 
chis waa kaulua as well-wishers, family members, and curious spectators crowded 
the black lava at the water's edge. With the awaceremony ended and the escort vessel 
ready, we were on standby, waiting for the order to depart. I felt a curious tightening 
within me while gazing at the activity around me. Stepping away from the 
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surrounding bustle, I headed for the sacred grounds of the nearby "Pu u Honua," a 
sanctuary for chose seeking assistance and guidance. 

Within these walls builc by the ancient Hawaiians, I sought solace and the 
strength co carry on the responsibilities encrusted co me. I had only wanted co sail 
and be part of the crew and cherish the joys of sailing. Bue the day I arrived in Kona, 
Clay Bercleman, the kapena on chis leg of the voyage, informed me chat I was co be 
one of his watch captains, which meant I was responsible for the operation of the 
canoe during my watch. I was co be in charge of keeping the canoe on course and 
ensuring that the canoe was sailing at peak efficiency for the given conditions. It 
would also be my responsibility co guard crew members and the canoe from any 
danger. Any command was mine alone, and the resulcing consequences were mine 
co bear. "I am still coo inexperienced" and "There are ochers who are more qualified" 
were my first reactions. Feelings of failure before even leaving land cried co rear their 
doubting heads as I consented co cake on the challenge. Perhaps chis is what was 
meant by lase year's Hawaiian Leadership Conference's theme of "Koho'Ja. " The 
concept of being "chosen" brings with it gifts and the burdens of these gifts. Was I 
being coo presumptuous in accepting such a challenge? I already had accepted 
responsiblicy for recording the voyage in the traditional form of a mele, which was 
making me anxious. By caking on another challenge would I become less effective 
and not fulfill my responsibilities? The solitude within these ancient walls focused 
my thoughts on the cruse and respect chat ochers had in me. From the kupuna who 
surrounded me in chis place of sanctuary, I found the strength co face the challenges 
ahead. 

"Man, isn't there a dry spot on chis canoe!" It has been three days since we left 
the peaceful bay ofHonaunau, and I've been wet ever since. Bue an excited yell goes 
out from Chad Babayan, one of the experienced crew members, "You gotta LOVE 
it!!!! " So we muse, because here I am again, facing the discomforts oflife at sea with 
no modern navigational instruments or conveniences. My watch crew consists of 
Ka'onohi Paison, Maulili Dickson, and Liloa Long, each of chem for the first time 
facing the challenge of reaching landfall in the Tuamotu Island group some 2,300 
miles south and perhaps thirty days distant. Clay Bercleman and his brother Shorey 
Bercleman, on whom rests the non-instrumental navigational duties, alert us to our 
duties as we climb out of what might be called "bunks." Our quarters are really 
nothing more than canvas screeched over the gunwales (moo) of the canoe attached 
to the tops of the safety railings. Beneath chis shelcer from the sun, rain, and ocean 
spray are plywood planks chat serve as beds. Whatever personal gear we possess is 
stowed in a cooler beneath chis plywood. That we share chis space with ocher crew 
members just reinforces the cramped feeling aboard che canoe. We are a community 
unto ourselves. 
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We are a community dependent upon each other and, more importantly, 
responsible for each other. As we slice through the waves that cause us to reach for 
any solid part of the canoe for balance, our duty continues to check each of the seven 
watertight holds of each hull. Moving forward becomes a combination of ballet, 
bull-riding, and surfing all rolled into one continuous motion. As we check these 
watertight compartments near the bow of both hulls, we are constantly subjected 
to the splash of the waves as the bows slice through and then drop into the following 
trough. There you have a choice of duties: to either endure the wet, cold spray 
topside or challenge the stale, stuffy confines below. These confining, watertight 
spaces are the only things that keep us from joining our departed ancestors of the 
deep. Inside them, we are tossed about in the darkness as the hulls rise and fall in 
response to the continuous motion of the swells. But we need to press on for the 
sake of the canoe and crew. Relentlessly, we check each hold, pump out water, if any, 
and secure each compartment as we begin our four-hour watch. Though this doesn't 
seem long, in another eight hours we'll be back on deck to stand watch for another 
four hours. 

Eight days out from Hawai'i, we find ourselves at the mercy of the lntertropi
cal Convergence Zone (ITCZ), more commonly known as the "doldrums." 
Whatever it is called, we find ourselves becalmed. As the sun beats down relentlessly, 
we search for signs of wind amidst the clouds that float lazily across a background 
of blue. It's only mid-morning and already those off watch scramble for patches of 
shade on deck as the canvas-covered bunks prove unbearably hot. Watching those 
clouds drifting so effortlessly makes our minds wander to TCBY frozen yogurt 
cones, frosty Coke floats, and thick prime ribs. Suddenly an anguished moan turns 
our attention to Maulili. "Heh, you guys, cut those comments about food. I'm 
trying to concentrate on keeping on course and listening to you guys is making me 
hungry already. " We all laugh; he's the ship's cook, and it's tough trying to make 
gourmet food from canned and dehydrated materials. The occasional respite from 
these foods is when fish are caught by the fishing lines trailing from the rear of the 
canoe. Maulili says it all in a broadcast to KCCN radio on our daily progress report. 
"Imagine cooking on your knees in the shower with the cold water on you at the 
same time," he commented in response to the question, "What's it like cooking on 
Hokule a?" In spite of this, we eat quite well on fresh fish ( when caught), rice, canned 
meats and vegetables, poi, taro, dried bananas, and coconuts. 

The doldrum conditions oflittle or no wind and hot, humid days are replaced 
by four days of rain and 100 percent cloud cover. This area of the ocean between ten 
degrees north and three degrees north latitude is the meeting place of two dominant 
weather patterns in the Pacific Ocean. We are caught in the throes of a conflict 
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between the northeastern and southeastern tradewind belts. Adding to chis clash is 
the intense heat generated near the equator. The results are towering thunderclouds 
and drenching downpours of rain. It seems as if the whole cycle of water on the face 
of the Earth begins and ends right here. This becomes the most difficult part of the 
trip for Shorty in his navigational calculations. He needs to know the canoe's 
direction constantly. With no visual clues from the sky available, he is dependent 
upon determining direction from the ocean swells. At night, the envelope of 
darkness is all-encompassing; the blackness embraces us and I become disoriented. 
With no horizon visible, I feel a sense of weightlessness. Soon, the familiar rhythm 
of the swells brings me back to reality. I struggle to concentrate on these rhythms 
as I steer Shorty's course. He points out the motions of the canoe as she encounters 
the various swells. Throughout my watch we strive to hold this line in the blackness. 
We strain into the darkness, watching for any break in the cloud cover or for squalls 
that may bring gusting winds and drenching rains. Relief will mean climbing down 
into the stale, stuffy, but somewhat dry hold to escape the wetness on deck and lapse 
into half-sleep. My thoughts turn to Shorey, Clay, and Nainoa who remain on deck, 
constantly watching and guiding the ocher watches as they report for duty. None has 
slept or escaped the elements for the past four days. Their kupuna and 'aumakua 
must be with chem, for none have complained or shown any signs of discourage
ment as we encounter these hardships. 

Shorty Bertleman must be chinking back to his first experience of long
distance voyaging. Shorey, along with his older brother, Clay, comes from the 
rugged, cool uplands of Waimea, Hawai'i. They are Hawaiians who have been 
raised among the hardships and work ethic of the paniolo. Being exposed to the 
natural elements for most of their lives has prepared chem for the current con di cions. 
I admire these brothers Bertleman along with Nainoa Thompson. Shorty was one 
of the original crew which in 1976 made chat first historic voyage on Hokule'a to 
Tahiti. He has now become one of a handful of Hawaiians who have learned and 
assimilated the art of wayfinding. Clay, as both captain and crewmember, has always 
put the canoe and its crews first in his life. At times chis has created conflicts in his 
personal life, but as he says, "The canoe is a part of me and my ohana." Nainoa took 
on the cask of relearning the traditional art of wayfinding and is training others to 
carry on chis tradition. Without the commitment, experience, and steadfastness of 
these Hawaiians, I seriously doubt chat chis voyaging project would have come chis 
far. 

Watching the sunset, I chink back to our leaving the ITCZ area of the Pacific 
Ocean. For three days we assumed the guise of a commando unit as we attempted 
to outwit the encircling thunderstorms. "All hands on deck!" The order beckoned 
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everyone co stand by their stations co tack as we dodged squalls and maneuvered out 
of ominous clouds that seemed co anticipate our every move toward tunnels of clear 
sky. On one hand, the crew enjoyed the active role of being on the attack in 
exploring ways co overcome these weather conditions. On the other, these maneu
vers have placed an extreme hardship on Shorty and his navigational calculations. 
He must memorize all these course changes and then calculate them in reference co 
his ideal courseline. le is truly amazing how the ancient Polynesians had navigated 
the expanse of the Pacific Ocean utilizing their own powers of observation and an 
acute sensitivity to the environment around chem. The concept of non-instrument 
navigation, or wayfinding, is simple in theory: you need to know where you are, 
where you want to go, in what direction you're heading, how long and how fast 
you're heading in a particular direction, and how far you've traveled toward your 
intended destination. But wayfinding is very difficult in practice. Perhaps the most 
difficult part is being mentally and physically awake for the entire journey. In spite 
of the hardships, we find out upon our return to Hawai 'i that Shorty has been 
remarkably accurate in his position estimates throughout the entire voyage. 

Shorty estimates our position co be approximately two degrees south of the 
equator. This puts us clearly out of the ITCZ area and we should be encountering 
the southeast tradewinds. But these winds are nowhere co be seen. Instead we are 
faced with winds coming from the house we call hema or south. Because we are a 
sailing vessel, our heading cakes us in the direction of a house called noio, which is 
east by southeast, and even aina or one house further east. This causes some 
frustration for everyone as we all had hoped for an early arrival in Tahiti . We have 
made a lot of easting already and had hoped co be able co head due south co reach 
the Tuamotus. Gazing at the changing colors of the sky as night becomes day, I 
search the dark blues chat gradually change to lighter shades of pinks, reds, and 
oranges for signs of the coming weather. We are again at the mercy of nature. Today 
seems no different from the past three days. Hokule'a is riding eight-to-ten-foot 
swells that undulate beneath us, generated from a wind system to the south. This 
system, it seems, has kept the southeast tradewinds from their normal course. We 
hope for a shift back co the normal wind patterns soon. The further east we travel, 
the longer our anticipated landfall in Tahiti . But this is not the topic of discussion 
today. Today Shorty, Nainoa, Clay, Chad, and Tava develop an alternative co Tahiti. 
If the southerly winds hold for another day or so, when the southeast tradewinds 
reappear we may then be able co make the Marquesas Islands as our first landfall. 
Tava Taupu is genuinely excited about chis possibility. He hasn't been home for the 
past ten years. However our hopes of visiting the Marquesas, believed co be the 
home of the first seeders of Hawai' i, vanish as the next day brings the anticipated 
southeast tradewinds. 
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With the wind blowing steadily from the southeast, we speed through the 
onrushing waves. The days seem to blend together as we head for an anticipated 
sighting of land in the Tuamotu archipelago. On the twenty-fourth day since our 
departure from Honaunau, we encounter signs of land. We see land birds, sooty 
terns or noio in the early morning hours and again in the evening and limu floating 
in the water that are normally found on reef formations. The ride on Hokule'a 
suddenly becomes choppy as we are buffeted by waves coming from three to four 
directions at once. It seems that the wave lengths are also shorter, causing many 
wavetops to crash over the hulls onto the deck. We suffer the wetness of these 
splashings as we strain our eyes to the horizon in search of islands. Around midday 
on the twenty-sixth day, the swell from the southeast disappears. With one less swell 
buffeting the canoe, the ride becomes smoother. The dry deck once again becomes 
a comfortable place for "Club Hokule'a. " Our evening tradition, weather and 
conditions permitting, featured improvised a capella music from the '50s and '60s 
to contemporary and traditional Hawaiian music with full guitar, ukulele, and 
washtub bass accompaniment. This has been a highlight for everyone on this 
voyage. Led by Ka'onohi with support from the Berclemans, Keli'i Paikai, Kainoa 
Lee, Maulili Dickson, Na' ilima Ahuna, and myself, we generated many beautiful 
harmonic renditions co an endless array of musical compositions. Nainoa even 
wanted co produce an album of the music from chis trip. However, it would have 
been difficult to recapture che warmth of che moment. We know that land is near 
as we begin our evening of music. In face, Shorty and Nainoa predict sighting land 
tomorrow. 

Standing at che steering paddle, I scare at the streaking reflection of the 
morning sun off che water. By keeping chis line on specific points on the canoe, I 
am able co use the sun as a reference point without looking at it direccly. We are 
expecting co sight land today, and motions are running high. Each of my crewmates 
anxiously stares at che horizon in hopes of being the first to sight the telltale shadow 
ofland. Suddenly an excited yell awakens everyone on board. "There it is, over there! 
There's the island!"cries Nainoa. We all clamber to the port side, straining to catch 
a glimpse. In che shadowy distance just off the port manu, a low, dark shadow 
resembling a pencil mark etched where the sea and sky meet stands Mataiva. 
Macaiva is actually an atoll, more commonly called a "low island." Because there are 
no hills or mountains, the tallest visible objects are the tops of the coconut trees, 
which we see as we approach che island. Still six miles away, we catch a glimpse of 
a phenomena chat I have previously only heard of. The greenish-blue color of the 
atoll's lagoon is reflected off che underside of passing clouds. We know char Tahiti 
is a day's sail almost due south of Macaiva; for most of us our journey is about co end. 
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Suddenly the elation of making our landfall and the successful passage is replaced 
by a sense of loss. We have become close as a crew, as friends, and as family. Our 
experiences are a once-in-a-lifetime event never to be duplicated. In the silent 
evening of the passage to Tahiti, we vow to carry on the traditions of the ancient 
Hawaiians and their long-distance voyages "for the children." E OLA MAU KA HA 
HAWAJ'l 
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Facing the Tides of Change - Together 
Lois Whitney Bisquera 

Black and white photograph 

This cluster of pipipi (small mo llusks) was photographed at sunset in a hidden cove in West Maui. 
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Old Biddies 
Juliet S. Kono 

In our building we have a lot of old biddies, 

frail, with canes and walkers. 

We meet them, occasionally, 

in the elevators or hallways. 

And your mother, 

even in her dementia, 

still likes to show them up. 

She throws back her shoulders, 

stands a little taller, 

inflates herself up like a puffer fish , 

then sails through them, 

like the Queen Mary, 

leaving them bobbing in her wake. 
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After Smoke 
Juliet S. Kono 

Some of our greatest desires 
we leave unindulged in the name of health: 
salt, monosodium glutamate, sugar, cigarettes. 
I smoked for the longest time. 
Gosh, it was a nasty habit, 
but I loved every minute of it -
its smell, its look. 

le was grandfather smoking a pipe 
as he worked. 
Or lie in an ebony holder -
the hand-rolled Bull Durham -
the string bag pulled with teeth, 
tobacco shreds poured from the pouch 
on cigarette paper, 
like the laying of seed cane in the fields. 
And me trailing with an open mouth 
gulping the air like a fish. 

It was those old 
and bent women with black teeth, 
who came co visit, 
the smoke and ashes dipping 
in time to their sleep nodding heads, 
the comfortable talk and food. 
They smoked as if sipping tea, 
fingers stained and yellow. 

It was the first loss of innocence. 
A prelude to sex, 
the neighbor girl's and mine, 
when we almost burnt 
down the Taniguchi's garage 
where we hid to light up 
rolled newspaper cigarettes. 
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We emerged 
with our eyebrows and ponytails singed, 
all because Mr. Kadoca, the scorekeeper, 
knew us well, 
and threatened co tell our mothers; 
he refused co sell us 
the cellophane-wrapped packets 
we case covetous eyes on 
like boys we would lust after in lacer years. 

Growing up, it was I, 
playing make-believe -
chin and glamorous 
in gowns of silver and gold lame 
and surrounded by men -
the blowing of smoke into the air, 
long-handled cigarette holders 
dripping from an upturned hand 
and slack fingers of cherry-red polished nails. 
"Dah-ling," I cooed. 

The romance of it all, 
chat's what I miss -
che long drag 
after a meal, a drink, 
or making love 
chat made a man stay, talk awhile. 
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Encouragement 
Juliet S. Kono 

A day of encouragement! 
You shuffle toward me 
in your bright green and red 
hospital gown, special for "bolters," 
your face morning moon pale, 
your eyes, sea calm. 

Drugged, you say it's like pulling water, 
limp and heavy, 
your days the stillness of ocean pools. 
Once more sleepy, thumb-sucking child, 
hanging onto the arm of my voice 
co be saved. 

You ask for some Snickers, 
sushi, and heavy-metal rock magazines. 
Tears start falling. 
They leap off a half-smile, 
like fish into the ache of my heart. 
You get up. Walk away. 

How lonely you look -
wrapped around the watery voices 
you hear in your head. 
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The University of Hawai'i at Lahaina 
Gail Bartholomew 

A University ofHawai'i campus at Lahaina on Maui? Although it sounds like 
a dream come true for sun-loving, whale-watching, pub-crawling students, history 
cells us chat Lahaina was the logical site for Hawai'i's flagship campus. 

The demand for palapala (book learning) was widespread among Hawaiians 
long before the University of Hawai'i was established at Manoa as the College of 
Hawai' i in 1907. The first missionaries from the American Board of Commission
ers for Foreign Missions wasted no time in initiating Western forms of education 
upon their arrival in 1820. Bue teachers were few, so in 1831 the missionaries 
established Lahainaluna on Maui co train native teachers. 

Lahainaluna trained more chan teachers; it educated the leaders of the 
Hawaiian nation. Its graduates went on co be ministers, legislators, governors, 
judges, historians, writers, school superintendents and principals. 

Lahainaluna pioneered as the first high school west of the Rockies. le was 
called both a seminary and a high school, but by whatever name, Lahainaluna was 
an institution of higher education. Higher education in the United Scates during 
che nineteenth century was defined as the highest level of education available, which 
certainly qualified Lahainaluna. 

Started as an experiment in higher education, Lahainaluna's curriculum 
offered a unique blend of religious, academic, vocational and Hawaiian courses. 
The school offered courses such as algebra, geometry, trigonometry, anatomy, 
Hawaiian grammar and composition, Greek, surveying, printing, and agriculture, 
as well as a few course tides not found in many college catalogs today- political 
economy, natural philosophy, mental and moral philosophy, topographical and 
scriptural geography, and civil and ecclesiastical history. 

Lahainaluna's educational leadership was unquestioned during the nine
teenth century, in Hawai' i and elsewhere. In one case, with the intention of giving 
haole children the same educational advantages chat native Hawaiians already had 
at Lahainaluna, residents of Honolulu changed the name of Punahou School co 
O 'ahu College in 1853, and concurrently upgraded the school's curriculum. The 
name O 'ahu College reflected an aspiration, never fulfilled, co establish the 
institution as a four-year college. In another instance, Lahainaluna's leadership 
extended beyond Hawai' i's borders, serving as a model for Hampton Institute in 
Virginia, the first institution of higher education for American blacks, founded in 
1898. 

Lahainaluna continued as an educational pioneer in 1892, when steps were 
ta!<en coward the establishment of a two-year teacher training program, then termed 
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a normal school. A recent graduate named James Dumas was requested from the 
leading American teacher training center, Oswego Normal School. Upon his 
arrival, however, he was deemed too young and sent to obtain experience as a teacher 
at Waihe'e School. Two years later, Dumas moved to O 'ahu and eventually became 
the first director of the Honolulu Normal and Training School, the precursor to the 
College of Education at the University of Hawai'i. 

The Second Morrill Act of 1890 provided grants of up to $25,000 a year for 
land grant colleges, prompting attempts in Hawai' i to establish an agricultural and 
mechanical college. House Bill No. 11 of 1903, which died in the Senate, proposed 
Lahainaluna as the site of the college. Alacau Atkinson, superintendent of public 
instruction for the Territory of Hawai'i, lobbied for years to have Lahainaluna 
converted to a college, a much less costly alternative than establishing a college at 
a new site. 

In 1905, the first official step was made coward the founding of the University 
of Hawai'i, when a resolution was introduced in a special session of the Territorial 
Legislature. This resolution included a request for an investigation into "the 
suitableness ofLahainaluna for such a purpose." Legislators argued chat the college 
should be on Maui because a tract of 600 acres of land and abundant water were 
available, a clear advantage for an agricultural college. Maui also offered a wide 
variety of soil and climate not available elsewhere, perfect for experimental farms. 
A final argument was that Lahaina's location as a port made it easily accessible. 

Other forces were in play, however. Wallace Farrington, a key figure in the 
drive to establish a land grant college, promoted the idea chat the college should be 
placed "near the center of wealth or culture" (Honolulu had a population in 1900 
of 39,306 to Maui's total of25 ,3 16), and that an agricultural college required land 
for intensive, not extensive, farming. His ideal location was a 200-acre plot in 
Wai'anae. However, Act 24 of the 1907 Legislature established the College of 
Agricultural and Mechanical Arcs, thereafter called the College ofHawai'i, without 
naming a site. 

The first governor-appointed Board of Regents, all from O'ahu, decided upon 
Manoa Valley as the college sire, although no parcel of land was immediately 
available and subsequent acquisition of contiguous land parcels was difficult and 
expensive. The initial three purchases totalling 59 acres cost $67,000, a substantial 
sum at that time. 

The decision made economic sense for suburban O 'ahu. A trolley line had 
been established in 1901 , opening Manoa Valley to residential development. The 
founding of the College ofHawai' i in Manoa filled trolley cars, stimulated real estate 
throughout central Manoa and, in particular, benefitted College Hills, a develop
ment for the haole elite, begun in 1901 and named after O 'ahu College. 
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Although backed by tradition and reputation, and despite its natural and 
economic advantages over Manoa, Lahaina lost in the tug of war over the site of the 
University. Just think, if the decision had been different, we would be having tailgate 
parties overlooking Lahaina Roads and cheering on our team, the University of 
Hawai ' i Whalers. 
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Our Home//niki #1 
G. S. Gulliksen 

So, how should I begin ... 
And then ... 
Should I presume co assume, 
You know. 

You know ... 
The splurge of splendor 
As the birds return 
Their colors and songs 
To our tattered trees. 

You know ... 
The upheaval of joy 
And tears 
As a mother soaps away her children's stress 
And washes their cherished brown bodies 
Rinsing long dark hair 
Under the green garden hose. 

You know ... 
The surge of insignificance and significance 
As you come to know your god 
And we welcome the colors of rainbow 
But turn away to the dark blue curtain of impending rain 
And we help our neighbors 
Or talk to them for the first time 
By the ocean's chant of indifference 
And the waves' continual song of delight 
Under the stark naked, for now weeping, 
Forever Sleeping Giant 
In Kaua'i, Hawai ' i - the place and people we call 
Our home 
You know. 
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Nii Tia'i To'olau 
The Windward Sentinels 

Fred Kalani Meinecke 

Ever a focus of admiration, the awe-inspiring beauty of the Ko 'olau region 
of O'ahu is accentuated by its soaring, precipitous backbone separating the drier 
Kona (Leeward) from the lusher Ko 'olau (Windward) side of the island. This 
Ko 'olau spine has played a determining role topographically, sociopolitically 
and mythopoeticaUy in the lives and minds of the region's Native Hawaiian 
inhabitants. Not surprisingly, the anthropomorphization and the zoomorphization 
of the Ko'olau peaks extend from antiquity. 

This mele hula is an original song of praise celebrating special personified 
qualities of notable Ko 'olau peaks, portrayed here as lofty sentinels witnessing 
the passage of time and the human dramas played out below. 

I) Tii tehateha te tuamo'o motumotu To'olau 
Majestically rises the jagged backbone of the Ko'olau Mountains 

Tuamo'o motumotu 'oi 'oi pa i ta Jani 
Sharp peaks that touch the sky 

Mehe mo'o toa tia' i tahitohito 
Like a succession of ancient sentinel warriors 

Tahito leia e ta 'ohu o ta Jani! 
Wreathed in the mists of heaven! 

2) Tu tonatona te ali ' i Tonahuanui 
Mightily rises the chiefTonahuanui 

Tonapiliahi te pilitua to' ito' i 
Massive is the angular giant 

Tuahiwi ti 'eti 'e - he lawatua! 
Lofty mountain - so powe,ful! 
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Tia'i motilatila o te To'olau! 
Impressive sentinel of the Ko' olau! 

3) Tu tilolani ta mata o Lanihuli 
The eyes of Lanihuli observe the sky 

Tia'i tumata i na lani e huli a'e 
Observant watchman of the swirling heavens 

Na huihui o na lani i ta potata'a 
The constellations of the heavens awhirl 

Pa 'e mai la na leo toa tahitohito! 
The distant echo of ancient warriors' voices! 

4) Tu alo matani ta nutu pali o Nu'uanu 
Nu'uanu Pali braves the wind 

Pali nihi i te to'o a ta matani anuanu 
Sheer precipice of chill windy blasts 

Hao mai na ihe, hula'a, tu'i a na mata toa 
On come the piercing, the pounding of the fearless 

Puni na matetau i te tilou motu. 
The heroic are subdued by the conqueror. 

5) Tu toatoa te ololani Olomana 
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The acclaimed Olomana stands boldly 

Tia'i manamana tau i ta la'i 
Victorious, watchful, now serene 

Mehe toa me'e u'i tu ha'aheo 
Like a handsome warrior posing proudly 

Ta u'i hiwahiwa a ta lehulehu. 
The admired hero of many. 
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6) TO moana Mololani mehe honu ala 
Mololani engages the ocean like a turtle 

Tia' i tu o ta motu taputapu ala 
Watchful sentinel of the sacred island 

Mete toa Hawai ' i Loa o ta moana nui 
With Hawai 'i Loa of the vast ocean 

Na toa tia'i nei te 'au i te tai loa. 
Watchful warriors that embrace the sea. 

7) To lama tu te toa Te-Ahi-o-Tahoe 
A bright beacon is Te-Ahi-o-Tahoe 

Tia'i wa'awa'a o ta 'aina ali'i nei 
Brawny sentinel of the chiefly land 

Ta mahi mahina'ai e tahela nei 
The farmer who tilled the rich land below 

Tualapa lamalama o te To'olau 
Beacon ridge of the Ko'olau 

8) To tohutohu te 'emu 'Ohulehule 
So stately the spire 'Ohulelntle 

'Ohu 'ohu ta lehua i ta wetiu 
The warrior's crown a wreath of mist 

Tia'i mata toa, mata tihi , mata ' ite i ta 'alihi 
Brave sentinel, all observant, scanning the horizon 

I Hatipu ' u, pae ti ' i, pae palaoa, pae pi ' i Toali'i! 
Hakipu'u, rows of clouds, beached whales, the ascendancy of King 
Kua/i'i! 

9) To tahito te tua loa o ta mo'o tapu 
Looming primeval the long back of the sacred lizard 
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'Omo'omo'o tapu o Tanehoalani 
Sacred ridge ofTanehoalani 

Mata tilo mau o ta lau hiinatele 
Guardian of the many secrets 

E ho'i hou ta mana'o i na lani me na toa! 
Let our chiefs and warriors be remembered! 

Na tia'i taulana o te To'olau! 
Famous sentinels of the Ko'olau! 

Na tia' i taulana o te To'olau! 
Famous sentinels of the Ko'olau! 

Notes 
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1) Verse One honors the entire Ko'olau Mountain Range. 
2) Verse Two salutes the highest elevation of the Ko' olau Range, Konahuanui 

Peak (3,150'). One legendary account credits this giant for his procre
ative powers. 

3) Verse Three pays homage to Lanihuli Peak ("Turning Heavens") (2,700') 
both for its observance of the revolving skies, but also as it witnessed the 
fray and turmoil of O'ahu 's most decisive land battle, the Battle of 
Nu'uanu, 1795. The third line is a deliberate triple reference to the 
turning constellations, the constellation of the Pleiades and the compa
nies of chiefs engaged in rolling combat below. 

4) Verse Four. Nu'uanu Pali (1, 186') is the poignant setting for the climactic 
battle of O'ahu 's defenders and the Hawai 'i invaders with attendant 
enormous loss of life, including the hundreds who met their fate at the 
brink. The fourth line includes an indirect reference to the conqueror, "ka 
'iwa kilou moku," the man-of-war bird (=thief) that hooks islands, i.e. 
Kamehameha. 

5) Verse Five. Mount Olomana (1,643') is legendarily a handsome, heroic 
warrior who is ever triumphant. He stands guard today over a peaceful 
and lush setting. 
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6) Verse Six. Mololani (683'), known today as Ulupa'u Crater, is the 
prominent crater on Mokapu Peninsula, which was originally an island 
and highly sacred (Moku Kapu). Hawai'i Loa Peak (337'), a shorter 
mount, bears the name of a legendary discoverer of these islands. 

7) Verse Seven. Te-Ahi-o-Tahoe (2,750'), the prominent peak directly above 
Windward Community College, commemorates a legendary, diligent 
farmer, Kahoe, whose fire (ahi) signaled a lit oven (hence cooking food) 
in a time of famine. Today the fire/light/torch of illumination has been 
incorporated into the motto of Windward Community College. 

8) Verse Eight. The triangularly symmetrical peak 'Ohulehule (2,265') 
stands at a critical juncture between major districts , observing all. 
Beached sperm whales with their prized tooth ivory enhanced the sacred 
significance of Kualoa. Kuali ' i was the last powerful ascendant king of 
O'ahu. He has left many descendants. 

9) Verse Nine. Kualoa Ridge is the long back (kua loa) of the sacred lizard/ 
reptile (ka mo'o kapu o Haloa) whose severed tail is the mini-island 
Mokoli'i ("little lizard"), known to some today as "Chinaman's Hat." 
Kanehoalani (1,900'), the highest twin peaks of Kualoa Ridge, is 
sometimes referred to as "the father of Pele." Kualoa today still bears 
many secrets. 

10) Orthography. The /t/ allophone of the predominant Hawaiian consonant 
/kl is employed in this text, intended for chant performance, as /t/ is 
usually the preferred for chanting, evoking as it does an older presenta
tion of Hawaiian poetry. 
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Old Pine Tree - Kilconagh, County Wateiford, Ireland 

Noreen N aughton 

Oil on canvas 
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Fish Bait 
Pat Posner 

High on a wave, 
they rush the room. 
The shy ones follow the school; 
Some trickle and quickly slip 
through the shutting door. 

Trapped for a rime, 
they dart and fleet 
before seeding in their seats. 
Blank eyes scare at me 
or out to the sea. 

Barely above water, 
I case my line; 
Some ignore, some fight. 
Some sleep in the dark mind 
and never swim to light. 

Some cake the bait, 
and I reel chem in. 
I want chem to see 
they can eat from my hand 
and be sec free. 

Out of time, 
they pour out the door; 
I stand in the cidepools 
wondering what part of me 
they'll take back to sea. 
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The Real Reason Nobody Supports Hawai'i's Schools 
Suzanne Kosanke 

Never admit to being an English teacher. Say you teach language arts. No one 
knows what that means. Or, say you teach college. This has the advantage of being 
both vague and ungrammatical - no one will dream your field is English. If you 
do somehow slip and admit you teach writing or reading, you are bound to get the 
familiar response dreaded by psychotherapists and ministers. People simply can't 
keep themselves from confessing their feelings about writing and/or reading 
(invariably negative), followed by an in-depth explanation for same. They probably 
will not immediately recline on the nearest couch or get down on their knees, palms 
pressed together, but they wifl expect you to assume a listening posture and, 
eventually, to apologize for the sinners in your profession. 

Before I learned to lie about my career choice, I heard many chilling stories 
about teachers from hell and reaching techniques used during the Inquisition. I 
sympachesized with the supplicant or perversely defended the overworked, under
paid reacher, depending on my mood and willingness co gee into a shouting march. 

Eventually, I put two and two together and am now able co explain che lack 
of public action to improve school conditions. Residual anger and resentment over 
mistreatment by some schoolceacher ac some point in their childhood keeps people 
from pouring out sympathy (and money) for schools. 

Having recencly suffered through Jonathan Kozol 's devastating book, Savage 
Inequalities, I can understand how former students might look back on their school 
daze with more co regret than one or two blows to their ego. Kozol concludes chat 
America is 

ac lease two nations, quite methodically divided, with a fair amount 
ofliberty for some, no liberty chat justifies che word for many 
ochers, and justice-in the sense of playing on a nearly even field
only for che kids whose parents can afford co purchase ic. (212) 

Statistics prove his point: Great Neck, New York spends $11,000 per pupil 
and Neshoba County, Mississippi spends $1,500. Kozol's book does not examine 
quality of curriculum or of reaching, only levels of financing and quality of facilities 
(though, of course, these are all related). 

So, why no great public outcry over chose schools in Ease St. Louis, Camden, 
and San Antonio without usable bathrooms or textbooks, whose students are locked 
into their school each day to keep out drug dealers? Before the lase legislative session, 
I asked a friend if elementary and secondary schools in Hawai ' i are chis bad. 
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"Our public schools need 700 more classrooms, and the Sunset Beach 
Elementary Cafeteria, designed for 60, is currently serving 385, but we can't be 
compared to East St. Louis." She seemed insulted I would ask such a question. 

Though the latest legislative session has addressed some of the most dramatic 
inadequacies, the existence of both private and public schools in Hawai'i seems ro 
guarantee unequal education for our children. Hawai'i 's private schools educate a 
larger percentage of students than any ocher state. le strikes me chat we have become 
so used co chis separate and unequal system, grown so comfortable with che idea chat 
certain schools provide an excellent education and ochers don't, that inequality 
seems an acceptable given. Is chis why we fail to make change? Are we comfortable 
wich inequality? 

No, chat can't be ic. I return to my original theory chat people harbor hidden 
anger ac the schools for past personal injustices and simply "neglect" co put sufficient 
pressure on legislators or Department of Education personnel co cake action. This 
explains why 300 came co a school support rally lase February, why - in one 
journalist's words - a "massive" crowd of nearly 1,000 rallied in April, but 30,000 
folks showed up for che 1993 Aloha Fun Run. Now 30,000 is massive, but will that 
many people ever appear in public to support education? Probably not. 

In a 1992 report, Governor Waihee noted a "disturbing and dramatic" gap 
berween the education of rich and poor, claiming this was a result of Hawai'i's 
colonial background that established private schools, thereby dividing children 
according co economic status and language use (pidgin or standard English). Does 
he really believe - a century or so lacer - chat history is che reason we are 700 
classrooms shore, chat nine schools - including Kailua High and Waipahu High 
School-failed to pass scare inspections chis year? Impossible. The best explanation 
for our failure co provide quality education for all Hawai'i 's children is former 
scud en ts' subconscious anger at schools and teachers. Otherwise, wouldn't everyone 
be "mad as hell" about chis situation? 

Or, maybe building maintenance just isn't an issue people can gee too excited 
about. Ocher countries take ic more seriously. When a school collapsed, due to poor 
maintenance, in a small town near New Delhi, India, killing rwenty-four children 
and teachers, the principal of the school was arrested and held responsible. Perhaps 
we could do that here to assure accountability. The only question is, whom would 
we arrest? 
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Kapoho Beach Lots 
Jeanette Justice 

This is a place where perfect houses 

hug the shore 

look down 

at ocher houses 

outlines and foundations 

strange and intact 

underwater 

where ghost bubbles rise and float 

telling of the last tsunami 

Here in warm water 

elegant 

with sea grass lap-lapping 

Summer people laugh 

and swim above the pilings. 
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Interrogation 
Lorna Hershinow 

I'm guilty of arriving ten minutes behind conference schedule, and apologize 
co Rachelle. She is waiting patiently outside my cluttered office. I like chis student's 
broad, strong face. Hard co clear a place for her recorder - it's co be an interview 
conference? I sweep at the mess ineptly, mounding mail and handouts up cowards 
che window, and flick on the fluorescent light, which doesn't answer on a wee 
Windward afternoon. 

'Tm researching workaholics, remember?" 
Clearly, coo busy co. "Why ever interview ME?" 
She calmly plugs in and presses on. Rachelle is a policewoman training co be 

a youth counselor, and works with God right behind her. She has an easy authority. 
"So. Did your parents both work?" 
Our conversation soon establishes chat both our mothers never cook time off 

for themselves. Her mom raised five kids alone and got in the habit of working all 
the time. When the last of her five was the only teenager left at home, his traffic with 
his mom was limited co buying Big Gulps from the 7-11 at her call. Or he'd see her 
come out of her home office - where she typed medical transcriptions - co look 
for another pack of cigarettes. Like my mom, hers had to learn how co enjoy herself 
after the kids were gone from the home. Mine was the only working mother my 
sister and I knew. She managed my father's emergency 24-hour pharmacy, and 
worked from seven in the morning co seven at night. My father came home only 
once a week, from eight to ten o'clock on Wednesday nights, for long years of our 
childhood. 

Rachelle is surprised at how brutal his work schedule was. 
"Bue why? I thought haoles all made a lot of money in South Africa." 
"Relative co Black South Africans, yes. Bue his father was an immigrant 

butcher and he was the oldest of seven kids. My dad biked across town co gee his high 
school equivalence, and then slept through a lot of pharmacy night school after 
cutting meat from four a.m. And once he was qualified, there wasn't enough even 
for a reliever, much less a qualified employee. So for years he lived at the place -
he called i c Daenice Pharmacy- and slept in his store-room after midnight between 
emergency calls. And my mom went to work at Woolworth's at twelve. They both 
had big Russian immigrant families. There wasn't money for education." 

We eye each ocher thoughtfully. "It's like they were the Jewish nisei genera
tion," I explain. I fish around in my head for an example, wishing I'd assigned All 
I Asking/or Is My Body along with the freshman essay collection. ''After he'd built up 
the business, he'd come home during the afternoon. By chat time I was just starting 
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high school. We had a modern house he had designed - he'd wanted co be an 
architect - and a swimming pool, and he'd come out in his whites and stride 
flacfoocedly past our tanning bodies co the pool pumphouse chat was his liccle shrine. 
He'd grunt, 'This is the life, hey? ' I had it soft, then. The sansei generation." 

"So why do you work so hard? Because your dad and mom did?" 
I need to know, coo. Because I'm sansei turned issei, here in Hawai ' i? Because 

most expatriate South Africans work on overdrive? Friends who are not teachers 
would say I am obviously a woman from a particularly male-chauvinist country. Or 
playing the martyred, melancholy Ashkenazy Jew. A London friend cold me years 
ago chat my work-pattern is merely outrageous vanity - but then she was a 
headmistress who had long forgotten what it's like co teach five classes and co cry co 
do it satisfyingly. 

Calmly, I sec about helping her with her paper. What have we read that 
connects? "Remember the essay involving workaholism in our anthology? Maybe 
you can speculate chat there's a similarity between me and Scott Russell Sanders, 
who felt bent out of shape by his alcoholic dad. Maybe my dad's having co expand 
his pharmacy and make more and more money was his disease. And I was the good 
girl who worked hard so he'd notice me and smile more. My sister was the rebel. 
Could children of workaholics cake up roles like alcoholics' kids do?" 

That's the way. Get 'em to the text. And off me. Rachelle is looking blank, 
though, so I reach for our Essay Connection and flip through co the page I need. I 
read her the bit about how Sanders' daughter gave him a WORKAHOLIC placard 
when she realized work had become an addiction for him, and end on a couple of 
sentences I could have written myself: "In certain moods I blame myself for 
everything. Guile burns like acid in my veins." 

I look up, but can't read my student's face, though Rachelle is looking steadily 
at me. Is chat scorn at what she takes for a side-stepping response? Doubt over the 
parallel between alcoholism and workaholism? Boredom? I find Sanders' voice 
engrossing, and wane all of his readers co feel spoken co direccly. 

"Were you guilty because you had it easier than your parents?" 
"Easier in a lot of ways, but harder too. My parents struggled and finally made 

money and afforded me an education. T hey gave me the time to watch how they 
created their black employees, and to read literature, and think. What of my being 
a guilty South African, Rachelle? Remember how moved you were by the film 
Sarafina? How worthy do you chink white South Africans feel when they see a film 
like chat? Do you think they want to lead slack lives, like parasites?" 

She gives me a look of mild disbelief, maybe of distaste. 
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I look down at Sanders' essay co give us both time co chink-and gee chicken
skin. The man is talking in his own strong voice, but he could be me, the mother 
of ten-year-old David: 

I am moved co write these pages now because my own son, at the age 
of ten, is caking on himself the griefs of the world, and in particular 
the griefs of his father. He cells me chat when I am gripped by sadness, 
he feels responsible; he feels there muse be something he can do co 
spring me from depression, co fix my life. And chat crushing sense of 
responsibility is exaccly what I felt at the age of ten in the face of my 
father's drinking. My son wonders if I, coo, am possessed. I write, 
therefore, co drag into the light what eats at me - the fear, the guile, 
the shame - so chat my own children may be spared. (480) 

Oh, spare us both further guile and shame. My own son's frowning, anxious 
face is watching me grow old and weak coo fast. 

I make a break she'll cake for denial. "Rachelle, what ifI 'm not a workaholic 
at all? What if I just love my job and chink it very important, so I'm most happy 
when I am working?" 

"And when do you have family cime?We calkabout it, you know. 'When does 
she live?"' 

Rachelle has stayed forty-five minutes and there is no more time. And so the 
conference ends with firm advice from the student. Go home. Give it a rest. Think 
about your family. 

I am left alone with The Essay Connection. I'm no emotional cripple, surely 
- someone who doesn't put family first? Could I be so worried about empowering 
my students chat I am neglecting the three people I love most? Shocking co cripple 
yourself, I chink blamefully. Nancy Mairs never chose being crippled by multiple 
sclerosis, but she called herself a cripple, knowing hard words help her see who she 
is and how ochers see her. 

I turn co reread how, unbalanced by all the activity needed co gee out of a 
lavatory stall, Mairs fell backward onto the toilet when she pulled che door open 
-"the old beecle-on-ics-back routine." She had laughed loudly, but wrote chat if 
anybody had witnessed her fall, she'd have been "still and faint and hoc with 
chagrin." 

Are my husband and daughter and son watching me falling down with 
multiple neurosis? Is my working so hard another clear loss of balance, here? 
Writing on papers day and night ruins muscle tone. My digestive system is shoe. 
Teaching on my feet and lugging my heavy black case has given me Achilles' 
cendonicis in both ankles. I hear dedicated colleagues joke about ruined sex and am 
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afraid to speak. Mairs' list of chronic degeneration looks terrifyingly familiar when 
I read with Rachelle's level gaze: 

One may lose vision, hearing, speech, the ability to walk, control of 
bladder and/or bowels, strength in any or all extremities, sensitivity to 
touch, vibration, and/ or pain, potency, coordination of movements
the list of possibilities is lengthy and yes, horrifying. One may also lose 
one's sense of humor. That's the easiest to lose and the hardest to survive 
without. (507) 

"Smile more," Rachelle had said humorlessly as she left. 
The last student of the afternoon has clearly stood me up. I see it's funny, but 

I'm too tired to smile and just sit on in this cement stall of an office. Yeah, she's out 
somewhere with her man and her kids, probably at the beach. I plan to be gone in 
a moment but pause, feeling knocked backward. 

I remember what my twenty-year-old Kim said during her Thanksgiving 
holiday, when she came home and hardly saw me before our own recess began. 

"I used to be like you at the writing center. Students would bring in an essay, 
and I would really get into it, you know? I'd get really excited, and then this idea 
would come up, and I'd see that other possibility, and by the time the half-hour was 
up I'd follow that student out of the room, and start down the stairs, even. And the 
student would say, 'That's all right, Kim. Go inside now. Go back, ' and go down the 
stairs shaking his head. You can't do that with every student of yours, you know. You 
have to run out of the room for only a few. When are you going to learn?" 

Am I the teacher as slow learner? Surely, I'm simply committed to giving every 
learner in class equal time? I remember hearing a similar lecture seven, eight years 
before and choosing not to listen then, either. 

I had done something very different for me -taken off a whole weekend to 
go with an admired older woman friend to Maui, to spot whales. Ruth Denney 
would come in from the garden after an early morning T'ai Chi session, her skin 
mushroom-cool, to find me sitting at the vanity table, grading those papers. At 
night, after our dinner and pleasant conversation, she'd read and sleep, and I'd 
hunch over the work. 

Sunday's expensive boat expedition, though, was what really drove Ruth to 
charge me with wrongdoing. I tried, at first, to enjoy looking out across the ocean. 
We saw a tail or two in the grey distance, and I learned about breaching, when the 
whale rises on its huge flukes, its curved body standing up out of the water, on 
display. The weather was fine , but I felt I was wasting my time. I thought my South 
African appreciation for big game up close - for elephants in massive, hairy 
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detail- made me reluctant to stare for the grey flick of what might have been a 
whale. Now I recall Ruth's eloquent scorn at my failure to enjoy the purpose of our 
trip. I see student papers spread out on the maroon cushions of the boat, a shifting 
desk chat I knelt at, my face bent over chem, lifting only now and then in a pretense 
of watching the sea. A weekend unlived and a friendship deferred. 

Rachelle wants me to learn to go to bed earlier, so my son won't come 
downstairs in the middle of the night, scowling against the light, and ask me what 
I'm doing. 

But she also wants me to hold conference hours. And she's reading me with 
her own mother in mind. She doesn't know I always make the time for reading aloud 
to my son, or for hearing every personal development, poem and essay Kim reports 
over the long distance line. She can't imagine how much I enjoy reading and writing 
on student papers- or how easy it is to live with an equalicarian husband who does 
more than half the housework and understands how important it is co listen to what 
students think. How can she know how happy I am co spend my life in conversation? 

It's time to go home. Pesto and spinach pasta and a huge salad. More of reading 
David's endless Piers Anthony to him in the bath, and then Mysterywith Shel. That 
leaves two, maybe even three good hours for Kafka papers. 
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Committee Meeting 
Michael Molloy 

Forms and approvals, 

Recommendations and precedents, 

Regulations and changes, 

Guidelines and deadlines. 

Halls that lead to longer halls, 

Doors that lead to ceilings, 

Stairs that rise to broomclosets, 

Windows that open onto walls. 

The terror of being trapped 

In other people's minds: 

The Winchester Mystery House, 

Compared to this, is simplicity itself. 
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Zippy's on Wai'alae Avenue 
Michael Molloy 

Old men in booths 

Read newspapers. 

"Order 97," 

A waitress calls. 

The workmen in blue jeans 

And blue T-shirts 

Drink Sprite together silencly. 

A yellow truck parks nearby. 

"How do you spell 'Porcagees'?" 

A waitress asks her friend. 

She fixes "Portuguese Bean Soup" 

On the sign above her head. 
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Afourney to Kota Belud 
Lena Low 

Looking back now as I retell chis story, I amaze myself I don't know from 
where the courage came. Bue there I was lase summer, the foolhardy one, bravely 
venturing out alone on a long, unfamiliar journey from Honolulu co the small town 
of Koca Belud, Malaysia. 

In truth, chis journey of mine co Koca Belud actually began in childhood. 
Growing up in British colonial Trinidad in the 1950s, I became intrigued by my 
mother's family. They were a great mystery. They weren't real. They had no names, 
no voices, no faces. They lived in far off places. Occasionally, my mother would 
receive letters from her family in chose airmail striped envelopes postmarked 
Surinam, China, Hong Kong, Malaya, Hawai' i - distant places chat were far 
beyond my island-bound child's imagination. The letters always made my mother 
happy. They made me curious. "Where dac?" I would ask. This was long before I 
went co school and learned the Queen's English and world geography. I would never 
gee a clear answer. le was hard for my mother co explain; perhaps she really didn't 
know. 

Like many Chinese women of her generation, my mother left China co join 
her husband- a man whose family had seeded in Trinidad, a benign tropical island 
in the Caribbean. I learned many, many years lacer chat theirs was not an arranged 
marriage. Her name was Gim Ying, Glimmering Gold; she had come out one day 
co watch her village team play a basketball game against a team from a neighboring 
village. And it was then and there that she spotted him. His name was Mook Chun, 
Spring Wood. How could she not fall in love with him? He was athletic, dark
haired, handsome, and good-humored. 

Then the nightmare ofWorld War II intervened. One night my mother, still 
a teenager, fled in terror alongwich all the women and children from the village into 
the nearby hills as the Japanese soldiers approached. The men, including her father, 
stayed behind to defend the village. They valiandy held off the enemy for awhile bu c, 
outnumbered and oucgunned, they eventually lose the fight. In the heat of the batde 
and under the cover of night, an enemy soldier crepe up co the roof of their house 
and fatally shoe her father. In chat single moment, my mother had become a teenager 
without a father. 

After World War II ended, both my mother and father found themselves glad 
co be alive. They had survived. Looking around at the encircling famine, misery, 
and chaos, they felt chat there was nothing left for chem in China. Ac che end of 
1949, they decided co gee married with a quick wedding ceremony. Then a month 
lacer, leaving his mother (my grandmother, Apo) his brothers, and his village behind 
in China, my father booked passage on an oil canker, setting off from Canton on 
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an incredible journey across rwo oceans (the Indian and the Aclantic) to join his 
father in Trinidad. His father (my grandfather, Agung), had himself set off on the 
same journey from China in 1920 to seek his fortune overseas. Forced to keep track 
of the War through periodic Chinese language newspapers in far off colonial 
Trinidad, Agung was more than happy to learn that his wife and children had 
survived. Two years lacer in 1951, my mother said good-bye to her widowed mother, 
her brothers, her sisters, and her small, rural village in China. She headed first for 
the big city of Hong Kong where, afrer a few days of rest, she boarded an airplane 
for the long journey from China to join her husband in Trinidad. 

Landing in Trinidad, she was at first taken aback by the sight of so many set 
gwee, "black ghosts." In time many of chem became her friends. And she soon 
learned to live among chem - the dark-skinned descendants of Africans and 
Indians who went to Trinidad to work the island's sugar plantations. Occasionally, 
she also encountered pak gwee, "white ghosts" - the descendants of Europeans who 
went to Trinidad co get rich or to Christianize the people there, or both. And some 
of these white ghosts also befriended her and helped her along the way. They all 
spoke English, a language which she at first did not understand, but which she 
quickly learned. 

When a woman married, according to Chinese custom, she became a part of 
her husband's family. She would lose all contact with her own family except during 
the Spring Festival when she was allowed to return to her home village to visit her 
family. For my mother, many a lonely and sad Spring Festival came and went afrer 
she got married. She could celebrate the Spring Festival but she could not go home 
to her village to visit her family. They were either dead or too far away. Her face was 
by now sealed with her husband's family in Trinidad. By 1955, the family had grown 
to include a father-in-law, a mother-in-law, a brother-in-law, a husband, and three 
children. It meant she washed, cleaned, and cooked for all of them in addition to 
working in the family store. She had become both wife and slave to her husband's 
family. 

In 1961, one of chose mysterious airmail striped letters arrived from Malaya. 
I couldn't read the letter; it was written in that chicken-scratch Chinese handwriting 
chat made no sense co me at all. By then I was nine years old. Yes, by then I had 
learned to read, but only English. My mother's reaction to the letter remains etched 
in my memory, even now - her sadness, her weeping. When I asked my father 
about the letter, he simply said, "Your mother's sister in Malaya died; she left behind 
some children." That was the first time that I learned about those children in 
Malaya: nameless, voiceless, faceless people - my mother's family. 

Looking back I now realize chat my mother's reaction to that letter bespoke 
her own deep fear chat the same unspeakable face would befall her. What if she were 
to die in Trinidad, a strange and alien place, amidst black ghosts and white ghosts, 
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far away from her kin and country? What would become of her children? What 
would become of her sister's children in Malaya? She couldn't help her sister's 
children. She couldn't even attend her sister's funeral. She was too far away, on the 
ocher side of the globe. She was powerless; she could do nothing but cry. 

Fast forward thirty years later, early May 1991. We are now living in Hawai' i. 
The circumstances surrounding my family's journey from Trinidad co Hawai ' i is 
another cale coo long co be cold here. My mother is happier. Now she is within 
shouting distance of two members of her family, her older sister ( Tyee or Elder 
Aunty) and her younger brother (Akew or Younger Uncle), both of whom live in 
Hawai'i. 

I cell my mother chat I'm leaving for Indonesia in three days; I'll be spending 
two months there on a Fulbright grant and will return ac the end of July. I cell her 
chat I've decided to cake a side trip from Indonesia co Malaysia (no longer called 
Malaya) co look for her sister's children. Fulbright grant? It means nothing co her. 
Her sister's children? She's full of questions and fears. "How ken you fine dem? You 
doan know where dey live. You doan know de place, de language. How ken you go 
by yuhself? What if someting happen co you?" My reply: "Don't worry, Mom." 
Inside I'm also celling myself, "Don't worry." Where do I find the courage co embark 
on chis near impossible search for my cousins in Malaysia? Is it my haunting 
childhood memory of my mother's reaction co chat letter in 1961? Is it the lingering 
unanswered question shared by my mother's family, "Whatever became of chose 
children in Malaysia?" I, coo, wonder whatever became of chose children after their 
mother died. Perhaps I am totally insane to embark on chis Malaysian adventure. 

In part, I am emboldened by an earlier successful search. Ten years ago, in the 
summer of 1982, I journeyed alone through China co look for my mother's older 
brother, Tykewor Elder Uncle. That journey was well worth the effort and hardship; 
I did indeed succeed in finding Elder Uncle. And what a gem he turned out to be: 
a kind, patient, soft-spoken man of great wisdom. The family circle had closed a bit 
more, but it was still incomplete. 

Tykew soon became my link co those chi ldren in Malaysia. On a subsequent 
visit to China in 1984, co my complete surprise, he handed me a piece of paper with 
a name and address scribbled on it: Chin Su On, Public Works Department, Kota 
Belud, East Malaysia. I've been hanging on co chis thread of information over the 
lase seven years, and now in 1991 I chink I will finally have an opportunity to use 
ic co try to find chose children. I have a vision of myself knocking on the doors of 
the Public Works Department, trying to explain myself co some baffled Malaysian 
government official. I feel like Sherlock Holmes, Dick Tracy, Nancy Drew-trying 
to solve a mystery. Where is Kora Belud? My mother is no help ac alJ; she has no idea 
where it is. 
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I buy a guidebook, Fodor's Southeast Asia, which to my disappointment, makes 
no mention of Kora Belud. I return co the bookstore to check out another 
guidebook, the Lonely Planet's Southeast Asia On A Shoestring, the backpacker's 
guidebook. I'm standing in the aisle of the bookstore, turning to the place index at 
the back of the book. "Bingo, Kora Belud! It's in the guidebook! It's a real place! It 
really does exist!" I'm so excited I can hardly contain myself; I want co shout co 
everybody in the bookstore. 

The day before my departure, I stop by mother's house to say good-bye. She 
repeats all her questions and fears. I begin to doubt myself; maybe she's right. I 
should abandon chis trip co Malaysia. She hands me a black and white photograph 
of four young children-her sister's children in Malaysia. She says the picture came 
from Tjee; and she chinks it was taken in 1955. I can only guess that my mother and 
her sister dug deep into their closets over the last two days to find chis photo. I am 
encouraged by the thought chat they really want me to find these children, despite 
their fears for me on chis journey. 

My Fulbright stay in Indonesia is both memorable and fantastic. To describe 
it in brief here would not do justice co the entire experience, and besides I would 
digress from my main tale. I catch a plane from Ambon co Ujungpandang in Ease 
Indonesia, then on co Jakarta and Singapore, spending a few days in each city. Along 
the way my luggage is lose and found, and I have many a high adventure. Leaving 
Singapore at 5 p.m., I cake a five-hour bus ride across the border to Johore Bahru, 
Malaysia. There are hordes of people walking across the border in both directions; 
lorries and cars line up for miles at the border. We finally arrive at the Johore Bahru 
airport for my 10 p.m. flight to Koca Kinabalu in Sabah chat used to be called North 
Borneo. 

In Kora Kinabalu I end up at a hotel from hell; the room is awful but it has 
the minimum requirements: air conditioning and running hot water. Besides, it's 
1 a.m. in the morning, and I am coo dead tired to go looking for another hotel. I 
kill a couple of very large cockroaches with my rubber slippers. The sheets and pillow 
cases smell like hair pomade, perhaps from the previous occupant; I guess they 
weren't able co wash it all out. It's about 2:30 in the morning as I try to fall asleep 
on top of my sarong chat I very carefully spread out over the bed to cover up the hair 
pomade odor. 

The next morning I walk a few miles to the airline office to buy my return 
ticket co the mainland and return co check out of the hotel from hell. "How do I gee 
co Kora Belud?" I ask the bellhop. He says it costs one hundred U.S. dollars by taxi. 
I reply chat's coo expensive; my guidebook says I can catch a bus for about four U.S. 
dollars. He calls a taxi co cake me co the bus station. The taxi driver is Chinese; I feel 
a bit safer with him compared co last night's Casanova taxi driver who said ifI were 

40 



THE JOURNAL OF THE UNIVERSITT OF HAW AJ 'l COMMUNITY COLLEGF.S ~ 

lonely he would come the next morning to cake me around. He asks where I am 
going. I reply, "To Koca Belud to look for my cousins." 

Ac the bus station, the minivan buses are parked along the road and the drivers 
aresittingunder the trees. As I gee out of the taxi, I am mobbed by men asking where 
I'm going. The Chinese taxi driver shoos them away and calls out, "Ah Fat, she's 
going to Koca Belud." Hey, I understand every word he's saying; he's speaking 
Hakka, my family's dialect! The bus driver is also Chinese; a call , strapping man, he 
grabs my heavy bagwich one hand and tosses it in the back of chevan. The taxi driver 
cells me to get in the bus and says good-bye. The bus driver, meanwhile, returns to 
the spot where the ocher drivers are sitting under the trees. In a few minutes he comes 
back to the bus and asks me, "Where you come?'' "Hawai'i," I reply. My answer 
doesn't register. "Where?" he asks again. "Hawai'i, in the Pacific, America," I reply. 
He lapses into Chinese, "Why do you go to Kora Belud?" I show him the black and 
white photo of the children. "You know them?" I ask. "How old?" he asks. I reply, 
"I think 1955." He laughs like he thinks I'm crazy, hands back the photo, and walks 
back to the spot where the other drivers are sitting under the trees. 

Soon the bus fills up with passengers, and we sec off from Koca Kinabalu for 
Koca Belud. One hour outside of Kota Kinabalu, one of the passengers gets out to 
run an errand so we park on the side of the road, waiting for him to come back. The 
bus driver gets out of his seat and walks around to the back of the bus. He opens the 
side door and points to my bag, indicating that he wants to see the photo. He shakes 
his head and, speaking in Bahasa Malaysian, he points to each child in the photo, 
rattling off what sounds to me like Chinese names and the names of the towns Kora 
Kinabalu and Koca Belud. "Does he know chem?" I ask che English-speaking young 
Malaysian man sitting behind me. "Yes, he chinks he might know them," he replies. 
I'm more excited than ever as our fellow passenger returns, and we resume the 
journey to Kora Belud. 

It's a long, eighty-kilometer bus ride along a winding mountain road. I'm 
expecting the worst since the guidebook says that there is nothing much to see in 
Kora Belud; it is definitely not a popular tourist stop. The weather is extremely hot, 
but the scenery is beautiful. The vegetation is tropical and reminds me of Hawai'i. 
After a few hours of driving, we stop for a cold drink in Rantepao. It's a quaint town: 
wooden buildings, some with huge yellow jacket nests in the rafters, shops packed 
with merchandise and only a few people and a few cars. It's also very hot, and after 
a half hour's rescwe are ready for the rest of the journey over more winding mountain 
roads. After several hours of driving, we finally arrive in Koca Belud. It's a very small 
town, which is a good sign since I always feel safer in such places, and the people are 
usually friendlier than in the big cities. The bus driver lees out the ocher passengers 
in the town square and motions to me co stay on the bus. We drive a few blocks from 
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the town square, past a lime green painted mosque on the hillside. The driver puts 
his head out the bus window and, speaking in Chinese, he says to the woman 
walking out the door, "I have your cousin here from America." Imagine, chis 
stranger arriving at your doorstep, saying she's your cousin! How do I explain myself 
to chem? She speaks in Hakka, and somehow I know immediately chat chis is my 
cousm. 

The family mystery is solved. I have found chose children in Malaysia, chose 
children whom my mother's sister left behind when she died in 1961. I marvel at 
how lucky I was to board Ah Fats bus, a million-to-one chance char I was able to find 
a bus driver who would actually know chem and deliver me safely to their door in 
Kora Belud. My cousin, Su Yun, says chat it is her mother's spirit that led me to chem. 
Tears come to our eyes as we share the thought chat after thirty years the family circle 
is finally made complete. 

Those children in Malaysia are no longer children; they are all in their forties, 
happy and healthy, with families of their own. They are wonderful people, and I am 
happy to call chem cousin. There are five of chem: four female cousins (Su Jin, Su 
Yun, SuMoi, and Su Len) and one male cousin (Su On). I am struck by my cousins' 
eyes; they have my mother's eyes. Three of chem speak English so communication 
is easy. They have many questions about their mother, Con Fung, and their mother's 
family. To my dismay, I find chat I am unable to answer their questions because I 
really don't know much about my mother's family. I promise to find the answers to 
their questions from my mother and 7j,eewhen I return to Hawai'i. My mother's 
family is real; they are no longer nameless, voiceless, faceless people who live in far 
off places. 

Epilogue. On the weekend, we travel several kilometers by car to visit Kinabalu 
National Park located on Mount Kinabalu, the tallest mountain in Southeast Asia. 
I discover char the summit (14,000 feet) is called Lows Peak. Lowis my father's family 
name! indeed, I was meant to take chis journey to Kora Belud. 

(The author wishes to acknowledge the Summer 1992 Writing Across the 
Curriculum Institute, co-directed by Shel Hershinow and jean Shibuya, during which 
the first draft of this story was prepared. She also extends special thanks to her colleagues, 
Dolores Donovan and Howard Driver, who provided invaluable help in the preparation 
of the final version.) 
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The Renaissance Technical Vocational Education Student 
Brian J Isaacson 

What does it take to be a successful vocational technical education student 
these days? It takes more educational preparation than I acquired. I have to make 
a concerted effort to try to keep up with technological progress, and I'm always 
behind. 

When I was in high school, there was a track system; one was either preparing 
for a four-year college or in the trades as a vocational student. The vocational 
students looked like the Fonz, but were not as articulate and personable. I imagined 
that they had knives in their boots, and I could see their tattoos, the grease in their 
hair, and the cigarette packs rolled up in their shirtsleeves. Everyone thought they 
had a dim future. 

I was on the college track, but as I worked to earn money to put myself through 
school, I became seduced by technology. Technology is seductive because one can 
see the results of one's efforts in very concrete ways. No endless discussions of 
epistemology without definite conclusions, no analysis of truth and beauty, no 
discussions of the esthetic qualities of an ode to a rose. Beauty was the fact that an 
engine was assembled correctly; truth was the fact that it ran. The guys (and it 
usually was guys) in the vocational program understood that knowing a trade was 
to have personal power to affect the world. With a little knowledge and skill, a trade 
student could take a junk car, chop it, channel it, hop up the motor, paint it, cruise 
around and look cool, or in other words, gain the respect and admiration of his 
peers. It also meant that he had wheels and knew how to keep them rolling. He knew 
a trade that people needed so he could make a living. Simply as a practical matter, 
I would encourage anyone getting an academic education to learn a skill or a trade 
that people need as well. When times get tough, having a trade gives one something 
to fal l back on, as it will at least pay the bills. People don't always need market analysts 
or political consultants, but they often need plumbers, mechanics or electricians. 

The college-bound crowd looked down on the trade students. This was a 
reflection, perhaps, of the general attitude about the relative worth of tradespeople 
as opposed to the college educated. Historically, traditional trade ski lls had been in 
the hands of gui lds, and intellectual knowledge was fostered by churches or the 
wealthy, dividing the value of different types of work along class lines. This is a rough 
and ready division, but it has persisted for the last several hundred years and persists 
in the educational system today. 

The traditional vocational/academic split maintains the idea that "real" 
college level work is done in the academic classes. It was thought that vocational 
classes were filled with students who weren't bright enough to go to "real" college 
classes. Technology is forcing some changes to that traditional view. I joke with 
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academic instructors at HCC that soon the students who aren't bright enough to do 
the really difficult intellectual work will just have to be relegated to taking academic 
courses. 

Let's look at some examples. Welders used to be simple rod burners, dressed 
in medieval costumes of leather and canvas, complete with gauntlets and helmets, 
sparking together crude joints, looking as if they belonged in Dante's Inferno. Today, 
welders make precise welds in hundreds of specialized alloys for thousands of 
applications, using dozens of techniques that produce clean and dependable joints. 
Welders need to have extensive knowledge of materials, metallurgy, weld dynamics, 
testing methods, and they are tested and certificated for dozens of welding 
specialties. It takes two years offull-time study, often five or six hours a day of theory 
and practice, to gain the knowledge necessary to be a qualified beginning welder. 
They are periodically recertified and must learn new techniques as the field 
progresses. 

Aircraft mechanics used to be greasy guys wearing backwards baseball caps, 
wrenches in hand, muscling cylinders off of dirty, round engines which dripped oil. 
Modern aircraft technicians spend most of their time with technical information 
and records, diagnosing systems malfunctions and inspecting the aircraft to ensure 
continued airworthiness and safety. The modern transport aircraft has over 200 on
board computer systems, and the knowledge required to keep them and the rest of 
the systems functioning perfectly requires over two years of full-time schooling, 
seven hours a day, just to be qualified in a starting position. The graduate is 
knowledgeable enough to begin specific and recurrent training in the industry, once 
hired. The Aeronautics Department is exploring the idea of having a three-and-a
half-year program to allow the students to take more extensive general education 
courses for a meaningful associate degree. 

Have you looked under the hood of your car lately? The corner garage 
mechanic, cigar in mouth, crescent wrench and hammer in hand, ready to tune up 
your car for $9.95 plus parts, has no place in the world of a modern automotive 
technician. HCC has just added a third year of high technology automotive 
maintenance classes to handle the computer-controlled, complex automotive 
systems of today. How complex are they? In the next several years you should be 
seeing computer-controlled active suspensions as a regular feature in road cars. The 
current Formula One builder's champion, Williams-Renault, has been running 
away from the competition on the racetrack, using a computer-controlled, active 
suspension system to increase effective traction and speed. Those controls will join 
the other computer systems in cars that control fuel metering and combustion 
behaviors, environmental systems, lighting, informational displays and soon, 
navigational displays. Automotive technicians are required to take recurrent train
ing as new models are produced and the technology progresses, and are subject to 
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a periodic recertification cycle. What happened to our hot-rodder? Now she is 
sitting at a computer terminal, changing the advance curve set in the EPROM in 
the engine controls box, because the performance analysis software suggests that 
change for better power given the present atmospheric and track conditions 
combined with history of the engine. She can turn a wrench, too. 

We are surrounded by technology, much of which didn't exist twenty or even 
ten years ago. People complain about not being able to program their VCRs. This 
is only the tip of the iceberg. Much of the technology people aren't even aware of 
is hidden behind a simple-looking control interface. The technology is getting more 
complex and, one hopes, more intelligent. Are people slaves to technology? Think 
about living and working without a car in this society. How do we feel when the 
electricity goes off? How many of the appliances, vehicles or devices we use every 
day do we actually understand? The technicians who work with them have to 
understand them, because eventual ly, they will fail or need maintenance, and the 
technicians have the responsibility to repair them. In some industries, such as 
aviation, the responsibility is absolute. The repair must be correct and the technician 
is personally responsible for certifying that it is correct. If the repair fai ls, the 
technician winds up in court. As for the fate of the passengers, let's hope the back
up systems kicked in and worked correctly. 

This preponderance of technology will have, or should have, an effect on 
education. What should happen is an integration of the technical and academic 
departments in higher education, and in the lower grades as well. The traditional 
separation of disciplines without realistic interrelationships promotes an un
founded separation of knowledge and applied skills. The gross separation is between 
mechanics or technologists on one side, and scholars or academicians on the ocher. 
The finer separations are those between the various disciplines as listed in most 
college catalogs. We can't afford to have technical drones who have little knowledge 
of the world and its issues, and we can't afford to have academic students who have 
little knowledge of technology and its implications, as everyone will be surrounded 
by technology and dependent on it. One solution would be to team-teach related 
sciences, technologies and liberal arts classes, integrating the disciplines in the 
classroom as they are in the real world. 

What sort of student is ready for a technological education? Students who are 
well-grounded in math, basic sciences, critical chinking, computer skills, who can 
communicate verbally and through writing, and who can read and comprehend 
technical literature. This is not to say chat other, more traditionally academic areas 
should be ignored. Well-prepared students will be able to integrate the knowledge 
they have gained about the world into their technical knowledge as well. In other 
pares of the world, some of the most active minds belong to technicians, who have 
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an education that is unexpectedly broad and deep. Not only are they experts in their 
technical areas, but they are aware of what is going on in their country and the world. 
They are informed as well as extensively technically educated. They also know that 
technical education is a continuing process because technology continues to expand 
in scope and complexiry. Working people of the future will be in a continuing 
process of learning new technologies and improvements to incorporate into their 
working environment. 

Our future as citizens of the United States and the world will present us with 
some challenges that earlier generations have not had to face. Few people realize it, 
but there has been a profound change in world economics. Most countries in the 
world are counting on being able to produce goods for other markets beyond what 
they produce for their internal consumption. There are few populations who will 
be consumers for any market surpluses as they will be counting on having buyers 
for their surplus. The simple addition of the former Soviet Bloc countries to the 
world production ranks leaves very few countries who will be markets for excess 
production. Everyone wants to produce, every country wants to sell its surplus for 
a profit. Who will buy the surpluses? 

Ironically, just as many formerly socialist countries are jumping on the free 
market bandwagon, another potential limitation to production is becoming more 
prominent. Ecological issues may determine future economic decisions worldwide, 
if we are fortunate. If we are not fortunate, the haves and have-noes, the competitors 
in various markets, the polluters and non-polluters will revert to trying to settle their 
differences a la Clausewitz, who felt that war was diplomacy carried out by other 
rrieans. War may become not only an extension of diplomacy but an extension of 
economic policy as well, which is not, of course, a new circumstance. The idea of 
every country which has an economic stake in world markets participating in a war 
is too horrible to contemplate, but one could read Orwell 's J 984if a preview of the 
delights of chat si tuation were desired. Our impending novel economic and 
environmental situation may force us to develop new, positive ideas to handle our 
new problems, rather than reverting to old, destructive solutions. 

Like it or not, the focus of our efforts will have to be international, and 
preparation for personal international relations has been traditionally weak in the 
United States. At the close of the Second World War, the United States was one of 
the few countries with a powerful industrial machine basically untouched by the 
devastation of the war. Our industrial capabilities were greater than any other nation 
on earth, and we were way ahead of the rest of the world in terms of economic 
capabilities. We didn't have to bother to adapt to other countries' habits and 
languages since they would be forced to follow our lead. They followed it so well in 
some cases, with our help, that their econom ic capabilities are embarrassing us in 
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the world markets. We need to be prepared for international communication and 
cooperation. We have lost the cushion that being the victor in the Second World 
War gained for us. We have to meet the rest of the world on their level, and that level 
is rising every day as they spend more effort on education and industrial develop
ment than we do. Their students are smart, and ours have good scores in video 
games. Ours like hamburgers but don't know how to make change when they sell 
one, and can't find Kansas on a map. 

Hopefully, the efforts that we will be making in the future will be international 
efforts. Many industries depend heavily on the cooperation of companies all over 
the world staffed by individuals with differing cultural backgrounds. English may 
be almost accepted as a universal language of business, but it is rude and stupid to 
expect people from the rest of the world to learn our bizarre language while we make 
little effort to learn theirs, or little effort to have a basic familiarity with the 
important cultural influences in their lives. 

If we are able to cooperate well with the rest of the world, we'll do so better 
with a multicultural understanding. People who live in H awai' i have some under
standing of multicultural living si nce they have been living and working in a 
multicultural environment for years. Perhaps we can show others who do not live 
in H awai' i a successful path to living and working with other people who are 
significantly different from them. They'll need it not only because of the shift in 
world markets, but because of the changing demographics of mainland communi
ties which are getting more culturally diverse. 

Those of us who live in H awai' i will have some unique problems to deal with. 
The three mainstays of our economy may fa il us in the near future. Our plantation 
agricultural system would collapse without price supports, and if other countries 
continue to be more competitive in sugar and pineapple, the support for those 
industries may become untenable. As the level of threat from our Cold War 
opponents drops, the pullback of the military may leave H awai' i with far fewer 
government-supported jobs. As personnel are pulled out and bases are closed down , 
the economy suffers proportionately. Ask any of the communities who have lost 
bases on the mainland. Lost jobs are counted in the thousands, lost income in the 
millions. H awai' i counts heav ily on tourism for income. Many parts of the world 
are developi ng their exotic and beautiful locations for tourists, while Hawai' i has 
always counted on being on the route to somewhere else. Airplanes had to stop and 
refuel in H awai' i, so people would stop in the islands and spend their money. Newer 
aircraft don't have to stop, and some carriers are overflying Hawai ' i because it is too 
expensive. As the costs of a H awai' i vacation rise, if there is nothing attractive and 
extraordinary to draw people to us, they will choose other destinations, and we' ll be 
in the same situation as the little towns on the mainland that used to be on the main 
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roads. When the interstate bypassed them, their businesses died. We are not 
immune from the same type of situation. 

We should be building clean high-tech industries, unique tourist attractions, 
technological training institutions, multicultural education and energy-indepen
dent technologies. If we depend on our traditional sources of income, we will wither 
and die. We should also support che development of aviation training, servicing and 
maintenance efforts, so that carriers have a good reason to continue to come to 
Hawai ' i. Many other areas in the world give aviation businesses economic help in 
order reap che benefits of having an expensive high-tech industry employing 
workers and creating income. Hawai'i doesn't help aviation, but charges operators 
whatever the market will bear, keeping coses high, fares up, and local operators on 
the brink of financial disaster. Inexpensive airfares, progressive industries, and 
unique tourist draws can keep money flowing into Hawai'i. 

How should we prepare, or rather, how should the educational system 
prepare students for chis new world? There will be, I believe, even less justification 
than ever for maintaining the split between the vocational students and the 
academically prepared students. Classes that formerly were separated by discipline 
divisions will have to incorporate a more integrated structure of knowledge, where 
the real world interrelationships are explained and explored. Problem solving will 
become a primary focus, and both technological problems and abstract problems 
will be used to develop the required skills that students will need to be effective in 
the new cooperative/ competitive economy that will develop out of the wasteful free 
market structure. 

This interdisciplinary education should start at the lowest grades possible and 
continue through the educational periods that we have previously thought to be 
reserved for specialized study. Funding of graduate research for specific problems, 
which has often been financed by special economic interests in the past, may give 
way to research into the problems that arise out of the interaction of traditional 
economics and environmental limitations. We won't have the luxury of funding 
studies that benefit specific protected industries or interest groups. We'll have 
interrelated problems, and will have to teach students to analyze and handle char 
complexity. 

We may have to abandon traditional teaching methods in order to ensure the 
interrelationship of the disciplines involved in a path of study. Team teaching by 
several instructors in interrelated fields could assure a broad exposure to the 
interrelated questions in the fields. If the physical presence of one or several other 
instructors is not possible in a specific location, distance learning, two-way audio 
visual communication between locations, may allow the input necessary to broaden 
che perspectives of the students in the class. Combining new technologies and using 
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them effectively may allow accelerated learning of basic concepts and a guide to the 
interrelations of the factors under study. 

More emphasis will have to be placed on language and cultural studies, 
integrated with ocher subjects such as economics, sociology, psychology, political 
science, history, ecology, and technologies because the people who we will be dealing 
with and have to know about live their lives in an integrated fashion, not as separate 
subjects. Being the crude American with a fat bankroll will not be adequate in the 
coming decades, since our bankroll isn't worth as much on the world markets, and 
goods chat we have traditionally marketed are up against some stiff competition and 
losing. 

In order to provide an integrated education, the traditional liberal education 
program won't be sufficient. What usually happens in a four-year degree program 
is that the student eventually integrates some of what has been presented by the 
instructors in different disciplines. Liccle effort is made to provide possible connec
tions or an environment where connections can be made. It is too easy for 
instructors to present a set of ideas in a lecture, test the student for the proper 
responses, give a grade, and move on to the next class. That will be insufficient to 
deal with the scope and detail of problems we'll have in the future. Our teachers will 
have to use the broad education they have gained to help students make connections 
by integrating their primary discipline with related issues, disciplines and technolo
gies. 

An example of an integrated class would be a class in Ethics, Cultural 
Influences and Technology in the Workplace. The instructors involved might be a 
technical instructor, a philosophy instructor and an anthropology instructor. This 
combination would be valuable because technicians make decisions constantly, 
many purely technical, but often biased or influenced by other factors, including the 
ethics of the situation. The class could be a combination of lectures, seminars, 
presentation of cases and discussion. The different instructors would cover the 
gamut of the considerations involved in the different cases presented and discussed, 
including a formalization of the process used to define alternatives and reach a 
decision. Technicians will be making decisions with ethical import as they work. 
They need the tools to analyze the situations and make the best decisions they can. 

Culturally, people make decisions based on different ideas of what is the 
correct action, and we should expect that workers in businesses with international 
ties will be confronted with situations with great potential for misunderstanding. 
A sample situation to discuss: an aircraft has an engine with marginal health 
indications. The technical instructor can provide the background for the scenario. 
Chances are very good that it will be safe until reaching the maintenance base, but 
it isn't a sure thing. To pull an engine change will take the aircrafr out of service for 
seven hours, necessitate the transport of an empty aircrafr to pick up the stranded 
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passengers, foul up a carefully planned schedule and cost the company substantially. 
The workers involved in the decision are a Chinese, a North American, a Peruvian 
and a Saudi Arabian. Should they approve the engine for the flight? Who is likely 
co object and why? Who wouldn't wane co cake the responsibility for the decision 
and why? Who would feel the risk is economically justified? Who would stick by the 
rules no matter what? Who will pressure the ochers co maintain an on-rime record? 
Who would abandon the passengers ro destiny? How would various decisions and 
resulting interchanges affect their future relationships? Given perceptive and skilled 
instructors, valuable insight and skills could be developed by exploring such 
scenanos. 

The important idea is, however, like it or not, ready or not, changes will be 
caking place in the world chat we can anticipate because of what has already 
happened in world policies, economies and markers. Some changes will cake place 
char we cannot anticipate. Twenty years ago, some of what we cake for granted now 
would have been considered science fiction , but basically understandable. Ocher 
parts of our life would have been surprising and unanticipated, seemingly appearing 
out of nowhere. We'll have chose same types of surprising occurrences; all societies 
do. We need students who are broadly educated, and able co learn new ideas and 
interrelationships as we progress and as problems develop. 

I could be paranoid and anticipate a plunge into a dark age of constant 
economic war and a grim struggle for what little remains of the resources chat the 
world has co offer. I believe, however, chat with the application of intelligence and 
a broad understanding of ocher peoples and culcures, we can work something out 
with the rest of the world, so chat we can all gee taken care of reasonably and we can 
cake care of chis little ball of rock and water chat has kept us alive so far. We should 
be prepared co cackle some cough problems and cry co solve chem with overall social 
benefit in mind - not necessarily personal profit, as personal profit hasn't kept us 
all fed or clothed so far, and has left us wi ch some distressing difficulties co deal with. 
With an educated effort, we can keep the planet alive, and us with it. 

The dark side of human capabilities is the capacity for cruelty, stupidity, greed 
and hostility, among numerous ochers. The bright side is an almost infinite capacity 
for curiosity, grace, intelligence and learni ng. We need co join in an effort ro culcivace 
chose positive capacities. Learning is something people can do for the rest of their 
lives. The human family and our home planet will need our best efforts in the 
coming years co survive and progress. Those best efforts scare with the best education 
we can provide. The best education is insightful , integrated, stimulating and open
ended. 

(This was the text of a speech delivered at Honolulu Community College's Phi Theta 

Kappa honor society initiation ceremony in fa ll 1992.) 
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Transition 
Pat Douville 

Cold winds buffet my mind 

Allowing no feelings of warmth. 

Numb with confusion 

The icicles of fear and doubt 

Cling to my thoughts. 

I need my inner guide 

To melt the tears 

But the condensation 

Continues to cloud my transition. 
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Calmly, Quietly 
Alan C Ragains 

He lay on the bed, 

his back resting 

against white sheets. 

I held his hand 

as we spoke of daily concerns: 

books to translate, 

Chinese herb therapy, 

regaining his strength. 

Talking calmly, quietly, 

tears welled, 

then fell across my cheek. 

Months earlier 

I saw him 

in a similar room. 

A strangely familiar man 

stood before me. 

But now, skin stretched 

over stark bones, 

distorting the earthly man. 

Even the mind 

seemed more distant, 

spiritual, reaching, grasping: 

giving credibility 

to what had not existed before. 
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It has been a long time 

since I sat on that bed. 

Occasionally I would reach for him, 

but received no response 

and the memory seemed to fade. 

When he died, 

or how I heard, 

escapes me. 

When I think of him 

there's a blankness in me, 

a void of feelings. 

But images of 

talking calmly, quietly, 

while tears welled 

then fell across my cheek 

still remain. 
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A Hillbilly Song 
G. S. Gulliksen 

Al Toon and his twin daughters moved to Loveland, Colorado from outside 
of Gatlenburg, Tennessee. The neighborhood children (and parents) in the small 
western but growing neighborhood in Loveland thought the Toons were as close as 
you could get (in Loveland, anyway) to what you call "white trash." In other words, 
they were poor, and they had an accent. In other words, other than the accent, they 
were like every other hardworking, vanishing, middle-class family in our neighbor
hood that was just past the famous Loveland cherry orchards, just west of Lake 
Loveland, at the base of the great Rocky Mountains. 

Al Toon had lost three fingers on his right hand. He lost them in Korea, or 
maybe from a factory accident. I don't really know. He was the kind of man who 
wanted to shake each and every person's hand when they came around to hear him 
softly pick his guitar on his own front porch. As children, we enjoyed listening to 
him sing his hillbilly songs (mostly Woody Guthrie's ) but were afraid of that two
fingered right-hand handshake. Even so, many summer evenings we would sit in 
circles and sip lemonade and listen to the frogs croaking in the nearby irrigation 
ditches and the young coyotes yapping close by in the pink and purple foothills and 
Al Toon gently two-finger picking his old Martin guitar. 

Al Toon had twin teenage girls who wore Levi cut-offs high on their creamy 
white-trash thighs and wet B.VD. T-shirts as they washed their father's '56 Buick 
stationwagon with Tennessee plates, the kind of car before back seat belts, with just 
an upholstered cord to hold onto along the back of the sofa-sized front seat. I 
suppose I was as afraid of the twins and their unknown thighs as the inevitable two
fingered handshake greeting from Al Toon. Still, I loved many summer evenings on 
their front porch. 

This was in the late spring of 1968. My buddies and I were in between playing 
kick the can and Playboys. We were boys at ten, eleven, and twelve who wanted to 
continue "playing" but knew that cowboy and Indian time was swiftly slipping 
away, easing into the summer thunderstorm sky like a lullaby. Boredom and boys
soon-to-be teenagers can be a lethal mix. Summer was close, school would soon be 
over, and there were no fields for us to tend nearby. 

So this was spring, and carloads of people from Denver or Cheyenne would 
drive up or down to look in wonder upon the famous cherry blossoms in the 
Loveland cherry orchards. We would sneak into the orchards late at night and eat 
our fill and more of the ripe, plump fruit during the proper season. Every local 
garage had many empty cherry-stained buckets alongside their walls by the fertilizer 
bags. The orchards were filled with blossoms, the ponds were filled with fat carp (we 
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would hunt chem with bow and arrows), the growing subdivision was filled with 
bulldozers for children to climb, and Mr. Al Toon and his daughters were out of 
town. They were back in Tennessee for a funeral, or something like chat. 

Before the Toons moved into their house, their backyard was the local boys' 
football field. Ocher than a clothesline pole chat had rusted our and broken off, 
sticking up now like a sharpened iron cross, the yard was perfect for our games. So 
while the Toons were away, we returned to play football in their backyard. One 
afternoon Bobby Leasenhope accidentally punted our over-inflated plastic Rawlings 
football through the Toons' garage window. When we climbed in through the 
broken window of the garage to get the ball and then the hell out of there, one of 
us checked the door to the kitchen and found chat it was unlocked. This unlocked 
door scared us more than the broken window, but being we were boys, we decided 
to go on into Al Too n's home. Just to look around, not to cause any trouble. Actually 
most of us had been in the house before anyway. Certainly I had been welcome in 
the Toon house before. 

Every single one of us going into the house that day knew it was morally and 
Christian wrong, but not a single one of us said a word about it. Like silent and 
scared church mice, we made our way from the clean kitchen, through the living 
room, to the teenage twins' underwear drawer. We touched the wire and lace and 
white cotton garments as the blacklighc poster of Elvis looked down from above. 
The phone rang, and we fled like pyromaniacs co a fire alarm. 

Now I suppose with our good Christian upbringing we should have left the 
house and chat experience for what it was - over. For some odd and unexplainable 
reason, we didn't. 

Bucchie, Tommy, and Ronnie King were three demented (demonic, our 
mothers said) brothers living in a broken home on our perfect block. They were 
from Texas and had an accent too, but they seemed co have money. They smoked 
cigarettes, or cancer sticks as Ronnie called chem, shoplifted at the Safeway, and, of 
course, got in trouble when they were in school. I remember Tommy chasing his 
little, naked brother Bucchie around the house, outside in the cold air one snowy 
Sunday morning with a rake. One time Butchie explained to us his family was rich; 
he proudly cold us they had three rakes. Our mothers encouraged us not to "play" 
with the King boys. Bue we were growing out of chat "play" stage now, and we had 
an adult discovery we wanted to share. The last time we dealt with the King boys, 
Ronnie King (the oldest) and my big brother Si arranged for a big bicycle race. All 
the younger kids pooled our allowance money and fireworks savings to buy candy 
awards and prizes for every rider and winner. While we pumped our way around the 
block twenty-five times or so on our Schwinn Stingray bicycles with white or red 
speckled banana seats, Ronnie and my brother Si ate all the candy awards. My 
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brother Si was a good guy; Ronnie King just sort of had a bad boy way about him 
chat got people to do things for him, like steal cancer sticks from the Safeway. 

My group of playmates proudly marched over to the King boys and brother 
Si and announced the grand news that we had snuck into the Toons' house. They 
put down their Mad magazines (fifteen cents cheap) and Ronnie's eyes lie up as he 
demanded to know how we got in. We lemming-like cold him, and off we all went 
to re-enter the forbidden zone. 

By the time we arrived at the broken garage window, my friends and I knew 
we made a mistake in celling chis secret information to the Kings. Maybe a big 
mistake, but it was too lace. What could we do? Two of the younger boys, I chink 
the Goldberg brothers, left the Toons' backyard in tears as Ronnie threatened chem 
co keep their big baby mouths shut about this when they got home. I climbed in the 
window after my big brother Si. Was it morbid curiosity or peer pressure or a simple 
lack of childhood courage not to turn and go away, or even go tell someone, an adulc 
maybe? No way. Anyway, we all climbed in the broken garage window and opened 
the door and snuck (or broke) back into Al Toon's home. 

I chink all of us watched passively in horror as Ronnie King started ripping 
open kitchen cupboards and breaking plates and smashing drinking glasses on the 
floor. He went a little mad, or more mad, as far as Ronnie was concerned, which 
wasn't far at all. He tore open the refrigerator door and then squirted French's 
mustard and Heinz ketchup out of squeeze bottles all over the walls and floor. He 
poured Log Cabin syrup on the kitchen placemats . He laughed hysterically as he 
emptied the milk boccie and then threw all the good fruits and vegetables down the 
basement stairs. My brother Si told him enough was enough. Ronnie smiled a scary 
smile and pulled out four cans of sixteen-ounce Coors beer from the fridge. He 
threw us a church key and the Coors and dared us to suck up the beers while he 
finished up. I was now afraid, very afraid. Ronnie had become something out of a 
Graham Greene story but without the justification. Though I suppose being a 
sixteen-year-old male in America in 1968 like Ronnie did justify some sort of 
temporary insanity. I believe he wanted to destroy the whole inside of chis house, 
or at least destroy the inside of something. The younger Kings and kids and my 
brother and I just gulped down the stolen Rocky Mountain beer and watched, just 
watched, in disbelief Ronnie tore open all the rest of the cabinets and flung 
everything to the floor. He plugged up the sinks and turned on both faucets. He was 
finished with the kitchen and was headed to the living room, when again, mercifully, 
the phone rang. Panic. Everyone fled. Ronnie first. Bue not before my brother Si 
turned off both kitchen faucets, like big brothers are supposed to do. On the way 
home my brother asked me ifl was O.K.? As ifl didn't just break into a neighbor's 
house, as ifl didn't inform the lunatic fringe of the unlocked door, as ifl didn't watch 
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as a neighbor kid almost destroyed the inside ofa neighbor's house, as ifl didn't know 
big trouble was coming my way because of all this ... I guess I'm O.K. I said. 

Two days later, when the Toons returned, my brother and I knew the police 
were only across the street and four houses down, searching, like a rancher for lost 
lambs, for us. They would find us, eventually, we knew. Like Cagney and Bogart, 
we snuck upstairs to our shared room to hide and divert ourselves with a game of 
Chutes and Ladders. The King boys fled from their broken home to the police and 
told them my brother and I were the ringleaders behind the wanton destruction and 
senseless vandalization. Actually, I was the first one to enter the house and I was the 
one to inform Ronnie King of the unlocked door. That insight gnawed at my 
stomach or was it fear from my heart pounding inside my feeble rib cage? 

I was basically blubbering before the police knocked at our door. When they 
did, they sternly spoke to our mother (our father was away on business) and then 
took my brother and me and the King boys and a few of my playmates, with our 
parents, down to the Loveland police station. The police and our parents wanted to 
scare us, and they did. Certainly the younger boys and I were petrified. They showed 
us the jail cells, and I thought that's where Ronnie will one day end up. They 
explained to us about juvenile hall and Ronnie said, under his breath, he had already 
been there in Texas. For some reason I was thinking about Pinocchio and Pleasure 
Island when my mother clued my brother and me in on the whipping we were going 
to get as soon as my father returned. All these images flooded my mind. But what 
I remember most was Al Toon telling the police, in his gentle Southern drawl, that 
he wasn't going to file any charges, then picking up a Bic ballpoint pen with his 
thumb and one right finger, signing a release form, and then coming over to me, 
comforting me to stop crying, telling me it's over now, saying everything was going 
to be O.K., just A.O.K. 

Later, during that summer, at first, none of the neighborhood children would 
return to Al Toon's front porch for his song sessions. The King boys never returned 
(come to think ofit I don't think they were ever there on the porch). But one summer 
night when the fireworks stands were just opening up again, after my brother and 
I had just mowed a fresh-recruit crew cut on our lawn, my mother gave my brother 
Si and me a fresh baked cherry pie to take down to the Toons. Reluctantly, but 
relieved, we did. Al Toon opened and offered up the pie tin to us and shook both 
of our hands. He asked one of the twins to bring a pitcher of lemonade and some 
forks. Then he sat on his front porch and serenaded me with the sweetest sound I 
can ever remember- the sweet, sweet song of forgiveness. Like an angel singing on 
a sweet summer night, a lullaby of forgiveness, a pitcher oflemonade, a fresh-baked 
cherry pie given to good neighbors, a golden melody ofbliss, a warm and hearty two
fingered handshake, and Al Toon picking his old Martin guitar ... sweet, sweet song 
of forgiveness. 
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Honokahua 
for Ku 

T.M Lafferty 

Everywhere you will want to go now will be graveyards 

robbed for hotels and condominiums, 

thousand-year-old Hawaiian bones first 

dug up then hosed out for developers 

while Americans were electing the CIA; 

every time you go it will 

smell like Maui sand and nine hundred skeletons 

disinterred; you'll remember 

how even after the state ordered the shattered remains 

reinterred and the project moved, developers tried to devise 

a footpath over the yard; you'll remember Honokahua 

and everyone's ancestors 

will cry. 

Note: Honokahua (Fleming's Beach), Kapalua, Maui, was the site where in 1988 
developers desecrated an ancient Hawaiian graveyard in order to erect the 
Ritz-Carlton Kapalua Hotel. Protesters succeeded in stopping the project 
via public opinion and the governor's office, forcing developers to rebury 
the skeletons and build the hotel on an adjacent site. 
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A Captain Cook Cookbook 
Edward K Coll 

Each February for fifteen years, the town ofWaimea on the island of Kaua'i 
has held a "Captain Cook Celebration" honoring the British sea captain's "discovery" of 
Hawai'i. This year something different happened: they changed the name. This is 
the story of the events leading up to this name change. 

What began as a community footrace had evolved over the years into a two
day, profit-making extravaganza for local business interests. Between ten and twelve 
thousand tourists and locals enjoyed a parade, music, dancing in the streets and 
purchasing trinkets from local vendors while consuming food and drink. 

This festive occasion, supported by Alamo Rent A Car, CyberTel Cellular, 
Aloha Travel, the Westin Kaua'i, the Kaua'i Times, and others, didn't please 
everyone, especially many Native Hawaiians. Iii Noho Kai O Anahola, a local 
activist hui involved in a land occupation struggle, strongly objected to the 
celebration of a man they perceived, not as the discoverer of Hawai'i but as the 
destroyer of their people. They decided to conduct an educational outreach 
program to inform people of the devastating effects Captain Cook's visits had on 
their homeland. They saw no need for celebration. They wanted the name of the 
festival changed. 
· As an instructional technologist with a background in community organizing 
and producing social issue documentaries, I was approached by the hui for help. The 
problem was clear. How could a disenfranchised group with limited resources 
influence social consciousness? The dominant cultural view had been molded by 
Western historians and reinforced by the mass media. To the vast majority of people, 
both local and tourist alike, Captain Cook was a famous explorer worthy of the 
admiration he received. There is even a life-size bronze statue on a six-foot pedestal 
in the Waimea town square paying homage to his greatness. What communication 
mechanisms were available to a group with very limited resources and a minority 
viewpoint? What was required was a coordinated educational outreach program 
utilizing all available avenues of communication. 

It was agreed that Iii Noho Kai O Anahola members would provide their 
organizational skills and direction. I would provide media and technological skills. 

Several weeks before the event, a letter was sent to the Captain Cook 
Celebration Committee, requesting the festival change its name and stating the 
reasons why. No response. Obviously, simple correspondence to a few people had 
no effect. How could we reach more people? Ten to twelve thousand people were 
going to attend the Captain Cook Festival, and we decided we could have maximum 
impact by directing our outreach at them. 
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A double-sided flyer featuring the image of Captain Cook with a diagonal red 
slash through his face enclosed by a red circle and a headline which read "Don't be 
a member of Captain Cook's Crew" was created. Quoting from University of 
Hawai'i professor of American Studies Dr. David Stannard and Captain Cook's own 
chief surgeon, William Anderson, the flyer maintained that Captain Cook know
ingly spread disease throughout the Pacific while pursuing his career with casual 
disregard for consequences. The flyer urged individual responsibility, comparing 
the spread of syphilis by Cook's crew with the spread of AIDS today. Information 
on how to properly use a condom provided by the Life Foundation was included. 
The anti-Cook logo was also used co make two hundred buttons to be worn and 
distributed at the event. 

February 22, 1992, the day of the big parade, members of the hui distributed 
thousands of these educational flyers to parade-goers and held a press conference at 
the base of Captain Cook's statue. Hawaiian sovereignty activist Kekuni Blaisdell, 
M.D., University ofHawai' i, Burns School of Medicine, addressed the crowd and 
described the devastation Captain Cook brought to the Hawaiian people. A young 
Hawaiian boy climbed atop the statue and placed a condom over Cook's naviga
tional cool. The entire event was videotaped and heavily covered in both local 
newspapers replete with interviews and pictures. 

Immediately after the event, FAXes of the flyer and a press release calling for 
a festival name change were sent out. These FAXes were computer-generated and 
went out to media outlets statewide, key national media outlets, Indian tribal 
councils, human rights organizations, and Hawaiian sovereignty groups. Some 
activists photocopied the flyer and distributed chem on Oahu. AIDS activists and 
health workers continued the distribution effort. 

All of this created quite a brouhaha in the local Kaua'i media. The general 
manager of a local cable company forbade the news director from using the shoe of 
the Hawaiian boy putting the condom on the statue of Captain Cook in the evening 
news. Letters critical of our educational effort published in local newspapers were 
immediately responded to by members of the hui via computer FAX. This letter 
exchange in the newspapers provided further opportunities for educational out
reach. Once again, an appeal was made to change the name of the celebration. 

On April 30, 1992, an article appeared in The Garden Island newspaper 
entitled "Captain Cook team forges ahead." The article revealed the Captain Cook 
Planning Committee intended to seek statewide television coverage for next year's 
event. "TV is a painless way chat we could make more money without caking money 
from the vendors or the community," the event coordinator said. Unfortunately, our 
outreach had little impact on the Captain Cook Planning Committee's conscious
ness. 
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The hui was busy as well. We attended a workshop on Hawaiian sovereignty 
held at Kaua'i Community College. Sponsored by the Hawai'i Committee for the 
Humanities, the sovereignty workshop included a panel consisting of the governor 
of Ka Lahui Hawai'i, Mililani Trask, and three University ofHawai'i professors: Dr. 
Haunani-KayTrask, Dr. Lilikala Kame'eleihiwa, and Dr. David Stannard. 

During a question-and-answer period, an expatriate Englishman now living 
on Kaua'i named Rodger Potter addressed the panel. Potter, who is known on Kaua 'i 
for dressing up like Captain Cook and attending various functions doing Captain 
Cook impersonations, spoke for several minutes defending Cook. He closed his 
remarks by asking the panel if they would continue to besmirch Captain Cook's 
name. The panel responded, providing evidence from the historical record and 
Cook's own journal in defense of their position. I videotaped the entire interaction 
between Potter and the panel. 

By this time, we had enough information on videotape to produce a thirty
minute educational documentary. Since it appeared the Captain Cook Planning 
Committee intended to televise next year's celebration statewide, the hui decided 
to produce the documentary. We applied for and received a small grant from the 
People's Fund, a Honolulu-based non-profit corporation that funded projects 
promoting positive social change. We used the grant from the People's Fund to edit, 

. copy, and distribute the documentary No More Captain Cooks. The documentary 
was narrated by singer/songwriter Buffy Saint Marie. 

When the documentary was completed, we FAXed press releases to local and 
state media, informing them of our intention to distribute the documentary across 
the state and around the nation. Our distribution channels would be by videocas
sette to other activist organizations; by public access channels across the state; and 
by Deep Dish TV Network, a national satellite network that reaches people with 
home satellite dishes and three hundred community cable systems nationwide. 

Kaua 'i Times reporter Sue Dixon-Stong followed up on our press release by 
interviewing hui members, viewing the documentary, and taking a copy of the 
educational flyer we distributed. We wound up as the front page lead story of the 
Sunday issue of the Kaua 'i Times (5/31/92). The anti-Cook logo with the red "just 
say no "circle across his face had been enlarged and was prominently displayed. 

The hui proceeded with our videotape distribution plans. Tapes were sent to 
other activists throughout Hawai'i. Scenes from No More Captain Cooks were used 
as part of a program documenting protests against Columbus and distributed by the 
Deep Dish Television network. A copy was sent to an alternative radio program, 
called Earth on the Air, which reached stations in fifty-five cities. An activist in San 
Diego aired the documentary on six public access stations in the area. 
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After the Kaua'i Times' front page article, there was only one letter to the 
editor, and it was in favor of the name change. Then things got quiet. There was no 
news at all about next year's festival. A member of the hui had initiated phone 
conversations with two members of the Captain Cook Planning Committee, 
requesting they consider a name change at their next meeting. They agreed to 
consider it. 

Iii Noho Kai O Anahola had not aired the documentary No More Captain 
Cooks on Kaua'i. If the festival were to proceed, the hui planned to cablecast the 
documentary on local public access TV the week before the event and, of course, the 
hui would again take the opportunity for educational outreach at the parade. We 
also had a computerized FAX ready co distribute, urging a statewide boycott of the 
event. 

None of these actions proved necessary. The February 17, 1993 issue of the 
Kaua 'i Timesran an article by reporter Jo Eager entitled "NO LON GER HONORS 
CAPT. COOK, Waimea Town Celebration." In it, a spokesperson for the commit
tee said, "We do realize and want to respect the Hawaiians' right to sovereignty, and 
we do want to acknowledge the overthrow." The educational outreach had worked. 
The name had been changed to "Waimea Town Celebration." 

Changing the title of a fifteen-year-old festival, while impressive, is not the 
central point of chis article. The fact that a disenfranchised group with a marginalized 
viewpoint could effect such change and that these techniques can be replicated by 
ocher groups is the lesson to be learned. 

First, you need a well-organized hui committed to educational outreach. 
Next, you need media skills and access to technology, and third you need access to 
free distribution channels. 

The entire No More Captain Cooks project involved a wide range of technology 
to replicate and repeat image and information across a variety of communication 
channels and into public consciousness. Computers, scanners, digital frame grab
bers, video, desktop publishing, and computerized FAXes were some of the 
technologies employed in chis project. Press releases, letters to the editor, newspaper 
articles, public access television, and even a satellite network were the free distribu
tion channels. 

This project is an example of the successful use of technology and knowledge 
by a committed group of people to influence positive social change and challenge 
the Euro-American historical perspective. Influencing social change is an ongoing 
process. Hopefully, the techniques employed by Iii Noho Kai O Anahola will be 
helpful to others. 
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Pali 
Antoinette Martin 

Pastel 
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Orange 
Laurie Tomehak 

She said, "I want an orange." 
I wrapped her 
in flame-colored silk, 
and we flew off, 
alighting in a villa 
where we drank 
crystal goblets 
of blood orange juice 
which hurts so much 
to squeeze. 

She said, "I want an orange." 
We sailed to the Indies, 
riding up from our ship 
to the cool mountains 
where sweet orange jewels 
perfumed the air 
between the coffee trees. 
We drank the thick juice with rum 
under a strange red sun. 

She said, "I want an orange. " 
But I had no more gold 
to fly or to set sail. 
Could I cut my heart into sections, 
or serve her its bloody juice? 
She pointed out the window 
at the last fruit 
of the honey tangerine tree, 
glowing at the very top. 
I seized it eagerly, 
then peeled and sectioned 
this tiny world for her. 
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Reading Kumulipo: An Opinion 
Peter Starbuck 

The Kumulipo is a Hawaiian chant 2,102 lines long in the Hawaiian language 
text published by King David Kalakaua in 1889 (reprinted in Beckwith 187-240). 
It is divided into sixteen cantos -uiJ: is the Hawaiian term, meaning era, and 
parallels to geological, evolutionary, and historical eras can clearly be seen. The 
chant begins in primordial darkness just before the moment of conception of the 
cosmos, relating the manifold story of the creation and evolution of the Hawaiian 
Islands and of the Hawaiian people. This is the chant whose performance in January 
1778 is described by Lieutenant James King in his continuation of Captain James 
Cook's journal, the chant whose recipient becomes ritually installed as the god 
Lono-i-ka-Makahiki (Barrow 391-4). 

Queen Lili'uokalani, in her translation into English of Kumulipo, uses a 
flexible, free-verse format easily readable by anyone knowing English, yet her 
translation remains buried in obscurity. Instead, the interpretative translations/ 
commentaries, neither one complete, of Martha Warren Beckwith and Rubellite 
KawenaJohnson are made prominent on library and bookstore shelves. Beckwith's 
version, The Kumulipo: A Hawaiian Creation Chant, originally published by the 
University of Chicago in 1951 and reissued by the University of Hawai'i Press in 
1972, gives an almost complete translation (many geneologies are left out) but one 
that is discontinuous, interspersed with lengthy commentaries. Johnson's version, 
Kumulipo: The Hawaiian Hymn of Creation, published in 1981 by Topgallant 
Publishing Company, has Hawaiian and English texts on facing pages; however, at 
this time, only the first two cantos are available. 

Although in print (as a Pueo Press reprint) , copies ofLili'uokalani's version are 
hard to find. Beckwith's and Johnson's commentaries may be informative, but the 
newcomer to Kumulipo would best be served by the Queen's translation for two 
important reasons: Lili'uokalani stays with the literal level and her translation is 
complete. 

The literatures of Hawai'i and of the West are not necessarily similar in all 
aspects, one prime area of divergence being levels of meaning. Western literature 
admits up to four, following a construct first devised by the early Church fathers to 
allegorize the Old Testament as a prefiguration of Christianity and most thoroughly 
expounded by Dante in his letter to Can Grande. These levels are: 1) the literal, 2) 
the allegorical, 3) the moral, and 4) the anagogical (referring to a consistent world 
view, in Dante's case that of the Roman Catholic Church) (146-6) . The manifold 
levels of meaning in Kumulipocannot be matched by any extant work in the Western 
tradition. 
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The West is familiar with geneological poetry through the Old Testament and 
the Iliad; it is familiar with cosmogonical poetry through Hesiod, Lucretius, and 
others. Some Western works, such as the Pentateuch and the Theogony of Hesiod, 
even combine the two. However, nothing in the Western tradition combines 
anything like the complexities of levels of meaning and of relevance present in 
Kumulipo. Kumulipo is unique in world literature. 

Dualism is traditionally looked upon as heresy and is suppressed by monistic 
Western thinkers, often by force. Dualism permeates Kumulipo: male/female, god/ 
man, human/animal, animal/vegetable, forest/seashore, land/sea, animate/inani
mate, sentient/insentient, light/dark, heaven/earth. These dualisms, sometimes 
several at once, intersect complexly with the linear movement of the chant, which 
progresses from the beginning of all known creation to the present moment. 

Kumulipds linear movement is a composite movement of a number of threads 
of meaning, analogous to a cord made of twisted fibers. This "bundle of fibers" is, 
on the one hand, like the genetic model-fibers of DNA and RNA, chains of genes 
and chromosomes. On the other hand, it maps the spiritual as well as the physical 
accumulation of karma. Among the identifiable fibers are: 

1) the evolution of a coherent universe out of chaos; 
2) the evolution of light out of darkness; 
3) the evolution of sentience out of insentience; 
4) the evolution of the Hawaiian Islands out of the ocean-bottom 

slime; 
5) the migrations to and settlement of the Hawaiian Islands by all 

indigenous life forms, beginning appropriately with coral and 
culminating with human beings; 

6) the evolution of more complex life forms out of pioneering ones; 
7) the evolution of a single human life from conception to maturity; 
8) the histories of gods and demi-gods; 
9) the political and social histories of the Hawaiian people; 

1 O) the stories of specific families and dynasties; 
11) the evolution of social classes; 
12) the evolution of physical and psychological human types; 
13) the ritual installation of the recipient of the chant as the incarna

tion of Lono-i-ka-Makahiki; 
14) the personal genealogy of the person apotheosized. 

That these threads overlap and intertwine is obvious. Kumulipo possesses one 
further complexity: the presence of many proper nouns, each one having the 
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potentiality of introducing a multitude of pertinent associations. Granting these 
complexities, the possibility of an English language version conveying the full 
meaning of the chant is nil-the English language has not yet learned how to 
incorporate that many modes and levels of meaning. Thus, the available commen
tary/translations communicate only certain of the complexities. Beckwith's version 
is almost complete but is discontinuous and is done in a variety of styles. Johnson's 
version is still just a promising beginning. In contrast, the Queen's version is 
idiomatic, complete, and faithful to the literal level of the text, making it the best 
available introduction to the chant and the best available guide to exploring the 
Hawaiian language text provided for posterity by her brother, King Kalakaua. In 
conclusion, not to be forgotten is the fact that Kumulipo is Kalakaua's and 
Lili'uokalani's by right of blood; of all their gracious gifts to the people of Hawai'i 
and to all people, Kumulipo may prove to be the most precious one of all. 
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A Case of Mistaken Identity 
Lou Zitnik 

Mr. Manlapit's jeep woke, shivering, with the rusty taste of a dream in its 
radiator. In the fifty years since it had rolled off the Willys assembly line, the jeep 
had dreamed only three times, and each time the same dream about flying over a sea 
of tulips as big as army helmets. And after each dream, a close friend had 
disappeared, never to be seen again. 

The jeep wanted to kick itself Dreams were for men, not machines. It was a 
United States jeep, serial number 345673, equipped with a government issue four
cylinder engine and four-wheel drive, an exact copy of the prototype test-driven by 
Dwight D. Eisenhower when the future president was a lieutenant colonel in the 
U.S. Army. It was built to eat mud, spit snow and charge through rain at a top speed 
of thirty-nine miles per hour, not to dream. It did not believe in dreams. It believed 
in only what it could touch and see, right here, right now, in Mr. Manlapit's 
driveway. 

Tires resting on hot asphalt, the jeep felt Mr. Manlapit twist off its radiator cap, 
felt his finger, rough and stiff, rub dry steel, and the jeep remembered starched 
uniforms and an army auction in Kahului forty-five years ago when Mr. Manlapit 
had walked from the shade of a banyan tree. At first the jeep had not liked the wiry 
little man. He was much shorter than anybody in the Fifth Reconnaissance Brigade, 
so short he had to stand on tiptoes to look under the jeep's hood, and his rubber 
boots and bright red T-shirt were not government issue. The jeep liked khaki 
uniforms and shaved heads smelling of soap and water, not faded jeans and thick 
black hair brushed straight back, plastered in place with pomade. But then it had 
felt Mr. Manlapit's hand caress its dented fender, brush the cane dust off its 
odometer, kiss its steering wheel, and it had snapped to attention. 

Now, as battery acid dripped onto its starter wire, the jeep, shivering, 
remembered Colonel Blackman's hands, heavy and slow, with knuckles the size of 
lug nuts, gripping his steering wheel. Memories were for men, not jeeps. Why was 
it remembering the war days? It felt Mr. Manlapit push a stiff hose down its radiator, 
whispering, "Death is coming for me." The jeep sniffed the air, smelled cane smoke 
and Mr. Manlapit's pomade, and something else, something sweet and sickly, as cool 
water rushed through its veins. 

The water made the jeep think of the ocean off Charley Young's Beach, where, 
as a raw recruit, it had charged ashore with Colonel Blackman at the wheel, leading 
a grand, simulated assault, until a wave had smashed into its rear end and thrown 
the colonel into the sea. As the jeep's wiring had hissed and sizzled, the colonel had 
surfaced, waving his .45 and yelling, "Death is laughing at us! Dancing on our 
graves! " 
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Now, the neighborhood kids were away at school, and the street was so quiet 
the jeep could hear water dripping through the hole in its radiator, hitting the 
asphalt, forming a puddle next to Mr. Manlapit's green rubber boots. A drop of Mr. 
Manlapit's sweat hit the hot asphalt and mixed with the water. What was death? Had 
it danced with Colonel Blackman and Mrs. Manlapit? Was it laughing at Mr. 
Manlapit's son? The jeep wanted to understand but it could not; it was only a jeep. 

"Death is a thief," Mr. Manlapit whispered, and the jeep heard strange 
laughter, coming from the street, scrape across its canvas top. "Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. 
Ouch, jeez, I'm wounded." 

In its rear-view mirror, the jeep saw a man holding his foot and dancing in 
circles. At first the jeep thought Mr. Manlapit's son had finally returned from the 
war in the desert, but then it saw the man's skin, as white as electricity. 

A dog barked somewhere far off, and the jeep, shaking and shivering, searched 
the glove compartment for Mr. Manlapit's lucky dog tags, the ones he had worn in 
the Korean War, but the glove compartment was empty except for a layer of rust. 
When the jeep looked in the rear-view mirror, he saw the man, his green eyes 
swimming in a pool of freckles, staring through a hole in its canvas top. How could 
it have mistaken him for Mr. Manlapit's son? This man reeked of cheap after-shave 
that smelled like overripe pineapples; Mr. Manlapit's son always smelled of cane 
smoke and fighting cocks. "That hurt," the stranger shouted, brushing long fingers 
through his fiery red hair. "Didn't see the battery." 

He hobbled to the front of the jeep, rubbing his cold, clammy hand along the 
dent in the jeep's fender and stepping over another battery. "Hey, why all the 
batteries?" he asked, offering a translucent hand to Mr. Manlapit. "Hi there. I'm 
Tobias Langly. Stretch, my friends call me. Stretch Langly. " 

Mr. Manlapit, short and stocky, in his bright red MAUI LAND AND PINE 
T-shirt, rubbed his hand clean on his cutoff jeans before taking the tall man's hand. 

Stretch, his white dress shirt, black slacks and penny loafers sparkling in the 
sun, pumped Mr. Manlapit's hand and hissed, "Welcome to Dream City, right? 
What a joke. Ha, ha, ha, ha!" His laughter sounded like machine gun fire. "The 
plantation had guts calling this place Dream City when they built it. Hah!" He 
dropped Mr. Manlapit's hand and spun in a tight circle, pointing past the cinder
block houses, to the cane fire across the street. "Choke on smoke in your dreams. 
Haha." 

What was wrong with cane smoke? the jeep wondered. Cane smoke meant 
work, and work was good for men and jeeps. 

"Buttaah ... ," Mr. Manlapit said, rubbing the dog tags dangling from his neck. 
"Hey, old guy, what's the matter? You look like you've seen a ghost. " The boy 

brushed a wild hair out of his eye, cupped his hands over his mouth and yelled. "Hey, 
can you hear me?" 
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Ghosts are everywhere, that's what Mrs. Manlapit had whispered as Mr. 
Manlapit drove her to the hospital. Death was a thief, that's what Mr. Manlapit had 
said, touching her cheek, both their faces pale as cinder block. 

The jeep did not understand. Were ghosts and death the same thing? And if 
this strange man was death, and if death were a thief, what did Mr. Manlapit have 
worth stealing? There was only his house and his fighting cocks. And the house was 
old and made of cinder blocks in a neighborhood next to the airport, and the 
fighting cocks were no good for fighting because Mr. Manlapit's son was no longer 
here to train them. So what could death steal? 

"Hey, anybody else home?" The jeep felt the man slap his fender and heard 
him hiss, "Someone who speaks English? I was driving by and saw your sign. You 
understand? The jeep! I want to buy it." 

Now the jeep understood. Death had come to steal Mr. Manlapit. A long 
finger poked through a rust spot in the jeep's hood. "Beautiful," Death said. "How 
about a test drive?" 

Death was not very smart. A man bargaining for a used car did not call it 
beautiful. That's not how men bargained. Besides, couldn't Death see that Mr. 
Manlapit would never sell the jeep? The old man and the jeep were best friends, and 
he had promised to give the jeep to his son when he returned from the war. 

"Buttaah ... " Mr. Manlapit said, shuffling his rubber boots along the hot 
pavement, pointing at two batteries on the grass. "Wires no good." 

"I love this dent," Death said, running his finger over the wound that Corporal 
Bracket, drunk with dreams of victory, had smashed into the jeep's front fender on 
New Year's Eve 1945. "Cool, this dent," Death said. 

Cool? Another lie. The jeep had been sitting in the sun all day. It's skin was as 
hot as cane fire. 

Death kicked the four bald tires. "Originals?" he said, his face exploding in 
laughter, freckles flying in a hundred directions. "Ha, ha," he slapped Mr. Manlapit 
on the back. "Just kidding." 

The jeep felt Death's cold breath on its radiator cap, his slippery fingers 
tugging at its ignition wires. His thick aftershave reminded it of Corporal Bracket, 
smelling of Spam and whiskey, the night he replaced the jeep's headlights, saying 
that it was a mistake to think about death because when you thought about death, 
you got dead. 

Now, the jeep wanted to take the corporal's advice, but if it didn't think about 
death, how was it going to save Mr. Manlapit? 

What was death? How did people get dead? The jeep imagined it had 
something to do with memories. But if being dead meant living in memories, what 
was so bad about death? Living with Colonel Blackman and Corporal Bracket and 
Mrs. Manlapit would be fun. 
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"Hey," Stretch said, popping up like a jack-in-the-box. "This engine is clean. 
Really clean." He reached inside the cab, and his greasy fingers rubbed against the 
odometer's dusty glass. "Fifty-six thousand miles? Hey, I'm impressed." 

Why didn't Mr. Manlapit speak up? Why didn't he tell Death about the jeep's 
war wound? Tell him the jeep had stayed in the motor pool during most of the war, 
while its friends drove off to war, because its wiring had been ruined by exposure to 

salt water? Why didn't Mr. Manlapit speak up instead of standing in the puddle, 
scratching his head and saying what he always said when he was trying to think? 
"Buttaah-" 

"See, I'm driving this rental car," Death said, and pointed at an egg-shaped 
Toyota parked next to the sidewalk. "It makes me look like a tourist. Understand? 
I'm not a tourist, I'm a reporter. Got the job last week. Flew in from San Francisco. 
Now I need a local car, a Maui cruiser. This jeep has character." 

The jeep could not believe Mr. Manlapit was smiling, a weak, little scratch of 
a smile, but still a smile, something it had not seen since Mrs. Manlapit disappeared 
into the hospital. "Yes, yes, yes," Mr. Manlapit said. "My jeep has character." 

"Don't worry. I'll take care of it like it was family, like it was my son." Death 
patted him on the back. "Hey, don't look so beat, old guy. I'll give you three hundred 
bucks. Three hundred big ones." The jeep felt Death's bony butt plop down in the 
driver's seat. "Stand clear," he yelled, his knees hugging the steering wheel. 

The jeep dug its tires into the asphalt, and when Death jerked the ignition 
switch, squeezed its wires into tight knots. 

Click, click, click, click. 
Death slapped the steering wheel. "Damn, dead battery." 
"Wiring no good," whispered Mr. Manlapit. 
''I'll give you two hundred bucks. Ha, ha." Death jumped out of the jeep, 

kicked the front tire. "Don't worry. I can fix it." And before the jeep could let the 
air out of its leaking front tire, Death had run down the driveway, lifted the Toyota's 
hood, and run back with a big black battery the size of an ammo box. "Bingo," he 
snapped, muscles in his arms and neck bulging. "Bingo, Baby." 

The jeep watched Mr. Manlapit wave Death's aftershave out of his face. Tell 
him the truth, the jeep wanted to scream. Tell him that the neighborhood will not 
be able to wake up if they do not hear the click, click, click of its dead batteries. Tell 
him about the hundred Saturday afternoons your son spent tracing shorts in the 
wiring. Tell him that a war wound never heals. 

Death plopped his battery on the jeep's injured fender, and the jeep saw two 
words stamped in dull red ink between the battery's silver terminals: NEVER DIE. 

"Guaranteed for life," Death laughed, ripping out the old battery and 
dropping it on the grass, where it landed with a thud. "Bury it." 
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"Never die," Mr. Manlapit said, touching the new battery with one finger, 
lightly, as if it contained a hidden secret. 

No, the jeep wanted to scream, I won't go. 
Death squeezed the NEVER DIE into the jeep, and, tightening the cables 

with Mr. Manlapit's rusty wrench, yelled, as if Mr. Manlapitwere deaf, "Now, you'll 
see how a real battery works." 

"Buttah ... " 
Death wiped his hands on the jeep's fender, grabbed Mr. Manlapit's elbow and 

pushed him toward the passenger seat. "Test drive. Come on. One little test drive 
won't kill you." 

The jeep felt Mr. Manlapit shaking as he settled onto the worn springs, and 
when the old man touched the windshield to steady himself, the jeep remembered 
Colonel Blackman's hands the day Corporal Bracket had driven him to Kahului 
Harbor to watch the soldiers march up a catwalk, past canvas-covered lifeboats, into 
a gray ship. The colonel, back straight, had sat with his hand pressed against the 
window and talked about honor and every man's duty to defend his country. Death, 
the colonel had said, was a soldier's lover. The jeep, listening to the wind brushing 
over the lifeboats, had dozed off, and for the first time, had dreamed of flying over 
a sea of white tulips as big as army helmets. 

Now, the jeep felt Death's fingers on the ignition switch, and before it could 
tangle its wires Death yanked the switch. Hot current sizzled through its frayed 
wires. The jeep felt young again. It remembered the boy, no taller than a wheel, and 
saw the road to Kihei, rivers of heat rising from the asphalt. It remembered the wind 
blowing through the hole in the canvas top, making the sound of a flag flapping in 
the wind, and remembered the boy's little buns bouncing on the worn springs. It saw 
Mr. Manlapit's hand on the boy's knee, saw the beach where it had charged ashore, 
saw Mr. Manlapit's fishing pole stuck in the sand, saw the boy reach into the bait 
bucket, pick up a papio, silver and blue, and hold it to his ear, listening for life. 

No! The jeep shook itself free of memories, saw cinder-block houses rushing 
by in a blur and Mr. Manlapit's hand turning white against the windshield. It saw 
a stop sign. 

No! The jeep screeched, locking its brakes and skidding to a stop on the white 
line, snapping Death's head into the windshield. It was not going anywhere with 
Death. 

"Ouch, whiplash!" Death said, rubbing his forehead. 
"Battery no good. Buttaaah, brakes good." 
"Ouch. Any damage? How do I look?" 
The jeep thought Death looked stupid, too tall, with his carrot-colored hair 

pressed against the canvas. 
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Before Mr. Manlapit could answer, Death stomped on the gas, jerked the 
steering wheel hard right, and shot into traffic, squeezing in between an old station 
wagon and a pink pickup truck. 

Honk! Honk! HONK! the pickup yelled. 
Where, the jeep wondered, had Death learned to drive? Didn't he know that 

a jeep had a narrow wheel base and had to be steered gently around turns? 
"Ha, ha, ha, ha," Death threw his arms in the air as if he were a kid riding a 

roller coaster. "Let's see if this jeep has any life left. Let's see if it can pass a fat, old 
station wagon." The jeep felt its steering wheel twisted hard left, and suddenly it 
was charging at oncoming traffic, its speedometer shivering, fluttering, climbing 
past twenty-nine. In the back of the station wagon, a big black Samoyed snapped 
its yellow teeth while a hole in the station wagon's muffler coughed, blump bl ump 
bl ump and a cane haul truck, as big as a bus and growing bigger, charged coward the 
jeep. Death's flat foot pressed the gas. The speedometer struggled to thirty-six, 
thirty-seven, thirty-eight, thirty-nine, but refused to go any further. What did 
Death want to do, blow the jeep's engine? Didn't he know the jeep's military 
specifications? Thirty-nine miles per hour was its top speed. Period. Even with a 
hundred cars lined up behind him honking their horns, the jeep would never go 
faster than thirty-nine. Not for Mr. Manlapit, not even for his son, certainly not for 
Death. 

The truck grew to the size of three buses stacked on top of each other, and still 
the jeep refused to pass the station wagon. 

Honk Honk. Hoooooooonk. 
Refused to pass the station wagon, even when its driver, a young man with 

purple hair, waved at chem to pass, and the jeep felt Death kick the gas pedal to the 
floor. But the jeep held steady at thirty-nine. Death had to be taught a lesson. 

"Go for it!" Death yelled. 
"Buttaaaaaah." 

The jeep shook and rattled over the bumpy road as the cane haul truck grew 
to the size of ten, twenty, a hundred buses stacked on cop of each other. The jeep 
smiled at the elephant ear trees, trunks thicker than telephone poles and skin as 
smooth as marble, as they reached their branches over the road that Mr. Manlapit 
had driven for thirty years on his way to work at the sugar cane mill. They were 
crossing their swords to welcome Mr. Manlapit, shedding shadows as if they were 
tears dark and cool on his face, and the jeep remembered how gently Mr. Manlapit 
had always pressed the gas pedal, even on Friday nights when he had driven deep 
into the cane, the boy's black dog in the back, to the circle of cars parked with lights 
on and engines running, where the jeep had watched Mr. Manlapit's son step from 
light into darkness, holding Champion, the biggest of Mr. Manlapit's fighting 
cocks, blood dripping from the bird's neck, falling onto the boy's shaking fingers. 
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No, the jeep wanted to scream 
Death twisted its steering wheel, strangling it, and the jeep, still going thirty

nine, jumped over the white line as the station wagon swerved off the road and a 
blinding swoosh of wind and flying rocks rushed by, pulled along by the cane haul 
truck. 

"Wow! Great!" Death yelled as a stalk of sugar cane six feet long crashed into 
the windshield and flew over the canvas top. 

"Buttaah, my jeep is good." 
In its rear-view mirror the jeep saw the station wagon glance off an elephant 

ear tree, shake itself like a dog shaking off water, and stagger back onto the road. 
Honking horns and grinding gears and Death's "Ha ha ha!" hung in the air like one 
of Corporal Bracket's drunken songs. But the jeep was notlistening. It was watching 
Mr. Manlapit. The jeep had never seen his face so alive with strange currents. Not 
even when he was a young man had his face seemed so full of strength and courage, 
so alive and mysterious. It reminded the jeep of the boy's face when he had sat with 
the girl, watching the sunset. 

Face afire, Mr. Manlapit pointed at the light reflected red off the windows of 
houses high on the volcano. "There," he said. "Drive there." 

Death laughed and threw his hands in the air. "Sure, the volcano." He slapped 
the steering wheel. "Why didn't I think of that? This baby needs an uphill test drive." 

Radiator boiling, engine rattling, the jeep followed the gently curving road 
through the cane fields and up the side of the volcano, into the cool air alive with 
the sweet smell of pineapple. No matter how hard Death pressed the gas pedal, 
though, the jeep navigated each turn with care, no faster than fifteen miles per hour, 
so slow that a parade of honking cars quickly piled up behind it. 

The jeep liked the parade. Its horns were tubas blasting on VJ Day, its drivers 
veterans celebrating the war's end. The jeep thought Mr. Manlapit liked the parade 
too, because he was smiling, a thin smile that showed his teeth and made his face 
look like a flower blooming. Death, though, did not like people celebrating. He 
twisted in his seat and yelled at the long line of cars, "Hey, keep your pants on." 

Higher and higher the jeep climbed as the road grew steeper and steeper. 
"Hey, you sure this jeep isn't going to shake itself apart." Death slapped the old 

man's knee. "Ha Ha!" 
Mr. Manlapit pointed at a line of eucalyptus trees. "There," he said, and the 

jeep saw the pineapple fields give way to freshly cut grass and white headstones. The 
trees whispered in the wind, and the headstones looked like whitecaps on a stormy, 
green sea. 

"Turn there," Mr. Manlapit said. 
Death shook his head. "Not me. Cemeteries make me nervous. " 
Mr. Manlapit grabbed the steering wheel and forced the jeep hard left, its 

wheels lifting off the ground, and when Death slammed on the brakes, the jeep had 
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to grab asphalt and gravel to keep from smacking into a eucalyptus tree, to stop an 
inch from peeling bark. 

"My boy is there," Mr. Manlapit said, pointing at the sea of headstones. "My 
wife, too." 

The jeep wondered if the two lost friends would suddenly appear. 
Thick grey clouds drifted across the sky, promising rain. The jeep looked in 

its rear-view mirror and saw people dressed as if they had been to church, holding 
clumps of white flowers and kneeling in front of headstones. 

Engine idling, the jeep inhaled a huge gulp of eucalyptus smell into his 
carburetor, and remembered Mr. Manlapit listening to the mailman hiss, "Sorry. 
Sorry. Sorry." Red dust from the cane field blew across the road while his son's black 
dog howled and snapped at the mailman's feet. 

Now, sitting in the cemetery parking lot, the jeep still did not understand 
death, but it knew how death tasted. It tasted of rust and eucalyptus. Then it saw 
a shadowy figure rise from the earth. And suddenly the jeep knew Death was not 
this boy called Stretch. Death had tricked them all. Death had been hiding, waiting 
for Mr. Manlapit to stop here. Run, the jeep wanted to yell, but it was only a jeep 
and did not have a voice. 

Mr. Manlapit sat with his chin resting in his hands, telling Stretch how on the 
day of his son's funeral he had decided to sell his old jeep. 

Run! the jeep wanted to yell. 
A huge drop of rain smacked into the windshield, and a shadowy black dog 

rose from the ground, barking. 
Run! 
"I am old," Mr. Manlapit said, drops of rain splashing through the hole in the 

jeep's canvas top. "I need someone to take care of my jeep." 
A big, green 1965 Ford Fairlane, a huge overweight car, splashed out of the 

parking lot and headed down the road to Dream City. The jeep wanted to follow 
the Fairlane, wanted to fly over the pineapple fields, its radiator hissing hot steam, 
but Mr. Manlapit sat still, rain dripping on his knee. 

"I'll make this jeep one of the family," Stretch said. 
Run! 
"First, I show you how to drive." Mr. Manlapit lifted one leg out of the jeep, 

slowly set it on the ground, lifted his other leg, slowly stepped into a puddle. Rain 
dripped down his cheeks as he rubbed the jeep's wet fender. 

Death, a shadow running, rushed toward the jeep. 
Couldn't Mr. Manlapit see Death? Couldn't he see it coming for him? 
"Buttaaah," Mr. Manlapit said, stepping to the driver's side of the jeep, "I love 

my jeep." 
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"Sure, big fella," Stretch said, and threw his leg over the stick shift, settled his 
bony butt into the worn springs of the passenger seat. 

No, the jeep wanted to scream, the old man drives too slow. You drive, Stretch. 

Mr. Manlapit sat staring at the sea of headstones, and the jeep wanted to yell, 
stick shift, clutch, gas! 

Mr. Manlapit's hands felt warm and firm on the steering wheel, and his breath 
gently touched the windshield. Now if his foot would only touch the gas. 

Death was running, waving as if he knew somebody in the jeep. Mr. 
Manlapit's foot edged toward the gas pedal. Death was so close the jeep could smell 
him. He smelled of cane fields and fighting cocks. Gently, Mr. Manlapit's toe 
touched the gas pedal, and the jeep opened its gas lines, tightened its clutch, and 
jumped, rushed to ten, twenty, twenty-five miles per hour, straight out of the 
parking lot. 

Death leaped into the air. Never had the jeep seen anything so scary. Now it 
knew why men feared death. Thirty. Thirty-three. Thirty-five miles per hour. The 
jeep was running for its life, twisting through sharp turns, wheels lifting off the 
ground, while Mr. Manlapit, looking straight ahead, revved the engine, and Stretch, 
face aflame with freckles, yelled, "Go, man. Go!" 

Thirty-six. Thirty-seven. Thirty-eight. 
Thirty-nine. 
Dream City floated below them in a green sea of sugar cane, and from the sea 

the jeep felt ghosts rising. All around it now marched young soldiers. It heard Mr. 
Manlapit's fighting cocks, smelled Mrs. Manlapit's ginger perfume, saw the boy's 
pink lips kissing the old man's cheek. 

Forty miles an hour! 
The canvas top fluttered in the wind as the exhausted day faded from the sky. 

Stretch was a mermaid, Mr. Manlapit a ghost, the wind a current blowing back their 
hair, and the clank clank clank of the jeep's little four-cylinder engine was the sound 
of a boat battling a great sea of white tulips as big as army helmets. 

Forty-five miles an hour! 
The jeep looked in its rear-view mirror, and saw that Death was wearing an 

army uniform. The black dog was running beside him, as a dog would run alongside 
a boy pulling a kite. And behind Death ran Colonel Blackman killed in the 
Philippines, and Corporal Bracket who died in a car accident in his home town of 
Chicago, and Mrs. Manlapit whose heart had stopped beating in Dream City. And, 
suddenly, the jeep knew that it had made a mistake. It had to turn around, go back. 

Wait, the jeep wanted to scream. Don't leave them. 
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But Mr. Manlapit did not stop. He stared straight ahead, rain drops on his 
cheeks, foot on the gas pedal, fists turning white on the steering wheel, rushing 
toward Dream City. And seeing him, suddenly, the jeep felt like a man, wanted to 
scream. Go back. Go back! And most of all, it wanted to cry, but it could not cry, 
because it was only a jeep. 
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